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PREFACE. 


CHANCERY  Judge  once  had  the  kindness  to  inform  me,  as  one  of  a  company  of  some 
hundred  and  fifty  men  and  women  not  labouring  under  any  suspicions  of  kmacy,  that 
^  the  Court  of  Chancery,  though   the  shining  subject  of  much  popular  prejudice  (at 

^^\^i0)  which  point  I  thought  the  Judge's  eye  had  a  cast  in  my  direction),  was  almost  imma- 
N^^w  culate.  There  had  been,  he  admitted,  a  trivial  blemish  or  so  in  its  rate  of  progress,  but 
%d^  this  was  exaggerated,  and  had  been  entirely  owing  to  the  " parsimony  of  the  public;" 
which  guilty  public,  it  appeared,  had  been  until  lately  bent  in  the  most  determined  manner 
on  by  no  means  enlarging  the  number  of  Chancery  Judges  appointed — I  believe  by  Richard  the 
Second,  but  any  other  King  will  do  as  well. 

This  seemed  to  me  too  profound  a  joke  to  be  inserted  in  the  body  of  this  book,  or  I  should 

have  restored  it  to  Conversation  Kenge  or  to  Mr.  Vholes,  with  one  or  other  of  whom  I  think  it 

must  have  originated.     In  such  mouths  I  might  have  coupled  it  with  an  apt  quotation  from  one  of 

Shakspeare's  Sonnets : 

My  nature  is  subdued 
To  what  it  works  in,  like  the  dyer's  hand : 
Pity  me  then,  and  wish  I  were  renew'd  ! 

But  as  it  is  wholesome  that  the  parsimonious  public  should  know  what  has  been  doing,  and 
still  is  doing,  in  this  connection,  I  mention  here  that  everything  set  forth  in  these  pages  con- 
cerning the  Court  of  Chancery  is  substantially  true,  and  within  the  truth.  The  case  of  Gridley  is 
m  no  essential  altered  from  one  of  actual  occurrence,  made  public  by  a  disinterested  person  who 
was  professionally  acquainted  with  the  whole  of  the  monstrous  wrong  from  beginning  to  end.  At 
the  present  moment  ■'■  there  is  a  suit  before  the  Court  which  was  commenced  nearly  twenty  years 
ago ;  \n  which  from  thirty  to  forty  counsel  have  been  known  to  appear  at  one  time  ;  in  which 
costs  have  been  incurred  to  the  amount  of  seventy  thousand  pounds;  which  \s  a  fricfidly  suit ; 
and  which  is  (I  am  assured)  no  nearer  to  its  termination  now  than  when  it  was  begun.  There  is 
another  well-known  suit  in  Chancery,  not  yet  decided,  which  was  commenced  before  the  close  of 
the  last  century,  and  in  which  more  than  double  the  amount  of  seventy  thousand  pounds  has  been 
swallowed  up  in  costs.  If  I  wanted  other  authorities  for  Jarxdvce  and  Jarndyce,  I  could  rain 
them  on  these  pages,  to  the  shame  of^a  parsimonious  public. 

*  In  August,  1853. 


vi  PREFACE. 

There  is  only  one  other  point  on  which  I  offer  a  word  of  remark.  The  possibiHty  of  what  is 
called  Spontaneous  Combustion  has  been  denied  since  the  death  of  Mr.  Krook ;  and  my  good 
friend  Mr.  Lewes  (quite  mistaken,  as  he  soon  found,  in  supposing  the  thing  to  have  been 
abandoned  by  all  authorities)  published  some  ingenious  letters  to  me  at  the  time  when  that  event 
was  chronicled,  arguing  that  Spontaneous  Combustion  could  not  possibly  be.  I  have  no  need  to 
observe  that  I  do  not  wilfully  or  negligently  mislead  my  readers,  and  that  before  I  wrote  that 
description  I  took  pains  to  investigate  the  subject.  There  are  about  thirty  cases  on  record,  of 
which  the  most  famous,  that  of  the  Countess  Cornelia  de  Baudi  Cesenate,  was  minutely 
investigated  and  described  by  Giuseppe  Bianchini,  a  prebendary  of  Verona,  otherwise  dis- 
tinguished in  letters,  who  published  an  account  of  it  at  Verona,  in  1731,  which  he  afterwards 
republished  at  Rome.  The  appearances  beyond  all  rational  doubt  observed  in  that  case,  are  the 
appearances  observed  in  Mr.  Krook's  case.  The  next  most  famous  instance  happened  at  Rheims, 
six  years  earlier ;  and  the  historian  in  that  case  is  Le  Cat,  one  of  the  most  renowned  surgeons 
produced  by  France.  The  subject  was  a  woman,  whose  husband  was  ignorantly  convicted  of 
having  murdered  her  ;  but,  on  solemn  appeal  to  a  higher  court,  he  was  acquitted,  because  it  was 
shown  upon  the  evidence  that  she  had  died  the  death  to  which  this  name  of  Spontaneous  Com- 
bustion is  given.  I  do  not  think  it  necessary  to  add  to  these  notable  facts,  and  that  general 
reference  to  the  authorities  which  will  be  found  at  page  234,  the  recorded  opinions  and 
experiences  of  distinguished  medical  professors,  French,  English,  and  Scotch,  in  more  modern 
days  ;  contenting  myself  with  observing,  that  I  shall  not  abandon  the  facts  until  there  shall  have 
been  a  considerable  Spontaneous  Combustion  of  the  testimony  on  which  human  occurrences  are 
usually  received. 

In  Bleak  House,  I  have  purposely  dwelt  upon  the  romantic  side  of  famihar  things. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


IN     CHANCERY. 


ONDON.  Michaelmas  Term  lately 
over,  and  the  Lord  Chancellor  sit- 
ting in  Lincoln's  Inn  Hall.  Im- 
placable November  weather.  As 
much  mud  in  the  streets,  as  if  the 
waters  had  but  newly  retired  from 
the  face  of  the  earth,  and  it  would  not  be 
wonderful  to  meet  a  Megalosaurus,  forty 
long  or  so,  waddling  like  an  elephantine 
lizard  up  Holborn-hill.  Smoke  lowering  down 
from  chimney-pots,  making  a  soft  black  drizzle, 
with  flakes  of  soot  in  it  as  big  as  full-grown 
snow-flakes — gone  into  mourning,  one  might 
Bleak  House,  i. 
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imagine,  for  the  death  of  the  sun.  Dogs,  undis- 
tinguishable  in  mire.  Horses,  scarcely  better; 
splashed  to  their  very  blinkeis.  Foot  passen- 
gers, jostling  one  another's  umbrellas,  in  a 
general  infection  of  ill-temper,  and  losing  their 
foot-hold  at  street-corners,  where  tens  of  thou- 
sands of  other  foot  passengers  have  been  slip- 
ping and  sliding  since  the  day  broke  (if  this  day 
ever  broke),  adding  new  deposits  to  the  crust 
upon  crust  of  mud,  sticking  at  those  ]:)oints 
tenaciously  to  the  pavement,  and  accumulating 
at  compound  interest. 

Fog  everywhere.  Fog  up  the  river,  where  it 
flows  among  green  aits  and  meadows  ;  fog  down 
the  river,  where  it  rolls  defiled  among  the  tiers  of 
shipping,  and  the  waterside  pollutions  of  a  great 
(and  dirty)  city.     Fog  on  the  Essex  marshes, 
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fog  on  the  Kentish  heights.  Fog  creeping  into 
the  cabooses  of  collier-brigs  ;  fog  lying  out  on 
the  yards,  and  hovering  in  the  rigging  of  great 
ships ;  fog  drooping  on  the  gunwales  of  barges 
and  small  boats.  Fog  in  the  eyes  and  throats 
of  ancient  Greenwich  pensioners,  wheezing  by 
the  firesides  of  their  wards ;  fog  in  the  stem  and 
bowl  of  the  afternoon  pipe  of  the  wrathful  skip- 
])er,  down  in  his  close  cabin ;  fog  cruelly  pinch- 
ing the  toes  and  fingers  of  his  shivering  little 
'prentice  boy  on  deck.  Chance  people  on  the 
bridges  peeping  over  the  parapets  into  a  nether 
sky  of  fog,  with  fog  all  round  them,  as  if  they 
were  up  in  a  balloon,  and  hanging  in  the  misty 
clouds. 

Gas  looming  through  the  fog  in  divers  places 
in  the  streets,  much  as  the  sun  may,  from  the 
spongy  fields,  be  seen  to  loom  by  husbandman 
and  ploughboy.  Most  of  the  shops  lighted  two 
hours  before  their  time — as  the  gas  seems  to 
know,  for  it  has  a  haggard  and  unwilling  look. 

The  raw  afternoon  is  rawest,  and  the  dense 
fog  is  densest,  and  the  muddy  streets  are  mud- 
diest, near  that  leaden-headed  old  obstruction, 
appropriate  ornament  for  the  threshold  of  a 
leaden-headed  old  corporation :  Temple  Bar. 
And  hard  by  Temple  Bar,  in  Lincoln's  Inn  Hall, 
at  the  very  heart  of  the  fog,  sits  the  Lord  High 
Chancellor  in  his  High  Court  of  Chancery. 

Never  can  there  come  fog  too  thick,  never 
can  there  come  mud  and  mire  too  deep,  to 
assort  with  the  groping  and  floundering  condi- 
tion which  this  High  Court  of  Chancery,  most 
pestilent  of  hoary  sinners,  holds,  this  day,  in  the 
sight  of  heaven  and  earth. 

On  such  an  afternoon,  if  ever,  the  Lord  High 
Chancellor  ought  to  be  sitting  here — as  here  he 
is — with  a  foggy  glory  round  his  head,  softly 
fenced  in  with  crimson  cloth  and  curtains,  ad- 
dressed by  a  large  advocate  with  great  whiskers, 
a  little  voice,  and  an  interminable  brief,  and 
outwardly  directing  his  contemplation  to  the 
lantern  in  the  roof,  where  he  can  see  nothing 
but  fog.  On  sucli  an  afternoon,  some  score  of 
members  of  the  High  Court  of  Chancery  bar 
ought  to  be — as  here  they  are — mistily  engaged 
in  one  of  the  ten  thousand  stages  of  an  endless 
cause,  tripping  one  another  up  on  slippery  prece- 
dents, groping  knee-deep  in  technicalities,  run- 
ning their  goat-hair  and  horse-hair  warded  heads 
against  walls  of  words,  and  making  a  pretence 
of  equity  with  serious  faces,  as  players  might. 
On  such  an  afternoon,  the  various  solicitors  in 
the  cause,  some  two  or  three  of  whom  have  in- 
herited it  from  their  fathers,  who  made  a  fortune 
by  it,  ought  to  be — as  are  they  not  ? — ranged  in 
a  line,  in  a  long  matted  well  (but  you  might  look 


in  vain  for  Truth  at  the  bottom  of  it),  between 
the  registrar's  red  table  and  the  silk  gowns,  with 
bills,  cross-bills,  answers,  rejoinders,  injunctions, 
affidavits,  issues,  references  to  masters,  masters' 
reports,  mountains  of  costly  nonsense,  piled 
before  them.  Well  may  the  court  be  dim,  with 
wasting  candles  here  and  there ;  w^ell  may  the 
fog  hang  heavy  in  it,  as  if  it  would  never  get 
out ;  well  may  the  stained-glass  windows  lose 
their  colour,  and  admit  no  hght  of  day  into  the 
place  ;  well  may  the  uninitiated  from  the  streets, 
who  peep  in  through  the  glass  panes  in  the  door, 
be  deterred  from  entrance  by  its  owlish  aspect, 
and  by  the  drawl  languidly  echoing  to  the  roof 
from  the  jiadded  dais  where  the  Lord  High 
Chancellor  looks  into  the  lantern  that  has  no 
light  in  it,  and  where  the  attendant  wigs  are  all 
stuck  in  a  fog-bank !  This  is  the  Court  of 
Chanceiy ;  which  has  its  decaying  houses  and 
its  blighted  lands  in  every  shire ;  which  has  its 
worn-out  lunatic  in  every  madhouse,  and  its 
dead  in  every  churchyard ;  which  has  its  ruined 
suitor,  with  his  slipshod  heels  and  threadbare 
dress,  borrowing  and  begging  through  the  round 
of  every  man's  acquaintance ;  which  gives  to 
moneyed  might,  the  means  abundantly  of  weary- 
ing out  the  right ;  which  so  exhausts  finances, 
patience,  courage,  hope ;  so  overthrows  the  brain 
and  breaks  the  heart ;  that  there  is  not  an  ho- 
nourable man  among  its  practitioners  who  would 
not  give — w4io  does  not  often  give — the  warn- 
ing, "  Suffer  any  wrong  that  can  be  done  you, 
rather  than  come  here  ! "' 

\Vho  happen  to  be  in  the  Lord  Chancellor's 
court  this  murky  afternoon  besides  the  Lord 
Chancellor,  the  counsel  in  the  cause,  two  or 
three  counsel  who  are  never  in  any  cause,  and 
the  well  of  solicitors  before  mentioned  ?  There 
is  the  registrar  below  the  Judge,  in  wig  and 
gown;  and  there  are  two  or  three  maces,  or 
])etty-bags,  or  privy-purses,  or  whatever  they 
may  be,  in  legal  court  suits.  These  are  all  yawn- 
ing; for  no  crumb  of  amusement  ever  falls  from 
Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce  (the  cause  in  hand), 
which  Avas  squeezed  dry  years  upon  years  ago. 
The  short-hand  writers,  the  reporters  of  the 
court,  and  the  reporters  of  the  newspapers,  in- 
variably decamp  with  the  rest  of  the  regulars 
when  Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce  comes  on.  Their 
places  are  a  blank.  Standing  on  a  scat  at  the 
side  of  the  hall,  the  better  to  peer  into  the  cur- 
tained sanctuary,  is  a  little  mad  old  woman  in  a 
squeezed  bonnet,  Avho  is  always  in  court,  from 
its  sitting  to  its  rising,  and  always  expecting 
some  incomprehensible  judgment  to  be  given  \\\ 
her  favour.  Some  say  she  really  is,  or  was,  a 
party  to  a  suit ;  but  no  one  knows  for  certain^ 


JARNDYCE  AND  JARNDYCE. 


because  no  one  cares.  She  carries  some  small 
litter  in  a  reticule  which  she  calls  her  docu- 
ments ;  principally  consisting  of  paper  matches 
and  dry  lavender.  A  sallow  prisoner  has  come 
up,  in  custody,  for  the  half-dozenth  time,  to 
make  a  personal  application  "to  purge  himself 
of  his  contempt;''  vvhich,  being  a  solitary  sur- 
viving executor  who  has  fallen  into  a  state  of 
conglomeration  about  accounts  of  which  it  is 
not  pretended  that  he  had  ever  any  knowledge, 
he  is  not  at  all  likel^^  ever  to  do.  In  the  mean- 
time his  prospects  in  life  are  ended.  Another 
ruined  suitor,  who  periodically  appears  from 
Shropshire,  and  breaks  out  into  efforts  to  ad- 
dress the  Chancellor  at  the  close  of  the  day's 
business,  and  who  can  by  no  means  be  made  to 
understand  that  the  Chancellor  is  legally  ignorant 
of  his  existence  after  making  it  desolate  for  a 
quarter  of  a  century,  plants  himself  in  a  good 
place  and  keeps  an  eye  on  the  Judge,  ready  to 
call  out  "  My  Lord  !"  in  a  voice  of  sonorous 
complaint,  on  the  instant  of  his  rising.  A  few 
lawyers'  clerks  and  others  Avho  know  the  suitor 
by  sight,  linger,  on  the  chance  of  his  furnishing 
some  fun,  and  enlivening  the  dismal  weather  a 
little. 

Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce  drones  on.  This 
scarecrow  of  a  suit  has,  in  course  of  time,  be- 
come so  complicated,  that  no  man  alive  knows 
what  it  means.  The  parties  to  it  understand  it 
least;  but  it  has  been  observed  that  no  two 
Chancery  lawyers  can  talk  about  it  for  five 
minutes,  without  coming  to  a  total  disagreement 
as  to  all  the  premises.  Innumerable  children 
have  been  born  into  the  cause ;  innumerable 
young  people  have  married  into  it ;  innumerable 
old  people  have  died  out  of  it.  Scores  of  per- 
sons have  deliriously  found  themselves  made 
parties  in  Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce,  without  know- 
ing how  or  why ;  whole  families  have  inherited 
legendary  hatreds  with  the  suit.  The  little  plain- 
tiff or  defendant,  who  was  promised  a  new  rock- 
ing-horse when  Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce  should 
be  settled,  has  grown  up,  possessed  himself  of  a 
real  horse,  and  trotted  away  into  the  other 
Avorld.  Fair  wards  of  court  have  faded  into 
mothers  and  grandmothers ;  a  long  procession 
of  Chancellors  has  come  in  and  gone  out ;  the 
legion  ofbills  in  the  suit  have  been  transformed 
into  mere  bills  of  mortality ;  there  are  not  three 
Jarndyces  left  upon  the  earth  perhaps,  since  old 
Tom  Jarndyce  in  despair  blew  his  brains  out  at 
a  coffee-house  in  Chancery-lane ;  but  Jarndyce 
and  Jarndyce  still  drags  its  weary  length  before 
the  Court,  perennially  hopeless. 

Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce  has  passed  into  a  joke. 
That  is  the  only  good  that  has  ever  come  of  it. 


It  has  been  death  to  many,  but  it  is  a  joke  in 
the  profession.  Every  master  in  Chancery  has 
had  a  reference  out  of  it.  Every  Chancellor 
was  "in  it,"  for  somebody  or  other,  when  he 
was  counsel  at  the  bar.  Good  things  have  been, 
said  about  it  by  blue-nosed,  bulbous-shoed  old 
benchers,  in  select  port-wine  committee  after 
dinner  in  hall.  Articled  clerk's  have  been  in 
the  habit  of  fleshing  their  legal  wit  upon  it.  The 
last  Lord  Chancellor  handled  it  neatly,  when, 
correcting  ]\Ir.  Blowers  the  eminent  silk  go^^^l 
who  said  that  such  a  thing  might  happen  when 
the  sky  rained  potatoes,  he  observed,  "  or  when 
we  get  through  Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce,  Mr. 
Blowers;" — a  pleasantry  that  particularly  tickled 
the  maces,  bags,  and  purses. 

How  many  people  out  of  the  suit,  Jarndyce 
and  Jarndyce  has  stretched  forth  its  unwhole- 
some hand  to  spoil  and  corrupt,  would  be  a  very 
wide  question.  From  the  master,  upon  whose 
impaling  files  reams  of  dusty  warrants  in  Jarn- 
dyce and  Jarndyce  have  grimly  v.Tithed  into 
many  shapes  ;  down  to  the  copying  clerk  in  the 
Six  Clerks'  Office,  who  has  copied  his  tens  of 
thousands  of  Chancery-folio-pages  under  that 
eternal  heading;  no  man's  nature  has  been  made 
better  by  it.  In  trickery,  evasion,  procrastina- 
tion, spoliation,  botheration,  under  false  pre- 
tences of  all  sorts,  there  are  influences  that  can 
never  come  to  good.  The  very  solicitors'  boys 
who  have  kept  the  \ATetched  suitors  at  bay,  by 
protesting  time  out  of  mind  that  Mr.  Chizzle, 
Mizzle,  or  otherwise,  was  particularly  engaged 
and  had  appointments  until  dinner,  may  have 
got  an  extra  moral  twist  and  shuffle  into  them- 
selves out  of  Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce.  The  re- 
ceiver in  the  cause  has  acquired  a  goodly  sum  of 
money  by  it,  but  has  acquired  too  a  distrust  of 
his  own  mother,  and  a  contempt  for  his  own 
kind.  Chizzle,  Mizzle,  and  otherwise,  have  lapsed 
into  a  habit  of  vaguely  promising  themselves 
that  they  will  look  into  that  outstanding  little 
matter,  and  see  what  can  be  done  for  Drizzle — 
who  was  not  well  used — when  Jarndyce  and 
Jarndyce  shall  be  got  out  of  the  office.  Shirk- 
ing and  sharking,  in  all  their  many  varieties, 
have  been  sown  broadcast  by  the  ill-fated  cause  ; 
and  even  those  who  ha\e  contemplated  its  his- 
tory from  the  outermost  circle  of  such  evil,  have 
been  insensibly  tempted  into  a  loose  way  of 
letting  bad  things  alone  to  take  their  own  bad- 
course,  and  a  loose  belief  that  if  the  world  go 
wrong,  it  was,  in  some  off-hand  manner,  never 
meant  to  go  right. 

Thus,  in  the  midst  of  the  mud  and  at  the 
\\tzx\.  of  the  fog,  sits  the  Lord  High  Chancellor 
in  his  High  Court  of  Chancery. 


BLEAK  HOUSE. 


"  Mr.  Tangle,"  says  the  Lord  High  Chancellor, 
latterly  something  restless  under  the  eloquence 
of  tliat  learned  gentleman. 

'•Mlud,"  says  ISIr.  Tangle.  Mr.  Tangle 
knows  more  of  Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce  than 
anybody.  He  is  famous  for  it — supposed  never 
to  have  read  anything  else  since  he  left  school. 

"  Have  you  nearly  concluded  your  argu- 
ment .?" 

"  Mlud,  no — variety  of  points — feel  it  my 
duty  tsubmit — ludship,"  is  the  reply  that  slides 
out  of  Mr.  Tangle. 

"  Several  members  of  the  bar  are  still  to  be 
heard,  I  believe  ? "  says  the  Chancellor,  with  a 
slight  smile. 

Eighteen  of  Mr.  Tangle's  learned  friends,  eacn 
armetl  with  a  little  summary  of  eighteen  hun- 
dred sheets,  bob  up  like  eighteen  hammers  in  a 
pianoforte,  make  eighteen  bows,  and  drop  into 
their  eighteen  places  of  obscurity. 

"  We  will  proceed  with  the  hearing  on  \\'ed- 
■nesday  fortnight,"  says  the  Chancellor.  For, 
the  question  at  issue  is  only  a  question  of  costs, 
a  mere  bud  on  the  forest  tree  of  the  parent  suit, 
and  really  will  come  to  a  settlement  one  of  these 
days. 

The  Chancellor  rises ;  the  bar  rises ;  the 
prisoner  is  brought  forward  in  a  hurry ;  the  man 
from  Shropshire  cries,  ^'  My  lord  ! "  Maces, 
bags,  and  purses,  indignantly  {jroclaim  silence, 
and  frown  at  the  man  from  Shropshire. 

"  In  reference,"  proceeds  the  Chancellor, 
still  on  Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce,  "  to  the  young 
girl-" 

"  Begludship's  pardon — boy,"  says  Mr.  Tangle, 
prematurely. 

''  In  reference,"  proceeds  the  Chancellor,  with 
extra  distinctness,  ''  to  the  young  girl  and  boy, 
the  two  young  people." 

(Mr.  Tangle  crushed.) 

"  Whom  I  directed  to  be  in  attendance  to- 
day, and  who  are  now  in  my  private  room,  I 
will  see  them  and  satisfy  myself  as  to  the  expe- 
diency of  making  the  order  for  their  residing 
with  their  uncle." 

Mr.  Tangle  on  his  legs  again. 

"  Begludship's  jiardon — dead." 

"  With  their,"  Chancellor  looking  through  his 
double  eye-glass  at  the  papers  on  his  desk, 
''  grandfather." 

''  Begludship's  pardon — victim  of  rash  action 
— ^brains." 

Suddenly,  a  very  little  counsel,  with  a  terrific 
bass  voice,  arises,  fully  inflated,  in  the  back  set- 
tlements of  the  fog,  and  says,  "  Will  your  lord- 
-ship  allow  me?  I  aj^pear  for  him.  He  is  a 
cousin,  several  times  removed.     I  am  not  at  the 


moment  prepared  to  inform  the  Court  in  wliat 
exact  remove  he  is  a  cousin  ;  but  he  is  a 
cousin." 

Leaving  this  address  (delivered  like  a  sepul- 
chral message)  ringing  in  the  rafters  of  the  roof, 
the  very  little  counsel  drops,  and  the  fog  knows 
him  no  more.  Everybody  looks  for  him.  No- 
body can  see  him. 

"  I  will  speak  with  both  the  young  people," 
says  the  Chancellor  anew,  "  and  satisfy  myself 
on  the  subject  of  their  residing  with  their  cousin. 
I  will  mention  the  matter  to-morrow  morning 
when  I  take  my  seat." 

The  Chancellor  is  about  to  bow  to  the  bar 
when  the  prisoner  is  presented.  Nothing  can 
possibly  come  of  the  prisoner's  conglomeration, 
but  his  being  sent  back  to  prison  ;  which  is  soon 
done.  The  man  from  Shropshire  ventures 
another  remonstrative  "  My  lord  !  "  but  the 
Chancellor,  being  aware  of  him,  has  dexterously 
vanished.  Everybody  else  quickly  vanishes  too. 
A  battery  of  blue  bags  is  loaded  with  heavy 
charges  of  papers  and  carried  off  by  clerks ;  the 
little  mad  old  woman  marches  off  with  her 
documents ;  the  empty  court  is  locked  u]x  If 
all  the  injustice  it  has  committed,  and  all  the 
misery  it  has  caused,  could  only  be  locked  up 
with  it,  and  the  whole  burnt  away  in  a  great 
funeral  pyre, — why  so  much  the  belter  for  other 
parties  than  the  parties  in  Jarndyce  and  Jarn- 
dyce ! 


CHAPTER  IJ. 


IN   FASHION. 


T  is  but  a  glimpse  of  the  world  of 
fashion  that  we  want  on  this  same 
miry  afternoon.  It  is  not  so  unlike 
the  Court  of  Chancery,  but  that  we 
may  j)ass  from  the  one  scene  to  the 
other,  as  the  crow  flies.  Both  the 
v.'orld  of  fashion  and  the  Court  of 
Chancery  are  things  of  precedent  and 
usage  ;  oversleeping  Rip  Van  Winkles,  who  have 
jilayed  at  strange  games  through  a  deal  of  thun- 
dery weather ;  sleeping  beauties,  whom  the 
Knight  will  wake  one  day,  when  all  the  stopped 
spits  in  the  kitchen  shall  begin  to  turn  pro- 
digiously ! 

It  is  not  a  large  world.  Relatively  even  to 
this  world  of  ours,  Avhich  has  its  limits  too  (as 
your  Highness  shall  find  when  you  have  made 
the  tour  of  it,  and  are  come  to  the  brink  of  the 
void  beyond),  it  is  a  very  little  speck.  There  is 
much  good  in  it ;  there  are  many  good  and  true 


MY  LADY  DEBLOCK  DOWN  AT  ''HER  PLACE." 


people  in  it ;  it  has  its  appointed  place.  But 
the  evil  of  it  is,  that  it  is  a  world  wrapped  up  in 
too  much  jeweller's  cotton  and  fine  wool,  and 
cannot  hear  the  rushing  of  the  larger  worlds, 
and  cannot  see  them  as  they  circle  round  the 
sun.  It  is  a  deadened  world,  and  its  growth  is 
sometimes  unhealthy  for  want  of  air. 

My  Lady  Dedlock  has  returned  to  her  house 
ici  town  for  a  few  days  previous  to  her  departure 
for  Paris,  where  her  ladyship  intends  to  stay 
some  weeks ;  after   which    her   movements  are 


uncertain.  The  fashionable  intelligence  says 
so,  for  the  comfort  of  the  Parisians,  and  it  knows 
all  fashionable  things.  To  know  things  other- 
wise, were  to  be  unfashionable.  My  Lady  Ded- 
lock has  been  down  at  what  she  calls,  in  familiar 
conversation,  her  "  place  "  in  Lincolnshire. 
The  waters  are  out  in  Lincolnshire.  An 
arch  of  the  bridge  in  the  park  has  been  sapped 
and  sopped  away.  The  adjacent  low-lying 
ground,  for  half  a  mile  in  breadth,  is  a  stagnant 
river,  with  melancholy  trees  for  islands  in  it,  and 


I    AM    INTRODUCKD   TO    CONVERSATION    KENGE. 


a  surface  punctured  all  over,  all  day  long,  with 
falling  rain.  My  Lady  Dedlock's  "  place  "  has 
been  extremely  dreary.  The  weather,  for  many 
a  day  and  night,  has  been  so  wet  that  the  trees 
seem  wet  through,  and  the  soft  loppings  and  prun- 
ingsof  the  woodman's  axe  can  make  no  crash  or 
crackle  as  they  fall.  The  deer,  looking  soaked, 
leave  quagmires,  wliere  they  pass.  The  shot  of 
a  rifle  loses  its  sharpness  in  the  moist  air,  and 
its  smoke  moves  in  a  tardy  little  cloud  towards 
the  green  rise,  coppice-topped,  that  makes  a 
Bleak  House,  2. 


background  for  the  falling  rain.  The  view  from 
my  Lady  Dedlock's  own  windows  is  alternately 
a  lead-coloured  view,  and  a  view  in  Indian  ink. 
The  vases  on  the  stone  terrace  in  the  foreground 
catch  the  rain  all  day ;  and  the  heavy  drops  fall, 
drip,  drip,  drip,  upon  the  broad  flagged  pave- 
ment, called,  from  old  time,  the  Ghost's  AValk, 
all  night.  Qn  Sundays,  the  little  church  in  the 
park  is  mouldy  ;  the  oaken  pulpit  breaks  out 
into  a  cold  sweat ;  and  there  is  a  general  smell 
and  taste  as  of  the  ancient  Dedlocks  in  their 
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graves.  My  Lady  Dedlock  (who  is  childless), 
looking  out  in  the  early  twilight  from  her  boudoir 
at  a  keeper's  lodge,  and  seeing  the  light  of  a  fire 
upon  the  latticed  panes,  and  smoke  rising  from 
the  chimney,  and  a  child,  chased  by  a  woman, 
running  out  into  the  rain  to  meet  the  shining 
figure  of  a  wrapped-up  man  coming  through  the 
gate,  has  been  put  quite  out  of  temper.  Wy  Lady 
Dedlock  says  she  has  been  "  bored  to  death." 

Therefore  my  Lady  Dedlock  has  come  away 
from  the  place  in  Lincolnshire,  and  has  left  it  to 
the  rain,  and  the  crows,  and  the  rabbits,  and  the 
deer,  and  the  partridges  and  pheasants.  The 
pictures  of  the  Dedlocks  past  and  gone  have 
seemed  to  vanish  into  the  damp  walls  in  mere 
lowness  of  spirits,  as  the  housekeeper  has  passed 
along  the  old  rooms,  shutting  up  the  shutters. 
And  when  they  will  next  come  forth  again,  the 
fashionable  intelligence — which,  like  the  fiend, 
is  omniscient  of  the  past  and  present,  but  not 
the  future — cannot  yet  undertake  to  say. 

Sir  Leicester  Dedlock  is  only  a  baronet,  but 
there  is  no  mightier  baronet  than  he.  His 
family  is  as  old  as  the  hills,  and  infinitely  more 
respectable.  He  has  a  general  opinion  that  the 
world  might  get  on  without  hills,  but  would  be 
done  up  without  Dedlocks.  He  would  on  the 
whole  admit  Nature  to  be  a  good  idea  (a  little 
low,  i)erhaps,  when  not  enclosed  with  a  park- 
fence),  but  an  i'dea  dependent  for  its  execution 
on  your  great  county  families.  Lie  is  a  gentle- 
man of  strict  conscience,  disdainful  of  all  little- 
ness and  meanness,  and  ready,  on  the  shortest 
notice,  to  die  any  death  you  may  please  to 
mention  rather  than  give  occasion  for  the  least 
impeachment  of  his  integrity.  He  is  an  honour- 
able, obstinate,  truthful,  high-spirited,  intensely 
prejudiced,  perfectly  unreasonable  man. 

Sir  Leicester  is  twenty  years,  full  measure, 
older  than  my  Lady.  He  will  never  see  sixty- 
five  again,  nor  perhaps  sixty-six,  nor  yet  sixty- 
seven.  He  has  a  twist  of  the  gout  now  and 
then,  and  walks  a  little  stiffly.  He  is  of  a 
worthy  presence,  Avith  his  light  grey  hair  and 
whiskers,  his  fine  shirt-frill,  his  pure  white  waist- 
coat, and  his  blue  coat  with  bright  buttons 
always  buttoned.  He  is  ceremonious,  stately, 
most  polite  on  every  occasion  to  my  Lady,  and 
holds  her  personal  attractions  in  the  highest 
estimation.  His  gallantry  to  my  Lady,  which 
has  never  changed  since  he  courted  her,  is  the 
one  little  touch  of  romantic  fancy  in  him. 

Lideed,  he  married  her  for  love.  A  whisper 
still  goes  about,  that  she  had  not  even  family ; 
howbeit.  Sir  Leicester  had  so  much  family  that 
perhaps  he  had  enough,  and  could  dispense  with 
any  more.     But    she   had    beauty,   pride,    am- 


bition, insolent  resolve,  and  sense  enough  to 
portion  out  a  legion  of  fine  ladies.  Wealth  and 
station,  added  to  these,  soon  floated  her  up- 
ward ;  and  for  years,  now,  my  Lady  Dedlock 
has  been  at  the  centre  of  the  fashionable  intelli- 
gence, and  at  tlie  top  of  the  fashionable  tree. 

How  Alexander  wept  when  he  had  no  more 
worlds  to  conquer,  e\-erybody  knows — or  has 
some  reason  to  know  by  tliis  time,  the  matter 
having  been  rather  frequently  mentioned.  My 
Lady  Dedlock,  having  conquered  her  world,  fell, 
not  into  the  melting,  but  rather  into  the  freezing 
mood.  An  exhausted  composure,  a  worn-out 
placidity,  an  equanimity  of  fatigue  not  to  be 
ruffled  by  interest  or  satisfaction,  are  the  tro- 
phies of  her  victory.  She  is  perfectly  well-bred. 
If  she  could  be  translated  to  heaven  to-morrow, 
she  might  be  expected  to  ascend  without  any 
rapture. 

She  has  beauty  still,  and,  if  it  be  not  in  its 
hey-day,  it  is  not  yet  in  its  autumn.  She  has  a 
fine  face — originally  of  a  character  that  would 
be  rather  called  very  pretty  than  handsome,  but 
improved  into  ciassicality  by  the  acquired  ex- 
pression of  her  fashionable  state.  Her  figure  is 
elegant,  and  has  the  effect  of  being  tall.  Not 
that  she  is  so,  but  that  "  the  most  is  made,"  as 
the  Honourable  Bob  Stables  has  fi-equently 
asserted  upon  oath,  "of  all  her  points."  The 
same  authority  observes,  that  she  is  perfectly 
got  up ;  and  remarks,  in  commendation  of  her 
hair  especially,  that  she  is  the  best-groomed 
woman  in  the  whole  stud. 

With  all  her  perfections  on  her  head,  my 
Lady  Dedlock  has  come  up  from  her  place  in 
Lincolnshire  (hotly  pursued  by  the  fashionable 
intelligence),  to  pass  a  few  days  at  her  house  in 
town  previous  to  her  departure  for  Paris,  where 
her  ladyship  intends  to  stay  some  weeks,  after 
which  her  movements  are  inicertain.  And  at 
her  house  in  town,  upon  this  muddy,  murky 
afternoon,  presents  himself  an  old-fashioned  old 
gentleman,  attorney-at-law,  and  eke  solicitor  of 
the  High  Court  of  Chancery,  who  has  the  honour 
of  acting  as  legal  adviser  of  the  Dedlocks,  and 
has  as  many  cast-iron  boxes  in  his  ofiice  with 
that  name  outside,  as  if  the  present  baronet  were 
the  coin  of  the  conjurer's  trick,  and  Avere  con- 
stantly being  juggled  through  the  whole  set. 
Across  the  hall,  and  up  the  stairs,  and  along  the 
passages,  and  through  the  rooms,  which  are 
very  brilliant  in  the  season  and  very  dismal  out 
of  it — Fairy  land  to  visit,  but  a  desert  to  live  in 
— the  old  gentleman  is  conducted,  by  a  Mer- 
cury in  powder,  to  my  Lady's  presence. 

The  old  gentleman  is  rusty  to  look  at,  but  is 
reputed  to  have  made  good  thrift  out  of  aris- 
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tocratic  marriage  settlements  and  aristocratic 
wills,  and  to  be  very  rich.  He  is  surrounded  by 
a  mysterious  halo  of  family  confidences;  of 
which  he  is  known  to  be  the  silent  depositary. 
There  are  noble  Mausoleums  rooted  for  cen- 
turies in  retired  glades  of  parks,  among  the 
growing  timber  and  the  fern,  which  perhaps  hold 
fewer  noble  secrets  than  walk  abroad  among 
men,  shut  up  in  the  breast  of  Mr.  Tulkinghorn. 
He  is  of  what  is  called  the  old  school — a  phrase 
generally  meaning  any  school  that  seems  never 
to  have  been  young — and  wears  knee  breeches 
tied  with  ribbons,  and  gaiters  or  stockings. 
One  peculiarity  of  his  black  clothes,  and  of  his 
black  stockings,  be  they  silk  or  worsted,  is,  that 
they  never  shine.  Mute,  close,  irresponsive  to 
any  glancing  light,  his  dress  is  like  himself. 
He  never  converses,  when  not  professionally 
consulted.  He  is  found  sometimes,  speechless 
but  quite  at  home,  at  corners  of  dinner-tables  in 
great  country  houses,  and  near  doors  of  drawing- 
rooms,  concerning  which  the  fashionable  intelli- 
gence is  eloquent :  where  everybody  knows  him, 
and  where  half  the  Peerage  stops  to  say  "  How 
do  you  do,  Mr.  Tulkinghorn?"  he  receives 
these  salutations  with  gravity,  and  buries  them 
along  with  the  rest  of  his  knowledge. 

Sir  Leicester  Dedlock  is  with  my  Lady,  and 
is  happy  to  see  Mr.  Tulkinghorn.  There  is  an 
air  of  prescription  about  him  which  is  always 
agreeable  to  Sir  Leicester ;  he  receives  it  as  a 
kind  of  tribute.  He  likes  Mr.  Tulkinghorn's 
dress  ;  there  is  a  kind  of  tribute  in  that  too.  It 
is  eminently  respectable,  and  likewise,  in  a 
general  way,  retainer-like.  It  expresses,  as  it 
v/ere,  the  steward  of  the  legal  mysteries,  the 
butler  of  the  legal  cellar,  of  the  Dedlocks. 

Has  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  any  idea  of  this  him- 
self? It  maybe  so,  or  it  may  not ;  but  there 
is  this  remarkable  circumstance  to  be  noted  in 
everything  associated  with  my  Lady  Dedlock  as 
one  of  a  class — as  one  of  the  leaders  and  repre- 
sentatives of  her  little  world.  She  supposes 
herself  to  be  an  inscrutable  Being,  quite  out  of 
the  reach  and  ken  of  ordinary  mortals — seeing 
herself  in  her  glass,  where  indeed  she  looks  so. 
Yet,  every  dim  little  star  revolving  about  her, 
from  her  maid  to  the  manager  oi  the  Italian 
Opera,  knows  her  weaknesses,  prejudices,  follies, 
haughtinesses,  and  caprices ;  and  lives  upon  as 
accurate  a  calculation  and  as  nice  a  measure  of 
her  moral  nature,  as  her  dressmaker  takes  of 
her  physical  proportions.  Is  a  new  dress,  a 
new  custom,  a  new  singer,  a  new  dancer,  a  new 
iorm  of  jewellery,  a  new  dwarf  or  giant,  a  new 
chapel,  a  new  anything,  to  be  set  up  ?  There 
are   deferential    people,   in   a  dozen    callings, 


v.-hom  my  Lady  Dedlock  suspects  of  nothing 
but  prostration  before  her,  who  can  tell  you  how 
to  manage  her  as  if  she  were  a  baby;  who  do 
nothing  but  nurse  her  all  their  lives;  who, 
humbly  affecting  to  follow  with  profound  sub- 
servience, lead  her  and  her  whole  troop  after 
them ;  who,  in  hooking  one,  hook  all  and  bear 
them  off,  as  Lemuel  Gulliver  bore  away  the 
stately  fl'eet  of  the  majestic  Lilliput.  "  If  you 
want  to  address  our  people,  sir,"  say  Blaze  and 
Sparkle  the  jewellers — meaning  by  our  people 
Lady  Dedlock  and  the  rest — "  you  must  remem- 
ber that  you  are  not  dealing  with  the  general 
pubhc ;  you  must  hit  our  people  in  their  weakest 
place,  and  their  weakest  place  is  such  a  place." 
"To  make  this  article  go  down,  gentlemen,"  say 
Sheen  and  Gloss  the  mercers,  to  their  friends 
the  manufacturers,  '•'  you  must  come  to  us, 
because  we  know  where  to  have  the  fashionable 
people,  and  we  can  make  it  fashionable."  "  If 
you  want  to  get  this  print  upon  the  tables  of 
my  high  connection,  sir,"  says  Mr.  Sladdery 
the  librarian.  "  or  if  you  want  to  get  this  dwarf 
or  giant  into  the  houses  of  my  high  connection, 
sir,  or  if  you  want  to  secure  to  this  entertain- 
ment, the  patronage  of  my  high  connection,  sir, 
you  must  leave  it,  if  you  please,  to  me ;  for  I 
have  been  accustomed  to  study  the  leaders  of 
my  high  connection,  sir ;  and  I  may  tell  you, 
without  vanity,  that  I  can  turn  tliem  round  my 
finger,"  in  which  I\Ir.  Sladdery,  who  is  an  honest 
man,  does  not  exaggerate  at  all. 
-'  Therefore,  while  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  may  not 
know  what  is  passing  in  the  Dedlock  mind  at 
present,  it  is  very  possible  that  he  may. 

"  My  Lady's  cause  has  been  again  before  the 
Chancellor,  has  it,  Mr.  Tulkinghorn?"  says  Sir 
Leicester,  giving  him  his  hand. 

"Yes.  It  has  been  on  again  to-day,"  Mr. 
Tulkinghorn  replies  ;  making  one  of  his  quiet 
bows  to  my  Lady,  who  is  on  a  sofa  near  the  fire, 
shading  her  face  with  a  hand-screen. 

_ "  It  would  be  useless  to  ask,"  says  my  Lady, 
with  the  dreariness  of  the  place  in  Lincolnshire 
still  upon  her,  "■  whether  anything  has  been 
done." 

"  Nothing  that  you  would  call  anything  has 
been  done  to-day,"'  replies  Mr.  Tulkinghorn. 

"  Nor  ever  will  be,"  says  my  Lady. 

Sir  Leicester  has  no  objection  to  an  intermin- 
able Chancery  suit.  It  is  a  slow,  expensive, 
British,  constitutional  kind  of  thing.  To  be 
sure,  he  has  not  a  vital  interest  in  the  suit  in 
question,  her  part  in  which  was  the  only  property 
my  Lady  brought  him  ;  and  he  has  a  shadowy 
impression  that  for  his  name — the  name  of 
Dedlock — to  be  in  a  cause,  and  not  in  the  title 
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of  that  cause,  is  a  most  ridiculous  accident.  But 
he  regards  the  Court  of  Chancery,  even  if  it; 
should  involve  an  occasional  delay  of  justice 
and  a  trilling  amount  of  confusion,  as  a  some- 
thing, devised  in  conjunction  with  a  variety  of 
other  somethings,  by  the  perfection  of  human 
wisdom,  for  the  eternal  settlement  (humanly 
speaking)  of  everything.  And  he  is  upon  the 
whole  of  a  fixed  opinion,  that  to  give  the  sanc- 
tion of  his  countenance  to  any  complaints 
respecting  it,  would  be  to  encourage  some  per- 
son in  the  lower  classes  to  rise  up  somewhere — 
like  Wat  Tyler. 

"As  a  few  fresh  affidavits  have  been  put  upon 
the  file,"  says  Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  "and  as  they 
are  short,  and  as  I  proceed  upon  the  trouble- 
some principle  of  begging  leave  to  possess  my 
clients  with  any  new  proceedings  in  a  cause;" 
cautious  man  Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  taking  no  more 
responsibility  than  necessary ;  "  and  further,  as 
I  see  you  are  going  to  Paris,  I  have  brought 
them  in  my  pocket." 

(Sir  Leicester  was  going  to  Paris,  too,  by-the- 
b}'c,  but  the  delight  of  the  fashionable  intelli- 
gence was  in  his  Lady.) 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn  takes  out  his  papers,  asks 
permission  to  place  them  on  a  golden  talisman 
of  a  table  at  my  Lady's  elbow,  puts  on  his  spec- 
tacles, and  begins  to  read  by  the  light  of  a 
shaded  lamp. 

■' '  In  Chancery.  Between  John  Jarn- 
dyce ' " 

My  Lady  interrupts,  requesting  him  to  miss 
as  many  of  the  formal  horrors  as  he  can. 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn  glances  over  his  spectacles, 
and  begins  again  lower  down.  My  Lady  care- 
lessly and  scornfully  abstracts  her  attention. 
Sir  Leicester  in  a  great  chair  looks  at  the  fire, 
and  appears  to  have  a  stately  liking  for  the  legal 
repetitions  and  prolixities,  as  ranging  among  the 
national  bulwarks.  It  happens  that  the  fire  is 
hot,  where  my  Lady  sits ;  and  that  the  hand- 
screen  is  more  beautiful  than  useful,  being  price- 
less but  small.  My  Lady,  changing  her  position, 
sees  the  papers  on  the  table — looks  at  them 
nearer — looks  at  them  nearer  still— 'asks  im- 
pulsively : 

"  Who  copied  that  ?  " 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn  stops  short,  surprised  by  my 
Lady's  animation  and  her  unusual  tone. 

"  Is  it  what  you  people  call  law-hand?"  she 
asks,  looking  full  at  him  in  her  careless  way 
again,  and  toying  with  her  screen. 

"Not  quite.  Probably" — Mr.  Tulkinghorn 
examines  it  as  he  speaks — "  the  legal  character 
it  lias,  was  acquired  after  the  original  hand  was 
formed.     Why  do  you  ask  ?" 


"  Anything  to  vary  this  detestable  monotony. 
O,  go  on,  do  ! " 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn  reads  again.  The  heat  is 
greater,  my  Lady  screens  her  face.  Sir  Leicester 
dozes,  starts  up  suddenly,  and  cries,  "  Eh  ? 
what  do  you  say  ?  " 

"I  say  I  am  afraid,"  says  Mr.  Tulkinghorn. 
who  has  risen  hastily,  "  that  Lady  Dedlock  is 
ill." 

"  Faint,"  my  Lady  murmurs,  with  white  lips, 
"  only  that ;  but  it  is  like  the  faintness  of  death. 
Don't  speak  to  me.  Ring,  and  take  me  to  my 
room  ! " 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn  retires  into  another  chamber ; 
bells  ring,  feet  shuffle  and  patter,  silence  ensues. 
Mercury  at  last  begs  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  to  return. 

"  Better  now,"  quoth  Sir  Leicester,  motioning 
the  lawyer  to  sit  down  and  read  to  him  alone. 
"  I  have  been  quite  alarmed.  I  never  knew 
my  Lady  swoon  before.  But  the  weather  is  ex- 
tremely trying — and  she  really  has  been  bored 
to  death  down  at  our  place  in  Lincolnshire." 


CHAPTER   III. 


A  PROGRESS. 


HAVE  a  great  deal  of  difficulty  in 
beginning  to  write  my  portion  of 
these  pages,  for  I  know  I  am  not 
clever.  I  always  knew  that.  I  can 
*(-3^  remember,  when  I  was  a  very  little 
girl  indeed,  I  used  to  say  to  my 
doll,  when  we  were  alone  together, 
"  Now  Dolly,  I  am  not  clever,  you 
know  very  well,  and  you  must  be  patient  wit); 
me,  like  a  dear ! "  And  so  she  used  to  sit 
propped  uj)  in  a  great  arm-chair,  with  her  beau- 
tiful complexion  and  rosy  lips,  staring  at  me — 
or  not  so  much  at  me,  I  think,  as  at  nothing — 
while  I  busily  stitched  away,  and  told  her  every 
one  of  my  secrets. 

My  dear  old  doll !  I  was  such  a  shy  little 
thing  that  I  seldom  dared  to  open  my  lips,  and 
never  dared  to  open  my  heart,  to  anybody  else. 
It  almost  makes  me  cry  to  think  what  a  relief  it 
used  to  be  to  me,  when  I  came  home  from 
school  of  a  day,  to  run  up-stairs  to  my  room, 
and  say,  "  O  you  dear  faithful  Dolly,  I  knew 
you  would  be  expecting  me  !"  and  then  to  sit 
down  on  the  floor,  leaning  on  the  elbow  of  her 
great  chair,  and  tell  her  all  I  had  noticed  since 
we  parted.  I  had  always  rather  a  noticing  way 
— not  a  quick  way,  O  no  ! — a  silent  way  of 
noticing  what  passed  before  me,  and  thinking  I 
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should  like  to  understand  it  better.  I  have  not 
by  any  means  a  quick  understanding.  When  I 
love  a  person  very  tenderly  indeed,  it  seems  to 
brighten.     But  even  that  may  be  my  vanity. 

I  was  brought  up,  from  my  earliest  remem- 
brance— like  some  of  the  princesses  in  the  fairy 
stories,  only  I  was  not  charming—by  my  god- 
mother. At  least  I  only  knew  her  as  such. 
She  was  a  good,  good  woman  !  She  went  to 
church  three  times  every  Sunday,  and  to  morn- 
ing prayers  oft  Wednesdays  and  Fridays,  and  to 
lectures  whenever  there  were  lectures ;  and 
never  missed.  She  was  handsome  ;  and  if  she 
had  ever  smiled,  would  have  been  (I  used  to 
think)  like  an  angel— but  she  never  smiled. 
She  was  always  grave  and  strict.  She  was  so 
very  good  herself^  I  thought,  that  the  badness 
of  other  people  made  her  frown  all  her  life.  I 
felt  so  different  from  her,  even  making  every 
allowance  for  the  differences  between  a  child 
and  a  woman  ;  I  felt  so  poor,  so  trifling,  and  so 
far  off ;  that  I  never  could  be  unrestrained  with 
her — no,  could  never  even  love  her  as  I  wished. 
It  made  me  very  sorry  to  consider  how  good 
she  v»-as,  and  how  unworthy  of  her  I  was  ;  and 
I  used  ardently  to  hope  that  I  might  have  a 
better  heart ;  and  I  talked  it  over  very  often 
with  the  dear  old  doll ;  but  I  never  loved  my 
godmother  as  I  ought  to  have  loved  her,  and  as 
I  felt  I  must  have  loved  her  if  I  had  been  a 
better  girl. 

This  made  me,  I  dare  say,  more  timid  and 
retiring  than  I  naturally  was,  and  cast  me  upon 
Dolly  as  the  only  friend  with  whom  I  felt  at 
ease.  But  something  happened  when  I  was 
still  quite  a  little  thing,  that  helped  it  very 
much. 

I  had  never  heard  my  mamma  spoken  of.  I 
had  never  heard  of  my  papa  either,  but  I  felt 
more  interested  about  my  mamma.  I  had 
never  worn  a  black  frock,  that  I  could  recollect. 
I  had  never  been  shown  my  mamma's  grave.  I 
had  never  been  told  Avhere  it  was.  Yet  I  had 
never  been  taught  to  pray  for  any  relation  but 
my  godmother.  I  had  more  than  once  aj)- 
proached  this  subject  of  my  thoughts  with  Mrs. 
Rachael,  our  only  servant,  who  took  my  light 
away  when  1  was  in  bed  (another  very  good 
woman,  but  austere  to  me),  and  she  had  only 
said,  "  Esther,  good  night !"  and  gone  away  and 
left  me. 

Although  there  were  seven  girls  at  the  neigh- 
bouring school  where  I  was  a  day  boarder,  and 
although  they  called  me  little  Esther  Summer- 
son,  I  knew  none  of  them  at  home.  All  of 
them  were  older  than  I,  to  be  sure  (I  was  the 
youngest  there  by  a  good  deal),  but  there  seemed 


to  be  some  other  separation  between  us  besides 
that,  and  besides  their  being  far  more  clever 
than  I  was,  and  knowing  much  more  than  I 
did.  One  of  them,  in  the  first  week  of  my  going 
to  the  school  (I  remember  it  very  well),  invited 
me  home  to  a  little  party,  to  my  great  joy. 
But  my  godmother  wrote  a  stiff  letter,  declining 
for  me,  and  I  never  went.  I  never  went  out  at 
all. 

It  was  my  birthday.  There  were  holidays  at 
school  on  other  birthdays  —  none  on  mine. 
There  were  rejoicings  at  home  on  other  birth- 
days, as  I  knew  from  what  I  heard  the  girls  re- 
late to  qne  another— there  were  none  on  mine. 
My  birthday  was  the  most  melancholy  day  at 
home,  in  the  whole  year. 

I  have  mentioned,  ,that,  unless  my  vanity 
should  deceive  me  (as  I  know  it  may,  for  I  may 
be  very  vain,  without  suspecting  it — though  in- 
deed I  don't),  my  comprehension  is  quickened 
when  my  affection  is.  My  disposition  is  very 
affectionate ;  and  perhaps  I  might  still  feel 
such  a  wound,  if  such  a  wound  could  be  re- 
ceived more  than  once,  with  the  quickness  of 
that  birthday. 

Dinner  was  over,  and  my  godmother  and  I 
were  sitting  at  the  table  before  the  fire.  The 
clock  ticked,  the  fire  clicked ;  not  another 
sound  had  been  heard  in  the  room,  or  in  the 
house,  for  I  don't  know  how  long.  I  happened 
to  look  timidly  up  from  my  stitching,  across  the 
table,  at  my  godmother,  and  I  saw  in  her  face, 
looking  gloomily  at  me,  "  It  would  have  been 
far  better,  little  Esther,  that  you  had  had  no 
birthday ;  that  you  had  never  been  bom  ! " 

I  broke  out  crying  and  sobbing,  and  I  said, 
"  O,  dear  godmother,  tell  me,  pray  do  tell  me, 
did  mamma  die  on  my  birthday  ?  " 

"  No,"  she  returned.  "  Ask  me  no  more, 
child  ! " 

"  O,  do  pray  tell  me  something  of  her.  Do 
now,  at  last,  dear  godmother,  if  you  please  ! 
What  did  I  do  to  her?  How  did  I  lose  her? 
Why  am  I  so  difterent  from  other  children,  and 
why  is  it  my  fault,  dear  godmother  ?  No,  no, 
no,  don't  go  away.     O,  speak  to  me  ! " 

I  was  in  a  kind  of  fright  beyond  my  grief ; 
and  I  caught  hold  of  her  dress,  and  was  kneel- 
ing to  her.  She  had  been  saying  all  the  while, 
"  Let  me  go  !  "     But  now  she  stood  still. 

Her  darkened  face  had  such  power  over  me, 
that  it  stopped  me  in  the  midst  of  my  vehe- 
mence. I  put  up  my  trembling  little  hand  to 
clasp  hers,  or  to  beg  her  partlon  with  what 
earnestness  I  might,  but  withdrew  it  as  she 
looked  at  mc,  and  laid  it  on  my  fluttering  heart. 
She  raised  me,  sat  in  her  chair,  and  standing  me 
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before  her,  said,  slowly,  in  a  cold,  low  voice — I 
see  her  knitted  brow,  and  pointed  finger  : 

"  Your  mother,  Esther,  is  your  disgrace,  and 
you  were  hers.  The  time  will  come — and  soon 
enough — when  you  will  understand  this  better, 
and  will  feel  it  too,  as  no  one  save  a  woman 
can.  I  have  forgiven  her ; "  but  her  face  did 
not  relent ;  "  the  wrong  she  did  to  me,  and  I 
say  no  more  of  it,  though  it  was  greater  than 
you  will  ever  know — than  any  one  will  ever 
know,  but  I,  the  sufferer.  For  yourself,  unfor- 
tunate girl,  orphaned  and  degraded  from  the 
first  of  these  evil  anniversaries,  pray  daily  that 
the  sins  of  others  be  not  visited  upon  your  head, 
according  to  wliat  is  written.  Forget  your 
mother,  and  leave  all  other  people  to  forget  her 
who  will  do  her  unhappy  child  that  greatest 
kindness.     Now,  go  ! " 

She  checked  me,  however,  as  I  was  about  to 
depart  from  her — so  frozen  as  I  was  ! — and 
added  this : 

"  Submission,  self-denial,  diligent  work,  are 
the  preparations  for  a  life  begun  Avith  such  a 
shadow  on  it.  Yo,u  are  different  from  other 
children,  Esther,  because  you  were  not  born, 
like  them,  in  common  sinfulness  and  wrath.  You 
are  set  apart." 

I  went  up  to  my  room,  and  crept  to  bed,  and 
laid,  my  doll's  cheek  against  mine  wet  with  tears  ; 
and  holding  that  solitary  friend  upon  my  bosom, 
cried  myself  to  sleep.  Imperfect  as  my  under- 
standing of  my  sorrow  was,  I  knew  that  I  had 
brought  no  joy,  at  any  time,  to  anybody's  heart, 
and  that  I  was  to  no  one  upon  earth  what  Dolly 
was  to  me. 

Dear,  dear,  to  think  how  much  time  we  passed 
alone  together  afterwards,  and  how  often  I  re- 
peated to  the  doll  the  story  of  my  birthday,  and 
confided  to  her  that  I  would  try,  as  hard  as  ever 
I  could,  to  repair  the  fault  I  had  been  born  with 
(of  which  I  confessedly  felt  guilty  and  yet  inno- 
cent), and  would  strive  as  I  grew  up  to  be  in- 
dustrious, contented,  and  kind-hearted,  and  to 
do  some  good  to  some  one,  and  win  some  love 
to  myself  if  I  could.  I  hope  it  is  not  self-indul- 
gent to  shed  these  tears  as  I  think  of  it.  I  am 
very  thankful,  I  am  very  cheerful,  but  I  cannot 
quite  help  their  coming  to  my  eyes. 

There  !  I  have  wiped  them  away  now,  and 
can  go  on  again  properly. 

I  felt  the  distance  between  my  godmother  and 
myself  so  much  more  after  the  birthday,  and 
felt  so  sensible  of  filling  a  place  in  her  house 
which  ought  to  have  been  empty,  that  I  found 
her  more  difficult  of  approach,  though  I  was 
fervently  grateful  to  her  in  my  heart,  than  ever. 
I  felt  in  the  same  way  towards  my  school  com- 


panions ;  I  felt  in  the  same  way  towards  Mrs. 
Rachael,  who  was  a  widow  ;  and  O,  towards  her 
daughter,  of  whom  she  was  i)roud,  who  came  to 
see  her  once  a  fortnight  !  I  was  very  retired 
ami  quiet,  and  tried  to  be  very  diligent. 

One  sunny  afternoon,  when  I  had  come  home 
from  school  with  my  books  and  portfolio,  watch- 
ing my  long  shadow  at  my  side,  and  as  I  was 
gliding  up-stairs  to  my  room  as  usual,  my  god- 
mother looked  out  of  the  parlour  door,  and 
called  me  back.  Sitting  with  her,  I  found — 
which  was  very  unusual  indeed — a  stranger.  A 
portly  important-looking  gentleman,  dressed  all 
in  black,  with  a  white  cravat,  large  gold  watch 
seals,  a  pair  of  gold  eye-glasses,  and  a  large  seal- 
ring  upon  his  little  finger. 

"  This,"  said  my  godmother  in  an  under  tone, 
"  is  the  child."  Then  she  said,  in  her  naturally 
stern  way  of  speaking,  "This  is  Esther,  sir." 

The  gentleman  put  up  his  eye-glasses  to  look 
at  me,  and  said,  "Come  here,  my  dear!"  He 
shook  hands  with  me,  and  asked  me  to  take  off 
my  bonnet — looking  at  me  all  the  while.  When 
I  had  complied,  he  said,  "  Ah  !  "  and  afterwards 
"  Yes  !  "  And  then,  taking  off  his  eye-glasses, 
and  folding  them  in  a  red  case,  and  leaning 
back  in  his  arm-chair,  turning  the  case  about  in 
his  two  hands  he  gave  my  godmother  a  nod. 
Upon  that,  my  godmother  said,  "  You  may  go 
up-stairs,  Esther ! "  and  I  made  him  my  curtsey 
and  left  him. 

It  must  have  been  two  years  afterwards,  and 
I  was  almost  fourteen,  when  one  dreadful  night 
my  godmother  and  I  sat  at  the  fireside.  I  was 
reading  aloud,  and  she  was  listening.  I  had 
come  down  at  nine  o'clock,  as  I  always  did,  to 
read  the  Bible  to  her ;  and  was  reading,  from 
St.  John,  how  our  Saviour  stooped  down,  writing 
with  his  finger  in  the  dust,  when  they  brought 
the  sinful  woman  to  him. 

"  '  So,  when  they  continued  asking  him,  he 
lifted  up  himself  and  said  unto  them,  He  that  is 
without  sin  among  you,  let  him  first  cast  a  stone 
at  her ! '  " 

I  was  stopped  by  my  godmother's  rising, 
putting  her  hand  to  her  head,  and  crying  out,  in 
an  awful  voice,  from  quite  another  part  of  the 
book : 

" '  Watch  ye  therefore !  lest  coming  sud- 
denly he  find  you  sleeping.  And  what  I  say 
unto  you,  I  say  unto  all,  Watch  ! '  " 

In  an  instant,  while  she  stood  before  me  re- 
peating these  words,  she  fell  down  on  the  floor. 
I  had  no  need  to  cry  out,  her  voice  had 
sounded  through  the  house,  and  been  heard  in 
the  street. 

She  was  laid  upon  her  bed.     For  more  than 


MR.  KENGE,   OF  KENGE  AND  CARBOY. 


a  week  she  lay  there,  little  altered  outwardly ; 
with  her  old  handsome  resolute  frown  that  I  so 
well  knew,  carved  upon  her  face.  Many  and 
many  a  time,  in  the  day  and  in  the  night,  with 
my  head  upon  the  pillow  by  her  that  my  whis- 
pers might  be  plainer  to  her,  I  kissed  her, 
thanked  her,  prayed  for  her,  asked  her  for  her 
blessing  and  forgiveness,  entreated  her  to  give 
me  the  least  sign  that  she  knew  or  heard  me. 
No,  no,  no.  Her  face  was  immovable.  To 
the  very  last,  and  even  afterwards,  her  frown 
remained  unsoftened. 

On  the  day  after  my  poor  good  godmother 
was  buried,  the  gentleman  in  black  with  the 
white  neckcloth  reappeared.  I  was  sent  for  by 
Mrs.  Rachael,  and  found  him  in  the  same  place, 
as  if  he  had  never  gone  away. 

"  My  name  is  Kenge,"  he  said ;  "  you  may 
remember  it,  my  child ;  Kenge  and  Carboy, 
Lincoln's  Inn." 

I  replied  that  I  remembered  to  have  seen  him 
once  before. 

"  Pray  be  seated — here  near  me.  Don't  dis- 
tress yourself;  it's  of  no  use.  Mrs.  Rachael,  I 
needn't  inform  you  who  were  acquainted  with 
the  late  Miss  Barbary's  affairs,  that  her  means 
die  with  her ;  and  that  this  young  lady,  now 
her  aunt  is  dead " 

"  My  aunt,  sir  !  " 

"  It  really  is  of  no  use  carrying  on  a  decep- 
tion, when  no  object  is  to  be  gained  by  it,"  said 
Mr.  Kenge,  smoothly.  ''Aunt  in  fact,  though 
not  in  law.  Don't  distress  yourself!  Don't 
weep  !  Don't  tremble !  Mrs.  Rachael,  our 
young  friend  has  no  doubt  heard  of — the — a — 
Jamdyce  and  Jarndyce.'' 

"  Never,"  said  Mrs.  Rachael. 

"  Is  it  possible,"  pursued  Mr.  Kenge,  putting 
up  his  eye-glasses,  "  that  our  young  friend — I 
beg  you  won't  distress  yourself ! — never  heard  of 
Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce  !  " 

I  shook  my  head,  wondering  even  what  it 
was. 

"  Not  of  Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce  ?  "  said  Mr. 
Kenge,  looking  over  his  glasses  at  me,  and 
softly  turning  the  case  about  and  about,  as  if  he 
were  petting  something.  "  Not  of  one  of  the 
greatest  Chancery  suits  known  ?  Not  of  Jarn- 
dyce and  Jarndyce — the — a — in  itself  a  monu- 
ment of  Chancery  practice  ?  In  which  (I  woiild 
say)  every  difficulty,  every  contingency,  every 
masterly  fiction,  every  form  of  procedure  known 
in  that  court,  is  represented  over  and  over 
again  ?  It  is  .a  cause  that  could  not  exist,  out 
of  this  free  and  great  country.  I  should  say 
that  the  aggregate  of  costs  in  Jarndyce  and 
Jarndyce,  Mrs.  Rachael ; "  I  was  afraid  he  ad- 


dressed himself  to  her,  because  I  appeared 
inattentive  ;  "  amounts  at  the  present  hour  to 
from  six-ty  to  SEVEN-ty  thousand  pounds  ! " 
said  Mr.  Kenge,  leaning  back  in  his  chair. 

I  felt  very  ignorant,  but  what  could  I  do  ?  I 
was  so  entirely  unacquainted  with  the  subject, 
that  I  understood  nothing  about  it  even  then. 

"And  she  really  never  heard  of  the  cause  !" 
said  Mr.  Kenge.     "  Surprising  !  " 

"  Miss  Barbary,  sir,"  returned  Mrs.  Rachael, 
"  who  is  now  among  the  seraphim — " 

("  I  hope  so,  I  am  sure^"  said  I>»Ir.  Kenge 
politely.) 

"  — Wished  Esther  only  to  know  what  would 
be  serviceable  to  her.  And  she  knows,  from 
any  teaching  she  has  had  here,  nothing  more." 

".AVell ! "  said  Mr.  Kenge.  "  Upon  the 
whole  very  proper.  Now  to  the  point,"  ad- 
dressing me.  "  iMiss  Barbary,  your  sole  relation 
(in  fact,  that  is ;  for  I  am  bound  to  observe  that 
in  law  you  had  none),  being  deceased^  and  it 
naturally  not  being  to  be  expected  that  Mrs. 
Rachael — " 

''  Oh  dear  no  ! "  said  Mrs.  Rachael,  quickly. 

•'  Quite  so,"  assented  j\Ir.  Kenge  ; — "  that 
Mrs.  Rachael  should  charge  herself  with  your 
maintenance  and  support  (I  beg  you  won't  dis- 
tress yourself),  you  are  in  a  position  to  receive 
the  renewal  of  an  ofter  which  I  was  instructed 
to  make  to  Miss  Barbary  some  two  years  ago, 
and  which,  though  rejected  then,  was  understood 
to  be  renewable  under  the  lamentable  circum- 
stances that  have  since  occurred.  Now,  if  I 
avowi  that  I  represent,  in  Jarndyce  and  Jam- 
dyce, and  otherwise,  a  highly  humane,  but  at 
the  same  time  singular  man,  shall  I  compromise 
myself  by  any  stretch  of  my  professional  cau- 
tion ? "  said  Mr.  Kenge,  leaning  back  in  his 
chair  again,  and  looking  calmly  at  us  both. 

He  appeared  to  enjoy  beyond  everything  the 
sound  of  his  own  voice.  1  couldn't  wonder  at 
that,  for  it  was  mellow  and  full,  and  gave  great 
importance*  to  every  word  he  uttered.  He 
listened  to  himself  with  obvious  satisfaction,  and 
sometimes  gently  beat  time  to  his  own  music 
with  his  head,  or  rounded  a  sentence  with  his 
hand.  I  was  very  much  impressed  by  him — 
even  then,  before  1  ^";iew  that  he  formed  himself 
on  the  model  of  a  gi-cat  lord  who  was  his  client, 
and  that  he  was  generally  called  Conversation 
Kenge. 

"  Mr.  Jarndyce,"  he  pursued,  ''  being  aware 
of  the — I  would  say,  desolate — position  of  our 
young  friend,  offers  to  place  her  at  a  first-rate 
establishment ;  where  her  education  shall  be 
completed,  where  her  comfort  shall  be  secured, 
where  her  reasonable  wants  shall  be  anticipatcii. 
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where  she  shall  be  eminently  qualified  to  dis- 
charge her  duty  in  that  station  of  life  unto 
which  it  has  pleased — shall  I  say  Providence? — 
to  call  her." 

My  heart  was  filled  so  full,  both  by  what  he 
said,  and  by  his  affecting  manner  of  saying  it, 
tliat  I  was  not  able  to  speak,  though  I  tried. 

"Mr.  Jamdyce,"  he  went  on,  "makes  no 
condition,  beyond  expressing  his  expectation, 
that  our  young  friend  will  not  at  any  time  re- 
move herself  from  the  establishment  in  question 
without  his  knowledge  and  concurrence.  That 
she  will  faithfully  apply  herself  to  the  acquisi- 
tion of  those  accomplishments,  upon  the  exer- 
cise of  which  she  will  be  ultimately  dependent. 
That  she  will  tread  in  the  paths  of  virtue  and 
honour,  and — the — a so  forth." 

I  was  still  less  able  to  speak,  than  before. 

"  Now,  what  does  our  young  friend  say  ? " 
proceeded  Mr.  Kenge.  "  Take  time,  take 
time  !     I  pause  for  her  reply.     But  take  time  ! " 

What  the  destitute  subject  of  such  an  offer 
tried  to  say,  I  need  not  repeat.  What  she  did 
say,  I  could  more  easily  tell,  if  it  were  worth  the 
telling.  What  she  felt,  and  will  feel  to  her 
dying  hour,  I  could  never  relate. 

This  interview  took  place  at  Windsor,  where 
I  had  passed  (as  far  as  I  knew),  my  whole  life. 
On  that  day  week,  amply  provided  with  all 
necessaries,  I  left  it,  inside  the  stage-coach,  for 
Reading. 

Mrs.  Rachael  was  too  good  to  feel  any  emo- 
tion at  parting,  but  I  was  not  so  good,  and  wept 
bitterly.  I  thought  that  I  ought  to  have  known 
her  better  after  so  many  years,  and  ought  to 
have  made  myself  enough  of  a  favourite  with 
her  to  make  her  sorry  then.  When  she  gave 
me  one  cold  parting  kiss  upon  my  forehead, 
like  a  thaw-drop  from  the  stone  porch — it  was  a 
very  frosty  day — I  felt  so  miserable  and  self- 
reproachful,  that  I  clung  to  her  and  told  her  it 
was  my  fault,  I  knew,  that  she  could  say  good- 
bye so  easily ! 

"  No,  Esther  !  "  she  returned.  "  It  is  your 
misfortune  !  " 

The  coach  was  at  the  little  lawn  gate — we 
had  not  come  out  until  we  heard  the  wheels — 
and  thus  I  left  her,  with  a  sorrowful  heart.  She 
went  in  before  my  boxes  were  lifted  to  the 
coach-roof,  and  shut  the  door.  As  long  as  I 
could  see  the  house,  I  looked  back  at  it  from 
the  window,  through  my  tears.  My  godmother 
had  left  Mrs.  Rachael  all  the  little  property  she 
possessed ;  and  there  was  to  be  a  sale ;  and  an 
old  hearth-rug  with  roses  on  it,  which  always 
seemed  to  me  the  first  thing  in  the  world  I  had 
ever  seen,  was  hanging  outside  in  the  frost  and 


snow.  A  day  or  two  before,  1  had  wrapped  the 
dear  old  doll  in  her  own  shawl,  and  quietly  laid 
her — I  am  half  ashamed  to  tell  it — in  the  garden- 
earth,  under  the  tree  that  shaded  my  old  window. 
I  had  no  comjjanion  left  but  my  bird,  and  him 
i  carried  with  me  in  his  cage. 

When  the  house  was  out  of  sight,  I  sat,  with 
my  bird-cage  in  the  straw  at  my  feet,  forward  on 
the  low  seat,  to  look  out  of  the  high  window ; 
watching  the  frosty  trees,  that  were  like  beauti- 
ful pieces  of  spar  ;  and  the  fields  all  smooth  and 
white  with  last  night's  snow ;  and  the  sun,  so 
red  but  yielding  so  little  heat ;  and  the  ice,  dark 
like  metal,  where  the  skaters  and  shders  had 
brushed  the  snow  away.  There  was  a  gentle- 
man in  the  coach  who  sat  on  the  opposite  seat, 
and  looked  very  large  in  a  quantity  of  wrap- 
pings ;  but  he  sat  gazing  out  of  the  other 
window,  and  took  no  notice  of  me. 

I  thought  of  my  dead  godmother;  of  the 
night  when  I  read  to  her ;  of  her  frowning  so 
fixedly  and  sternly  in  her  bed ;  of  the  strange 
place  I  was  going  to ;  of  the  people  I  should 
find  there,  and  what  they  would  be  like,  and 
what  they  would  say  to  me ; .  when  a  voice  in 
the  coach  gave  me  a  terrible  start. 

It  said,  "  What  the  de-vil  are  you  crying  for?" 
I  was  so  frightened  that  I  lost  my  voice,  and. 
could  only  answer  in  a  whisper.     "  Me,  sir  ?  " 
For  of  course  I  knew  it  must  have  been  the 
gentleman   in  the  quantity  of  wrappings,  though 
he  was  still  looking  out  of  his  window. 
"  Yes,  you,"  he  said,  turning  round. 
"  I  didn't  know  I  was  crying,  sir,"  I  faltered. 
"  But  you  are  !  "  said  the  gentleman.    "  Look 
here ! "     He  came  quite  opposite  to  me  froni 
the  other  corner  of  the  coach,  brushed  one  of 
his  large  furry  cuff's  across  my  eyes  (but  without 
hurting  me),  and  showed  me  that  it  was  wet. 

"  There  !     Now  you  know  you  are,"  he  said. 
"  Don't  you  ?  " 
"  Yes,  sir,"  I  said. 

"And  what  are  you  crying  for?"  said  the 
gentleman.     "  Don't  you  want  to  go  there  ?  " 
"Where,  sir?" 

"  Where  ?  Why  wherever  you  are  going," 
said  the  gentleman. 

"  I  am  very  glad  to  go  there,  sir,"  I  answered. 
"  Well,  then  !     Look  glad  ! "  said  the  gentle- 
man. 

I  thought  he  was  very  strange;  or  at  least 
that  what  I  could  see  of  him  was  very  strange, 
for  he  was  wrapped  up  to  the  chin,  and  his 
face  was  almost  hidden  in  a  fur  cap,  with  broad 
fur  straps  at  the  side  of  his  head,  fastened  under 
his  chin  ;  but  I  was  composed  again,  and  not 
afraid  of  him.     So  I  told  him  that  I  thought  I 
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must  have  been  crying  because  of  my  god- 
mother's death,  and  because  of  Mrs.  Rachael's 
not  being  sorry  to  part  with  me. 

"  Con-found  Mrs.  Rachael  !  "  said  the  gentle- 
man. "  Let  her  fly  away  in  a  high  wind  on  a 
broomstick  ! " 

I  began  to  be  really  afraid  of  him  now,  and 
looked  at  him  with  the  greatest  astonishment. 
But  I  thought  that  he  had  pleasant  eyes,  al- 
though he  kept  on  muttering  to  himself  in  an 
angry  manner,  and  calling  Mrs.  Rachael  names. 

After   a   little   while,    he    opened    his    outer 


wrapper,  which  appeared  to  me  large  enough  to 
wrap  up  the  whole  coach,  and  put  his  arm 
down  into  a  deep  pocket  in  the  side. 

"  Now,  look  here ! "  he  said.  "  In  this 
paper,"  which  was  nicely  folded,  "  is  a  piece  of 
the  best  plum-cake  that  can  be  got  for  money 
— sugar  on  the  outside  an  inch  thick,  like  fat 
on  mutton  chops.  Here's  a  little  pie  (a  gem 
this  is,  both  for  size  and  quality),  made  in 
France.  And  what  do  you  suppose  it's  made 
of?  Livers  of  fat  geese.  There's  a  pie  !  Now 
let's  see  you  eat  'em." 
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"  Thank  you,  sir,"  I  replied,  "  thank  you  very 
much  indeed,  but  I  hope  you  won't  be  offended  ; 
they  are  too  rich  for  me." 

"  Floored  again  ! "  said  the  gentleman,  which 
I  didn't  ac  all  understand  ;  and  threw  thcni  both 
out  of  window. 

He  did  not  speak  to  mc  any  more,  until  he  got 
out  of  the  coach  a  little  way  short  of  Reading, 
when  he  advised  me  to  be  a  good  girl,  and  to 
be  studious ;  and  shook  hands  with  me.  I 
must  say  I  was  relieved  by  his  departure.  We 
left  him  at  a  milestone.  I  often  walked  past  it 
rJ'tcrwavds,  and  never,  for  a  long  time,  without 


thinking  of  him,  and  half  expecting  to  meet 
him.  But  I  never  did  ;  and  so,  as  time  went 
on,  he  passed  out  of  my  mind. 

When  the  coach  stopped,  a  very  neat  lady 
looked  up  at  the  window,  and  said  : 

"  Miss  Donny." 

"  No,  ma'am,  Esther  Summcrson." 

"  That  is  quite  right,"  said  the  lady.  "  Miss 
Donny." 

I  now  understood  that  she  introduced  herself 
by  that  name,  and  begged  Miss  Donny's  pardon 
for  my  mistake,  and  pointed  out  my  boxes  at 
her   re(iuest.      Under  the  direction  of  a  very 
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neat  maid,  they  were  put  outside  a  very  small 
green  carriage;  and  then  Miss  Donny,  the 
maid,  and  I  got  inside,  and  were  driven  away. 

"  Everything  is  ready  for  you,  Esther,"  said 
Miss  Donny ;  "  and  the  scheme  of  your  pur- 
suits has  been  arranged  in  exact  accordance 
with  the  wishes  of  your  guardian,  Mr.  Jarn- 
dyce." 

"  Of did  you  say,  ma'am  ?  " 

"  Of  your  guardian,  Mr.  Jarndyce,"  said  Miss 
Donny. 

I  was  so  bewildered  that  Miss  Donny  thought 
the  cold  had  been  too  severe  for  me,  and  lent 
me  her  smelling-bottle. 

*•'  Do  you  know  my — guardian,  Mr.  Jarndyce, 
ma'am  ? "  I  asked  after  a  good  deal  of  hesita- 
tion. 

"  Not  personally,  Esther,"  said  ISIiss  Donny ; 
*' merely  through  his  solicitors,  Messrs.  Kenge 
and  Carboy,  of  London.  A  very  superior 
gentleman,  Mr.  Kenge.  Truly  eloquent  in- 
deed.    Some  of  his  periods  quite  majestic  ! " 

I  felt  this  to  be  very  true,  but  was  too  con- 
fused to  attend  to  it.  Our  speedy  arrival  at  our 
destination,  before  I  had  time  to  recover  myself, 
increased  my  confusion ;  and  I  never  shall 
forget  the  uncertain  and  unreal  air  of  every 
thing  at  Greenleaf  (Miss  Donny's  house),  that 
afternoon  1 

But  I  soon  became  used  to  it.  I  was  so 
adapted  to  the  routine  of  Greenleaf  before  long, 
that  I  seemed  to  have  been  there  a  great  while ; 
and  almost  to  have  dreamed,  rather  than  to 
have  really  lived,  my  old  life  at  my  godmother's. 
Nothing  could  be  more  precise,  exact,  and 
orderly,  than  Greenleaf.  There  Avas  a  time  for 
everything  all  round  the  dial  of  the  clock,  and 
everything  was  done  at  its  appointed  moment. 

We  were  twelve  boarders,  and  there  were 
two  Miss  Donnys,  twins.  It  was  understood 
that  I  would  have  to  depend,  by-and-by,  on 
my  qualifications  as  a  governess ;  and  I  was 
not  only  instructed  in  everything  that  was  taught 
at  Greenleaf,  but  was  very  soon  engaged  in 
helping  to  instruct  others.  Although  I  was 
treated  in  every  other  respect  like  the  rest  of 
-  the  school,  this  single  difference  was  made  in 
my  case  from  the  first.  As  I  began  to  know 
more,  I  taught  more,  and  so  in  course  of  time  I 
had  plenty  to  do,  which  I  was  very  fond  of 
doing,  because  it  made  the  dear  girls  fond  of 
me.  At  last,  whenever  a  new  pupil  came  who 
was  a  little  downcast  and  unhappy,  she  was  so 
sure — indeed  I  don't  know  why — to  make  a 
friend  of  me,  that  all  new  comers  were  confided 
to  my  care.  They  said  I  was  so  gentle  ;  but  I 
am  sure  they  were  !      I  often  thought   o-f  the 


resolution  I  had  made  on  my  birthday,  to  try  to 
be  industrious,  contented,  and  true-hearted,  and 
to  do  some  good  to  some  one,  and  win  some 
love  if  I  could  ;  and  indeed,  indeed,  I  felt 
almost  ashamed  to  have  done  so  little  and  have 
Avon  so  much. 

I  passed  at  Greenleaf  six  happy,  quiet  years. 
I  never  saw  in  any  face  there,  thank  Heaven, 
on  my  birthday,  that  it  would  have  been  better 
if  I  had  never  been  born.  When  the  day  came 
round,  it  brought  me  so  many  tokens  of  affec- 
tionate remembrance  that  my  room  was  beauti- 
ful with  them  from  New  Year's  Day  to  Christ- 
mas. 

In  those  six  years  I  had  never  been  away, 
except  on  visits  at  holiday  time  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood. After  the  first  six  months  or  so,  I 
had  taken  Miss  Donny's  advice  in  reference  to 
the  propriety  of  Avriting  to  Mr.  Kenge,  to  say 
that  I  was  happy  and  grateful ;  and  with  her 
approval  I  had  written  such  a  letter.  I  had 
received  a  formal  answer  acknowledging  its 
receipt,  and  saying,  "We  note  the  contents 
thereof,  which  shall  be  duly  communicated  to 
our  client."  After  that,  I  sometimes  heard  Miss 
Donny  and  her  sister  mention  how  regularly 
my  accounts  were  paid  ;  and  about  twice  a  year 
I  ventured  to  write  a  similar  letter.  I  always 
received  by  return  of  post  exactly  the  same 
answer,  in  the  same  round  hand;  with  the 
signature  of  Kenge  and  Carboy  in  another 
writing,  which  I  supposed  to  be  Mr.  Kenge's. 

It  seems  so  curious  to  me  to  be  obliged  to 
write  all  this  about  myself!  As  if  this  narra- 
tive were  the  narrative  of  my  life  !  But  my 
litde  body  will  soon  fall  into  the  backgromid 
now. 

Six  quiet  years  (I  find  I  am  saying  it  for  the 
second  time)  I  had  passed  at  Greenleaf,  seeing 
in  those  around  me,  as  it  might  be  in  a  looking- 
glass,  every  stage  of  my  own  growth  and  change 
there,  when,  one  November  morning,  I  received 
this  letter.     I  omit  the  date. 

Old  Square,  Lincoln's  Lnn. 
'  Madam, 

Jar7idyce  and  Jarndyce. 

Our  clt  Mr.  Jarndyce  being  abt  to  rece  into 
his  house,  under  an  Order  of  the  Ct  of  Chy,  a 
Ward  of  the  Ct  in  this  cause,  for  whom  he  wishes 
to  secure  an  elgble  cotnpn,  directs  us  to  inform  you 
that  he  will  be  glad  of  your  screes  in  the  afsd 
capacity. 

We  have  arr?igd  for  your  being  forded,  car- 
riage free,  p'  eight  o'clock  coach  from  Rcadiiig,  on 
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Monday  morning  next,  to  White  Horse  Cellar, 
Piccadilly,  London,  where  one  of  our  elks  will  be 
in  waiting  to  C07ivey  you  to  our  offe  as  above. 
We  are,  Madam, 

Your  obed^  Serv*', 

ICenge  and  Carboy. 
Miss  Esther  Summerson. 

O,  never,  never,  never  shall  I  forget  the 
emotion  this  letter  caused  in  the  house  !  It 
was  so  tender  in  them  to  care  so  much  for  me  ; 
it  was  so  gracious  in  that  Father  who  had  not 
forgotten  me,  to  have  made  my  orphan  way  so 
smooth  and  easy,  and  to  have  inclined  so  many 
youthful  natures  towards  me ;  that  I  could 
hardly  bear  it.  Not  that  I  would  have  had 
them  less  sorry — I  am  afraid  not ;  but  the  plea- 
sure of  it,  and  the  pain  of  it,  and  the  pride  and 
joy  of  it,  and  the  humble  regret  of  it,  were  so 
blended,  that  my  heart  seemed  almost  breaking 
while  it  was  full  of  rapture. 

The  letter  gave  me  only  five  days'  notice  of 
my  removal.  When  every  minute  added  to  the 
proofs  of  love  and  kindness  that  were  given  me 
in  those  five  days ;  and  when  at  last  the  morn- 
ing came,  and  when  they  took  me  through  all 
the  rooms  that  I  might  see  them  for  the  last 
time ;  and  when  some  cried,  "  Esther,  dear,  say 
good-bye  to  me  here,  at  my  bedside,  where  you 
first  spoke  so  kindly  to  me  ! "  and  when  others 
asked  me  only  to  'write  their  names,  "  With 
Esther's  love  ;  "  and  when  they  all  surrounded 
me  with  their  parting  presents,  and  clung  to  me 
weeping,  and  cried,  "  What  shall  we  do  when 
dear,  dear  Esther's  gone  !  "  and  when  I  tried  to 
tell  them  how  forbearing,  and  how  good  they 
had  all  been  to  me,  and  how  I  blessed,  and 
thanked  them  every  one ;  what  a  heart  I  had  ! 

And  when  the  two  Miss  Donnys  grieved  as 
much  to  part  with  me,  as  the  least  among  them  ; 
and  when  the  maids  said,  "  Bless  you,  miss, 
wherever  you  go  !  "  and  when  the  ugly  lame  old 
gardener,  who  I  thought  had  hardly  noticed  me 
in  all  those  years,  came  panting  after  the  coach 
to  give  me  a  little  nosegay  of  geraniums,  and 
tohi  me  I  had  been  the  light  of  his  eyes — in- 
deed the  old  man  said  so  ! — what  a  heart  I  had 
then  ! 

And  could  I  help  it,  if  with  all  this,  and  the 
coming  to  the  little  school,  and  the  unexpected 
sight  of  the  poor  children  outside  waving  their 
hats  and  bonnets  to  me,  and  of  a  grey-haired 
gentleman  and  lady,  whose  daughter  I  had 
helped  to  teach,  antl  at  whose  house  I  had 
visited  (who  were  said  to  be  the  proudest  people 


in  all  that  country),  caring  for  nothing,  but  call- 
ing out,  "  Good-bye,  Esther.  ■^.lay  you  be  very 
happy  ! "  could  I  help  it  if  I  Avas  quite  boA\'ed 
down  in  the  coach  by  myself,  and  said  "  O,  I 
am  so  thankful,  I  am  so  thankful  ! "  many  times 
over ! 

But  of  course  I  soon  considered  that  I  must 
not  take  tears  where  I  was  going,  after  all  that 
had  been  done  for  me.  Therefore,  of  course,  I 
made  myself  sob  less,  and  persuaded  myself  to 
be  quiet,  by  saying  very  often,  "  Esther,  now  you 
really  must !  This  will  not  do  !  "  I  cheered  my- 
self up  pretty  well  at  last,  though  I  am  afraid  I 
was  longer  about  it  than  I  ought  to  have  been ; 
and  when  I  had  cooled  my  eyes  with  lavender 
water,  it  was  time  to  watch  for  London. 

I  was  quite  persuaded  that  we  were  there, 
when  we  were  ten  miles  oft" ;  and  when  we  really 
were  there,  that  we  should  never  get  there. 
However,  when  we  began  to  jolt  upon  a  stone 
pavement,  and  particularly  when  every  other 
conveyance  seemed  to  be  running  into  us,  and 
we  seemed  to  be  running  into  every  other  con- 
veyance, I  began  to  believe  that  we  really  were 
approaching  the  end  of  our  journey.  Very  soon 
afterwards  w^e  stopped. 

A  young  gentleman  who  had  inked  himself  by 
accident,  addressed  me  from  the  pavement,  and 
said,  "  I  am  from  Kenge  and  Carboy's,  miss,  of 
Lincoln's  Inn." 

"  If  you  please,  sir,"  said  I. 

He  was  very  obliging ;  and  as  he  handed  me 
into  a  fly,  after  superintending  the  removal  of  my 
boxes,  I  asked  him  whether  there  was  a  great  fire 
anywhere  ?  For  the  streets  were  so  full  of  dense 
brown  smoke  that  scarcely  anything  was  to  be 
seen. 

"  O  dear  no,  miss,"  he  said.  "  This  is  a  Lon- 
don particular." 

I  had  never  heard  of  such  a  thing. 

"  A  fog,  miss,"  said  the  young  gentleman. 

"  O  indeed  !  "  said  I. 

We  drove  slowly  through  the  dirtiest  and 
darkest  streets  that  ever  were  seeii  in  the  world 
(I  thought),  and  in  such  a  distracting  state  of 
confusion  that  I  wondered  how  the  people  kept 
their  senses,  until  we  j)assed  into  sudden 
quietude  under  an  old  gateway,  and  drove  on 
through  a  silent  square  until  we  came  to  an 
odd  nook  in  a  corner,  where  there  was  an 
entrance  up  a  steep,  bioad  flight  of  stairs,  like  an 
entrance  to  a  church.  And  there  really  was  a 
church-yard,  outside  ui'idcr  some  cloisters,  for  I 
saw  the  gravestones  from  the  staircase  window. 

This  was  Kenge  and  Carboy's.  The  young 
gentleman  showed  me  through  an  outer  office 
into  Mr.  Kenge's  room — there  was  no  one  in  it 
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— and  politely  put  an  arm-chair  for  me  by  the 
fire.  He  then  called  my  attention  to  a  little 
looking-glass,  hanging  from  a  nail  on  one  side  of 
the  chimney-piece. 

"  In  case  you  should  wish  to  look  at  yourself, 
miss,  after  the  journey,  as  you're  going  before 
the  Chancellor.  Not  that  it's  requisite,  I  am 
sure,"  said  the  young  gentleman  civilly. 

"  Going  before  the  Chancellor  ? "  I  said, 
startled  for  a  moment. 

"  Only  a  matter  of  form,  miss,"  returned  the 
young  gentleman.  "  Mr.  Kenge  is  in  court  now. 
He  left  his  com})liments,  and  would  you  partake 
of  some  refreshment ;  "  there  were  biscuits  and  a 
decanter  of  wine  on  a  small  table ;  "  and  look 
over  the  paper;"  which  the  young  gentleman 
gave  me  as  he  spoke.  He  then  stirred  the  fire 
and  left  me. 

Everything  was  so  strange — the  stranger  for 
its  being  night  in  the  day-time,  and  the  candles 
burning  with  a  white  flame,  and  looking  raw 
and  cold — that  I  read  the  Avords  in  the  news- 
paper without  knowing  what  they  meant,  and 
found  myself  reading  the  same  words  repeat- 
edly. As  it  was  of  no  use  going  on  in  that 
way,  I  put  the  paper  down,  took  a  peep  at 
my  bonnet  in  the  glass  to  see  if  it  was  neat, 
and  looked  at  the  room,  which  was  not  half 
lighted,  and  at  the  shabby  dusty  tables,  and  at 
the  piles  of  writings,  and  at  a  bookcase  full  of 
the  most  inexpressive-looking  books  that  ever 
had  anything  to  say  for  themselves.  Then  I 
went  on,  thinking,  thinking,  thinking  ;  and  the 
fire  went  on  burning,  burning,  burning  ;  and  the 
candles  went  on  flickering  and  guttering,  and 
there  were  no  snuffers — until  the  young  gentle- 
man by-and-by  brought  a  very  dirty  pair  ;  for 
two  hours. 

At  last  Mr.  Kenge  came.  He  was  not  altered ; 
but  he  was  surprised  to  see  how  altered  I  was, 
and  appeared  quite  pleased.  "  As  you  are  going 
to  be  the  companion  of  the  young  lady  who  is 
now  in  the  Chancellor's  private  room,  Miss  Sum- 
merson,"  he  said,  "  we  thought  it  well  that  you 
should  be  in  attendance  also.  You  will  not  be 
discomposed  by  the  Lord  Chancel  lor,  I  dare  sav  ? ' 

"No,  sir,"  I  said,  "I  don't  think  I  shall." 
Really  not  seeing,  on  consideration,  why  I 
should  be. 

So  Mr.  Kenge  gave  me  his  arm,  and  we  went 
round  the  corner,  under  a  colonnade,  and  in  at 
a  side  door.  And  so  we  catne,  along  a  passage, 
into  a  comfortable  sort  of  room,  where  a  young 
lady  and  a  young  gentleman  were  standing  near 
a  great,  loud-roaring  fire.  A  screen  was  inter- 
posed between  them  and  it,  and  they  were  lean- 
ing on  the  screen,  talking. 


They  both  looked  up  when  I  came  in,  and  I 
saw  in  the  young  lady,  with  the  fire  shining  upon 
her,  such  a  beautiful  girl !  With  such  rich 
golden  hair,  such  soft  blue  eyes,  and  such  a 
bright,  innocent,  trusting  face  ! 

"Miss  Ada,"  said  Mr.  Kenge,  "this  is  Miss 
Summerson." 

She  came  to  meet  me  with  a  smile  of  wel- 
come, and  her  hand  extended,  but  seemed  to 
change  her  mind  in  a  moment,  and  kissed  me. 
In  short,  she  had  such  a  natural,  captivating, 
winning  manner,  that  in  a  few  minutes  we  were 
sitting  in  the  window-seat,  with  the  light  of  the 
fire  upon  us,  talking  together,  as  free  and  happy 
as  could  be. 

What  a  load  off  my  mind  !  It  was  so  delight- 
ful to  know  that  she  could  confide  in  me,  and  like 
me !  It  was  so  good  of  her,  and  so  encouraging 
to  me  ! 

The  young  gentleman  was  her  distant  cousin, 
she  told  me,  and  his  name  Richard  Carstone, 
He  was  a  handsome  youth,  with  an  ingenuous 
face,  and  a  most  engaging  laugh  ;  and  after  she 
had  called  him  up  to  where  we  sat,  he  stood  by 
us,  in  the  light  of  the  fire  too,  talking  gaily,  like 
a  light-hearted  boy.  He  was  very  young,  not 
more  than  nineteen  then,  if  quite  so  much,  but 
nearly  two  years  older  than  she  was.  They 
were  both  orphans,  and  (what  was  very  un- 
expected and  curious  to  me)  had  never  met 
before  that  day.  Our  all  three  coming  together 
for  the  first  time,  in  such  an  unusual  place,  was 
a  thing  to  talk  about ;  and  we  talked  about  it ; 
and  the  fire,  which  had  left  off  roaring,  winked 
its  red  eyes  at  us — as  Richard  said^like  a 
drowsy  old  Chancery  lion. 

We  conversed  in  a  low  tone,  because  a  full- 
dressed  gentleman  in  a  bag  wig  frequently  came 
in  and  out,  and  when  he  did  so,  we  could  hear 
a  drawling  sound  in  the  distance,  which  he  said 
was  one  of  the  counsel  in  our  case  addressing 
the  Lord  Chancellor.  He  told  Mr.  Kenge  that 
the  Chancellor  would  be  up  in  five  minutes  ;  and 
presently  we  heard  a  bustle  and  a  tread  of  feet, 
and  Mr.  Kenge  said  that  the  court  had  risen, 
and  his  lordship  was  in  the  next  room. 

The  gentleman  in  the  bag  wig  opened  the 
door  almost  directly,  and  requested  Mr.  Kenge 
to  come  in.  Upon  that,  we  all  went  into  the 
next  room  ;  Mr.  Kenge  first,  with  my  darling — 
it  is  so  natural  to  me  noAv,  that  I  can't  help 
writing  it ;  and  there,  plainly  dressed  in  black, 
and  sitting  in  an  arm-chair  at  a  table  near  the 
fire,  was  his  lordship,  whose  robe,  trimmed  with 
beautiful  gold  lace,  was  thrown  upon  another 
chair.  He  gave  us  a  searching  look  as  we  en- 
tered, but  his  manner  was  both  courtly  and  kind. 
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The  gentleman  in  the  bag  wig  laid  bundles  of 
papers  on  his  lordship's  table,  and  his  lordship 
silendy  selected  one,  and  turned  over  the  leaves. 

"  Miss  Clare,"  said  the  Lord  Chancellor. 
"Miss  Ada  Clare?" 

Mr.  Kenge  presented  her,  and  his  lordship 
begged  her  to  sit  down  near  him.  That  he 
admired  her,  and  was  interested  by  her,  even  / 
could  see  in  a  moment.  It  touched  me,  that 
the  home  of  such  a  beautiful  young  creature 
should  be  represented  by  that  dry  official  place. 
The  Lord  High  Chancellor,  at  his  best,  ap- 
peared so  poor  a  substitute  for  the  love  and 
pride  of  parents. 

"  The  Jarndyce  in  question,"  said  the  Lord 
Chancellor,  still  turning  over  leaves,  "  is  Jarn- 
dyce of  Bleak  House." 

"  Jarndyce  of  Bleak  House,  my  lord,"  said 
Mr.  Kenge. 

"A  dreary  name,"  said  the  Lord  Chancellor. 

"  But  not  a  dreary  place  at  present,  my  lord," 
said  Mr.  Kenge. 

"  And  Bleak  House,"  said  his  lordship,  "  is 
in " 

"  Hertfordshire,  my  lord." 

"  Mr.  Jarndyce  of  Bleak  House  is  not  mar- 
ried?" said  his  lordship. 

"  He  is  not,  my  lord,"  said  Mr.  Kenge. 

A  pause. 

"Young  Mr.  Richard  Carstone  is  present?" 
said  the  Lord  Chancellor,  glancing  towards  him. 

Richard  bowed  and  stepped  forward. 

"Hum!"  said  the  Lord  Chancellor,  turning 
over  more  leaves. 

"  Mr.  Jarndyce  of  Bleak  House,  my  lord," 
Mr.  Kenge  observed  in  a  low  voice,  "  if  I  may 
venture  to  remind  your  lordship,  provides  a 
suitable  companion  for " 

"For  Mr.  Richard  Carstone?"  I  thought 
(but  I  am  not  quite  sure)  I  heard  his  lordship 
say,  in  an  equally  low  voice,  and  with  a  smile. 

"  For  Miss  Ada  Clare.  This  is  the  young 
lady.     Miss  Summerson." 

His  lordship  gave  me  an  indulgent  look,  and 
acknowledged  my  curtsey  very  graciously. 

"  Miss  Summerson  is  not  related  to  any  party 
in  the  cause,  I  think  ?" 

"  No,  my  lord." 

Mr.  Kenge  leant  over  before  it  was  quite 
said,  and  whispered.  His  lordship,  with  his 
eyes  upon  his  papers,  listened,  nodded  twice  or 
thrice,  turned  over  more  leaves,  and  did  not 
look  towards  me  again,  until  we  were  going 
away. 

Mr,  Kenge  now  retired,  and  Richard  with 
him,  to  where  I  was,  near  the  door,  leaving  my 
pet  (it  is  so  natural  to   me  that  again  I  can't 


help  it !)  sitting  near  the  Lord  Chancellor  ;  with 
whom  his  lordship  spoke  a  little  apart ;  asking 
her,  as  she  told  me  afterwards,  whether  she  had 
well  reflected  on  the  proposed  arrangement,  and 
if  she  thought  she  would  be  happy  under  the 
roof  of  Mr.  Jarndyce  of  Bleak  House,  and  why 
she  thought  so  ?  Presently  he  rose  courteously, 
and  released  her,  and  then  he  spoke  for  a 
minute  or  two  with  Richard  Carstone;  not 
seated,  but  standing,  and  altogether  with  more 
ease  and  less  ceremony — as  if  he  still  knew, 
though  he  was  Lord  Chancellor,  how  to  go 
straight  to  the  candour  of  a  boy. 

"Very  well!"  said  his  lordship  aloud.  "I 
shall  make  the  order.  Mr.  Jarndyce  of  Bleak 
House  has  chosen,  so  far  as  I  may  judge,"  and 
this  was  when  he  looked  at  me,  "  a  very  good 
companion  for  the  young  lady,  and  the  arrange- 
ment altogether  seems  the  best  of  which  the 
circumstances  admit." 

He  dismissed  us  pleasantly,  and  we  all  went 
out,  very  much  obliged  to  him  for  being  so 
affable  and  polite  ;  by  which  he  had  certainly 
lost  no  dignity,  but  seemed  to  us  to  have  gained 
some. 

When  we  got  under  the  colonnade,  Mr. 
Kenge  remembered  that  he  must  go  back  for  a 
moment  to  ask  a  question  ;  and  left  us  in  the 
fog,  with  the  Lord  Chancellor's  carriage  and 
servants  waiting  for  him  to  come  out. 

"  Well !"  said  Richard  Carstone,  "  that's  over! 
And  where  do  we  go  next.  Miss  Summerson?" 

•'Don't  you  know?'  I  said. 

"  Not  in  the  least,"  said  he, 

"And  don't  _>w^  know,  my  love?"  I  asked 
Ada. 

"  No  !"  said  she.     "  Don't  you  ?" 

"  Not  at  all !"  said  I. 

We  looked  at  one  another,  half  laughing  at 
our  being  like  the  children  in  the  wood,  when  a 
curious  little  old  woman  in  a  squeezed  bonnet, 
and  carrying  a  reticule,  came  curtseying  and 
smiling  up  to  us,  with  an  air  of  great  ceremony. 

"  O  !"  said  she.  "  The  wards  in  Jarndyce  !" 
Ve-ry  happy,  I  am  sure,  to  have  the  honour  I  It 
is  a  good  omen  for  youth,  and  hope,  and  beauty, 
when  they  fmd  themselves  in  this  place,  and 
don't  know  what's  to  come  of  it." 

"Mad!"  whispered  Richard,  not  thinking  she 
could  hear  him. 

"  Right !  Mad,  young  gentleman,"  she  re- 
turned so  quickly  that  he  was  quite  abashed. 
"  I  was  a  ward  myself.  I  was  not  mad  at  that 
time,"  curtseying  low,  and  smiling  between 
every  little  sentence.  "  I  had  youth,  and  hope. 
I  believe,  beauty.  It  matters  very  little  now. 
Neither  of  the    three  served,  or  saved  me.     I 
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have  the  honour  to  attend  court  regularly. 
With  my  documents.  I  expect  a  judgment. 
Shortly.  On  the  Day  of  Judgment.  I  have 
discovered  that  the  sixth  seal  mentioned  in  the 
Revelations  is  the  Great  Seal.  It  has  been  open 
a  long  time  !     Pray  accept  my  blessing." 

As  Ada  was  a  Httle  frightened,  I  said,  to 
humour  the  poor  old  lady,  that  wo.  were  much 
obliged  to  her. 

"  Ye-es  !"  she  said  mincingly.  "  I  imagine  so. 
And  here  is  Conversation  Kenge.  With  his  do- 
cuments !  How  does  your  honourable  worship 
do?" 

"  Quite  well,  quite  well !  Now  don't  be 
troublesome,  that's  a  good  soul !"  said  Mr. 
Kcngc,  leading  the  way  back. 

"  By  no  means,"  said  the  poor  old  lady,  keep- 
ing up  with  Ada  and  me.  "Anything  but 
troublesome.  I  shall  confer  estates  on  both, — 
which  is  not  being  troublesome,  I  trust  ?  I  ex- 
pect a  judgment.  Shortly.  On  the  Day  of 
Judgment.  This  is  a  good  omen  for  you.  Ac- 
cept my  blessing ! " 

She  stopped  at  the  bottom  of  the  steep, 
broad  flight  of  stairs ;  but  we  looked  back  as 
we  went  up,  and  she  was  still  there,  saying,  still 
with  a  curtsey  and  a  smile  between  every  little 
sentence,  "  Youth.  And  hope.  And  beauty. 
And  Chancery.  And  Conversation  Kenge ! 
Ha  !  Pray  accept  my  blessing  !" 


Mr. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

TELESCOPIC  PHILANTHROPY. 

'■livi -M^^F""  ^  were  to  pass  the  night, 
'"'«1/!liif  ~  I'^enge  told  us  when  we  arrived  in 
('.''W^A'  ^^'s  room,  at  Mrs.  Jellyby's;  and 
^','^^F^v,Wt^"b  then  he  turned  to  me,  and  said  he 
/  -'^'^^  took  it  for  granted  I  knew  who 
o^  ^.^Mi   ^^^g_  Jellyby  was? 

"  I  really  don't,  sir,"  I  returned.  "  Per- 
haps Mr.  Carstone — or  Miss  Clare " 

But  no,  they  knew  nothing  whatever  about 
I\Irs.  Jellyby. 

"  In-deed  !  Mrs.  Jellyby,"  said  Mr.  Kenge, 
standing  with  his -back  to  the  fire,  and  casting 
his  eyes  over  the  dusty  hearth-rug,  as  if  it  were 
r\Irs.  Jellyby's  biography,  "  is  a  lady  of  very  re- 
markable strength  of  character,  who  devotes 
herself  entirely  to  the  public.  She  has  devoted 
herself  to  an  extensive  variety  of  public  subjects, 
at  various  times,  and  is  at  present  (until  some- 
thing else  attracts  her)  devoted  to  the  subject  of 
Africa ;  with  a  view  to  the  general  cultivation  of 


the  coffee  berry — and  the  natives — and  the 
happy  settlement,  on  the  banks  of  the  African 
rivers,  of  our  superabundant  home  population. 
Mr.  Jarndyce,  who  is  desirous  to  aid  in  any 
work  that  is  considered  likely  to  be  a  good  work, 
and  who  is  much  sought  after  by  jjhilanthropists, 
has,  I  believe,  a  very  high  opinion  of  Mrs. 
Jellyby." 

Mr.  Kenge,  adjusting  his  cravat,  then  looked 
at  us. 

"And  Mr.  Jellyby,  sir?"  suggested  Richard. 

"  Ah  !  Mr.  Jellyby,"  said  Mr.  Kenge,  "  is — 
a — I  don't  know  that  I  can  describe  him  to  you 
better  than  by  saying  that  he  is  the  husband  of 
Mrs.  Jellyby." 

"A  nonentity,  sir?"  said  Richard,  with  a  droll 
look. 

"  I  don't  say  that,"  returned  Mr.  Kenge, 
gravely.  "  I  can't  say  that,  indeed,  for  I  know 
nothing  whatever  of  Mr.  Jellyby.  I  never,  to 
my  knowledge,  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  Mr. 
Jellyby.  He  may  be  a  very  superior  man  ;  but 
he  is,  so  to  speak,  merged — Merged — in  the 
more  shining  qualities  of  his  wife."  Mr.  Kenge 
proceeded  to  tell  us  that  as  the  road  to  Bleak 
House  would  have  been  very  long,  dark,  and 
tedious,  on  such  an  evening,  and  as  we  had 
been  travelling  already,  Mr.  Jarndyce  had  him- 
self proposed  this  arrangement.  A  carriage 
would  be  at  Mrs.  Jellyby's  to  convey  us  out  of 
town,  early  in  the  forenoon  of  to-morrow. 

He  then  rang  a  little  bell,  and  the  young  gen- 
tleman came  in.  Addressing  him  by  the  name 
of  Guppy,  Mr.  Kenge  inquired  whether  ]\Iiss 
Summerson's  boxes  and  the  rest  of  the  baggage 
had  been  "  sent  round."  Mr.  Guppy  said  yes, 
they  had  been  sent  round,  and  a  coach  Avas 
waiting  to  take  us  round  too,  as  soon  as  we 
pleased. 

"  Then  it  only  remains,"  said  Mr.  Kenge, 
shaking  hands  with  us,  "  for  me  to  express  my 
lively  satisfaction  in  (good  day.  Miss  Clare  !)  the 
arrangement  this  day  concluded,  and  my  {good 
bye  to  you.  Miss  Summerson  !)  lively  hope  that 
it  will  conduce  to  the  happiness,  the  (glad  to 
have  had  the  honour  of  making  your  acquaint- 
ance, Mr.  Carstone  !)  welfare,  the  advantage  in 
all  points  of  view,  of  all  concerned !  Gupp)', 
see  the  party  safely  there." 

"  Where  is  '  there,'  Mr.  Guppy  ?"  said  Richard, 
as  we  went  down-stairs. 

"  No  distance,"  said  Mr.  Guppy ;  "  round  in 
Thavies'  Inn,  you  know." 

"  I  can't  say  I  know  where  it  is,  for  I  come 
from  Winchester,  and  am  strange  in  London." 

"  Only  round  the  comer,"  said  Mr.  Guppy. 
"  We  just  twist  up  Chancery  Lane,   and   cut 
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along  Holborn,  and  there  we  are  in  four  minutes' 
time,  as  near  as  a  toucher.  This  is  about  a 
London  particular  now,  ain't  it,  miss  ?"  He 
seemed  fjuite  delighted  with  it  on  my  account. 

"The  fog  is  very  dense,  indeed  !"  said  I. 

"  Not  that  it  affects  you,  though,  I  am  sure," 
said  Mr.  Guppy,  putting  up  the  steps.  "  On 
the  contrary,  it  seems  to  do  you  good,  miss, 
judging  from  your  appearance." 

I  knew  he  meant  well  in  paying  me  this  com- 
pliment, so  I  laughed  at  myself  for  blushing  at 
it,  when  he  had  shut  the  door  and  got  upon  the 
box ;  and  we  all  three  laughed,  and  chatted 
about  our  inexperience,  and  the  strangeness  of 
London,  until  we  turned  up  under  an  archway, 
to  our  destination :  a  narrow  street  of  high 
houses,  like  an  oblong  cistern  to  hold  the  fog. 
There  was  a  confused  little  crowd  of  people, 
principally  children,  gathered  about  the  house  at 
which  we  stopped,  which  had  a  tarnished  brass 
plate  on  the  door,  with  the  inscription,  Jellyby. 

''Don't  be  frightened!"  said  Mr.  Guppy, 
looking  in  at  the  coach-window.  "  One  of  the 
young  Jellybys  been  and  got  his  head  through 
the  area  railings  !" 

"  O  poor  child,'^  said  I,  "  let  me  out,  if  you 
please  !" 

"  Pray  be  careful  of  yourself,  miss.  The  young 
Jellybys  are  always  up  to  something,"  said  Mr. 
Guppy. 

I  made  my  way  to  the  poor  child,  who  was 
one  of  the  dirtiest  little  unfortunates  I  ever  saw, 
and  found  him  very  hot  and  frightened,  and 
crying  loudly,  fixed  by  the  neck  between  two 
iron  railings,  while  a  milkman  and  a  beadle,  with 
the  kindest  intentions  possible,  were  endeavour- 
ing to  drag  him  back  by  the  legs,  under  a 
general  impression  that  his  skull  was  compress- 
ible by  those  means.  As  I  found  (after  pacify- 
ing him),  that  he  was  a  little  boy,  with  a  natu- 
rally large  head,  I  thought  that,  perhaps,  where 
his  head  could  go,  his  body  could  follow,  and 
mentioned  that  the  best  mode  of  extrication 
might  be  to  push  him  forward.  This  was 
so  favourably  received  by  the  milkman  and 
beadle,  that  he  would  immediately  have  been 
pushed  into  the  area,  if  I  had  not  held  his 
i)inafore  while  Richard  and  Mr.  Guppy  ran  down 
through  the  kitchen,  to  catch  Jiim  when  he 
should  be  released.  At  last  he  was  happily  got 
down  without  any  accident,  and  then  he  began 
to  beat  Mr.  Guppy  with  a  hoop-stick,  in  quite 
a  frantic  manner. 

Nobody  had  appeared  belonging  to  the  house, 
except  a  person  in  ]iattens,  who  had  been  poking 
at  the  child  from  below  with  a  broom  ;  I  don't 
know  with  what  object,  and  I  don't  think  she 


did.  I  therefore  supposed  that  Mrs.  Jellyby 
was  not  at  home  ;  and  was  quite  surprised  when 
the  person  appeared  in  the  passage  without  the 
pattens,  and  going  up  to  the  back  room  on  the 
first  floor,  before  Ada  and  me,  announced  us  as 
"Them  two  young  ladies.  Missis  Jellyby  !"  We 
passed  several  more  children  on  the  way  up, 
whom  it  was  difficult  to  avoid  treading  on  in  the 
dark ;  and  as  we  came  into  Mrs.  Jellyby's  pre- 
sence, one  of  the  poor  little  things  fell  down- 
stairs— down  a  whole  flight  (as  it  sounded  to  me), 
with  a  great  noise. 

Mrs.  Jellyby,  whose  face  reflected  none  of 
the  uneasiness  which  we  could  not  help  showing 
in  our  own  faces,  as  the  dear  child's  head  re- 
corded its  passage  with  a  bump  on  every  stair — 
Richard  afterwards  said  he  counted  seven,  be- 
sides one  for  the  landing — received  us  with  per- 
fect equanimity.  She  was  a  pretty,  very  dimi- 
nutive, plump  woman,  of  from  forty  to  fifty,  with 
handsome  eyes,  though  they  had  a  curious  habit 
of  seeming  to  look  a  long  way  off.  As  if — I  am 
quoting  Richard  again — they  could  see  nothing 
nearer  than  Africa. 

"  I  am  very  glad,  indeed,"  said  J^Irs.  Jellyby, 
in  an  agreeable  voice,  "  to  have  the  pleasure  of 
receiving  you.  I  have  a  great  respect  for  Mr. 
Jarndyce ;  and  no  one  in  whom  he  is  interested 
can  be  an  object  of  indifference  to  me." 

We  expressed  our  acknowledgments,  and  sat 
down  behind  the  door  where  there  was  a  lame 
invalid  of  a  sofa.  Mrs.  Jellyby  had  ven,-  good 
hair,  but  was  too  much  occupied  with  her  African 
duties  to  brush  it.  The  shawl  in  which  she  had 
been  loosely  muffled,  dropped  on  to  her  chair 
when  she  advanced  to  us ;  and  as  she  turned  to 
resume  her  seat,  we  could  not  help  noticing  that 
her  dress  didn't  nearly  meet  up  the  back,  and 
that  the  open  space  was  railed  across  with  a 
lattice-work  of  stay-lace — like  a  summer-house. 

The  room,  which  was  strewn  with  papers  and 
nearly  filled  by  a  great  writing-table  covered  with 
similar  litter,  was,  I  must  say,  not  only  very 
untidy,  but  ^■ery  dirty.  We  were  obliged  to  take 
notice  of  that  with  our  sense  of  sight,  even  while, 
with  our  sense  of  hearing,  we  followed  the  poor 
child  who  had  tumbled  down-stairs  :  I  think  into 
the  back  kitchen,  where  somebody  seemed  to 
stifle  him. 

But  what  principally  struck  us  was  a  jaded, 
and  unhealthy-looking,  though  by  no  means 
plain  girl,  at  the  writing-table,  who  sat  biting  the 
feather  of  her  pen,  and  staring  at  us.  I  suppose 
nobody  ever  was  in  such  a  state  of  ink.  And, 
from  her  tumbled  hair  to  her  pretty  feet,  which 
were  disfigured  with  frayed  and  broken  satin 
slippers  trodden  down  at  heel,  she  really  seemed 
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to  have  no  article  of  dress  upon  her,  from  a  pin 
upwards,  that  was  in  its  proper  condition  or  its 
right  place. 

"You  find  me,  my  dears,"  said  Mrs.  Jellyby, 
snuffing  the  two  great  office  candles  in  tin 
amdlesticks  which  made  the  room  taste  strongly 
of  hot  tallow  (the  fire  had  gone  out,  and  there 
was  nothing  in  the  grate  but  ashes,  a  bundle  of 
wood,  and  a  poker),  "  you  find  me,  my  dears,  as 
usual,  very  busy,  but  that  you  will  excuse.  The 
African  project  at  present  emj^loys  my  whole 
time.  It  involves  me  in  correspondence  with 
public  bodies,  and  with  private  individuals 
anxious  for  the  welfare  of  their  species  all  over 
the  country.  I  am  happy  to  say  it  is  advancing. 
AV^e  hope  by  this  time  next  year  to  have  from  a 
hundred  and  fifty  to  two  hundred  healthy 
families  cultivating  coffee  and  educating  the 
natives  of  Borrioboola-Gha,  on  the  left  bank  of 
the  Niger." 

As  Ada  said  nothing,  but  looked  at  me,  I  said 
it  must  be  very  gratifying. 

"  It  is  gratifying,"  sai  J  Mrs.  Jellyby.  "  It 
involves  the  devotion  of  all  my  energies,  such 
as  they  are;  but  that  is  nothing,  so  that  it 
succeeds ;  and  I  am  more  confident  of  success 
every  day.  Do  you  know,  Miss  Summerson,  I 
almost  wonder  that  you  never  turned  your 
thoughts  to  Africa?" 

This  application  of  the  subject  was  really  so 
unexpected  to  me,  that  I  was  quite  at  a  loss  how 
to  receive  it.     I  hinted  that  the  climate 

"  The  finest  climate  in  the  world  ! "  said  Mrs. 
Jellyby. 

"  Indeed,  ma'am  ?" 

"  Certainly.  With  precaution,"  said  Mrs. 
Jellyby.  "You  may  go  into  Holborn,  without 
precaution,  and  be  run  over.  You  may  go  into 
Holborn,  with  precaution,  and  never  be  run 
over.     Just  so  v/ith  Africa." 

I  said,  "  No  doubt." — I  meant  as  to  Holborn. 

"  If  you  would  like,"  said  Mrs.  Jellyby,  putting 
a  number  of  papers  towards  us,  "  to  look  over 
some  remarks  on  that  head,  and  on  the  general 
subject  (which  have  been  extensively  circulated), 
while  I  finish  a  letter  I  am  now  dictating — to 
my  eldest  daughter,  who  is  my  amanuensis " 

The  girl  at  the  table  left  off  biting  her  pen, 
and  made  a  return  to  our  recognition,  which  was 
half  bashful  and  half  sulky. 

" — I  shall  then  have  finished  for  the  present," 
proceeded  Mrs.  Jellyby,  with  a  sweet  smile ; 
"though  my  work  is  never  done.  Where  are 
you,  Caddy?" 

"  '  Presents  her  compliments  to  Mr.  Swallow, 
and  begs '  "  said  Caddy. 

•'•And  begs,'"  said    Mrs.  Jellyby,  dictating, 


"'to  inform  him  in  reference  to  his  letter  of 
inquiry  on  the  African  project.' — No,  Peepy! 
Not  on  any  account !  " 

Peejiy  (so  self-named)  '  was  the  unfortunate 
child  who  had  fallen  down-stairs,  who  now  in- 
terrupted the  correspondence  by  presenting  him- 
self, with  a  strip  of  plaister  on  his  forehead,  to 
exhibit  his  wounded  knees,  in  which  Ada  and  I 
did  not  know  which  to  pity  most — the  bruises 
or  the  dirt.  Mrs.  Jellyby  merely  added,  with 
the  serene  composure  with  which  she  said  every- 
thing, "Go  along,  you  naughty  Peepy!"  and 
fixed  her  fine  eyes  on  Africa  again. 

However,  as  she  at  once  proceeded  with  her 
dictation,  and  as  I  interrupted  nothing  by 
doing  it,  I  ventured  quietly  to  stop  poor  Peepy 
as  he  was  going  out,  and  to  take  him  up  to 
nurse.  He  looked  very  much  astonished  at  it, 
and  at  Ada's  kissing  him  ;  but  soon  fell  fast 
asleep  in  my  arms,  sobbing  at  longer  and  longer 
intervals,  until  he  was  quiet.  I  was  so  occupied 
with  Peepy  that  I  lost  the  letter  in  detail,  though 
I  derived  such  a  general  impression  from  it  of 
the  momentous  importance  of  Africa,  and  the 
utter  insignificance  of  all  other  places  and 
things,  that  I  felt  quite  ashamed  to  have  thought 
so  little  about  it. 

"  Six  o'clock  ! "  said  Mrs.  Jellyby.  "  And 
our  dinner  hour  is  nominally  (for  we  dine  at  ail 
hours)  five.  Caddy,  show  Miss  Clare  and  Miss 
Summerson  their  rooms.  You  will  like  to  make 
some  change,  perhaps  !  You  will  excuse  me,  I 
know,  being  so  much  occupied.  O,  that  very 
bad  child  !  Pray  put  him  down.  Miss  Summer- 
son  !" 

I  begged  permission  to  retain  him,  truly  say- 
ing that  he  was  not  at  all  troublesome  ;  and 
carried  him  up-stairs  and  laid  him  on  my  bed. 
Ada  and  I  had  two  upper  rooms,  with  a  door  of 
communication  between.  They  were  excessively 
bare  and  disorderly,  and  the  curtain  to  my  win- 
dow was  fastened  up  with  a  fork. 

''  You  would  like  some  hot  water,  wouldn't 
you  ?"  said  Miss  Jellyby,  looking  round  for  a 
jug  with  a  handle  to  it,  but  looking  in  vain. 

"  If  it  is  not  being  troublesome,"  said  we. 

"  O,  it's  not  the  trouble,"  returned  Miss 
Jellyby;  "  the  question  is,  if  there  is  any." 

The  evening  was  so  very  cold,  and  the  rooms 
had  such  a  marshy  smell,  that  I  must  confess  it 
was  a  little  miserable  ;  and  Ada  was  half  crying. 
\<Q.  soon  laughed,  however,  and  were  busily  un- 
j)acking,  when  Miss  Jellyby  came  back  to  say, 
that  %\\c  was  sorry  there  was  no  hot  water  ;  but 
tiiey  couldn't  find  the  kettle,  and  the  boiler 
was  out  of  order. 

We  begged  her  not  to  mention  it,  and  made 
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ail  the  haste  we  could  to  get  down  to  the  fire 
again.  But  all  the  little  children  hnd  come  up 
to  the  landing  outside,  to  look  at  the  phenomenon 
of  Peepy  lying  on  my  bed ;  and  our  attention 
was  distracted  by  the  constant  apparition  of 
noses  and  fingers,  in  situations  of  danger  be- 
tween the  hinges  of  the  doors.  It  was  impos- 
sible to  shut  the  door  of  either  room ;  for  my 
lock,  with  no  knob  to  it,  looked  as  if  it  wanted 
to  be  wound  up  ;  and  though  the  handle  of 
Ada's  went  round  and  round  with  the  greatest 


smoothness,  it  was  attended  with  no  eftect  what- 
ever on  the  door.  Therefore  I  proposed  to  the 
children  that  they  should  come  in  and  be  very 
good  at  my  table,  and  I  would  tell  them  the 
story  of  Little  Red  Riding  Hood  while  I  dressed; 
which  they  did,  and  were  as  quiet  as  mice,  in- 
cluding Pecpy,  who  awoke  opportunely  before 
the  appearance  of  the  wolf 

When  we  went  down-stairs  we  found  a  mug, 
with  "  A  Present  from  Tunbridge  Wells,"  on  it, 
lighted  up  in  the  staircase  window  with  a  float- 
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ing  wick  ;  and  a  young  woman,  with  a  swelled 
face  bound  up  in  a  flannel  bandage,  blowing  the 
fire  of  the  drawing-room  (now  connected  by  an 
open  door  with  Mrs.  Jellyby's  room),  and  chok- 
ing dreadfully.  It  smok-ed  to  that  degree  in 
short,  that  we  all  sat  coughing  and  crying  with 
the  windows  open  for  half  an  hour ;  during 
which  Mrs.  Jellyby,  with  the  same  sweetness  of 
temper,  directed  letters  about  Africa.  Her 
being  so  employed  was,  I  must  say,  a  great 
relief  to  me  ;  for  Richard  told  us  that  he  had 
Bleak  House,  .;. 


washed  his  hands  in  a  pie-dish,  and  that  they 
had  found  the  kettle  on  his  dressing-table  ;  and 
he  made  Ada  laugh  so,  that  they  made  me 
laugh  in  the  most  ridiculous  manner. 

Soon  after  seven  o'clock  we  went  down  to 
dinner  :  carefully,  by  Mrs.  Jellyby's  advice  \  for 
the  stair-(^rpets,  besides  being  very  deficient  in 
stair-wires,  were  so  torn  as  to  be  absolute  traps. 
We  had  a  fine  cod-fish,  a  piece  of  roast  beef,  a 
dish  of  cutlets,  and  a  pudding  ;  an  excellent 
dinner,  if  it  had  had  any  cooking  to  speak  of. 
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but  it  was  almost  raw.  The  young  woman  with 
the  flannel  bandage  waited,  and  dropped  every- 
thing on  the  table  wherever  it  happened  to  go, 
and  never  moved  it  again  until  she  put  it  on 
the  stairs.  The  person  I  had  seen  in  pattens 
(whom  I  suppose  to  have  been  the  cook),  fre- 
quently came  and  skirmished  with  her  at  the 
door,  and  there  appeared  to  be  ill-will  between 
them. 

All  through  dinner ;  which  was  long,  in  con- 
sequence of  such  accidents  as  the  dish  of  potatoes 
being  mislaid  in  the  coal  scuttle,  and  the  handle 
of  the  corkscrew  coming  off,  and  striking  the 
young  woman  in  the  chin ;  Mrs.  Jellyby  pre- 
served the  evenness  of  her  disposition.  She 
told  us  a  great  deal  that  was  interesting  about 
Borrioboola-Gha  and  the  natives ;  and  received 
so  many  letters  that  Richard,  who  sat  by  her, 
saw  four  envelopes  in  the  gravy  at  once.  Some 
of  the  letters  were  proceedings  of  ladies'  com- 
mittees, or  resolutions  of  ladies'  meetings,  which 
she  read  to  us  ;  others  were  applications  from 
people  excited  in  various  ways  about  the  culti- 
\'ation  of  coffee,  and  natives ;  others  required 
answers,  and  these  she  sent  her  eldest  daughter 
from  the  table  three  or  four  times  to  write.  She 
was  full  of  business,  and  undoubtedly  w^as,  as 
she  had  told  us,  devoted  to  the  cause. 

I  was  a  little  curious  to  know  who  a  mild 
bald  gentleman  in  spectacles  was,  who  dropped 
into  a  vacant  chair  (there  was  no  top  or  bottom 
in  particular)  after  the  fish  was  taken  away,  and 
seemed  passively  to  submit  himself  to  Bomo- 
boola-Gha,  but  not  to  be  actively  interested  in 
that  settlement.  As  he  never  spoke  a  word, 
he  might  have  been  a  native,  but  for  his  com- 
plexion. It  was  not  until  we  left  the  table,  and 
he  remained  alone  with  Richard,  that  the  pos- 
sibility of  his  being  Mr.  Jellyby  ever  entered 
my  head.  But  he  was  Mr.  Jellyby;  and  a 
loquacious  young  man  called  Mr.  Quale,  with 
large  shining  knobs  for  temples,  and  his  hair  all 
baished  to  the  back  of  his  head,  who  came  in 
the  evening,  and  told  Ada  he  was  a  philanthro- 
pist^ also  informed  her  that  he  called  the  matri- 
monial alliance  of  l\Irs.  Jellyby  with  Mr.  Jellyby 
the  union  of  mind  and  matter. 

This  young  man,  besides  having  a  great  deal 
to  say  for  himself  about  Africa,  and  a  project  of 
his  for  teaching  the  coffee  colonists  to  teach  the 
natives  to  turn  piano-forte  legs  and  establish  an 
export  trade,  delighted  in  drawing  Mrs.  Jellyby 
out  by  saying,  "  I  believe  now,  Mrs*  Jellyby, 
you  have  received  as  many  as  from  one  hundred 
and  fifty  to  two  hundred  letters  respecting  Africa 
in  a  single  day,  have  you  not?"  or,  "If  my 
memory  does  not  deceive  me,  Mrs.  Jellyby,  you 


once  mentioned  that  you  had  sent  oft'  five  thou- 
sand circulafs  from  one  post-office  at  one  time?" 
— always  repeating  Mrs.  Jellyby's  answer  to  us 
like  an  interpreter.  During  the  whole  evening, 
Mr.  Jellyby  sat  in  a  corner  with  his  head  against 
the  wall,  as  if  he  were  subject  to  low  spirits.  It 
seemed  that  he  had  several  times  opened  his 
mouth  when  alone  with  Richard,  after  dinner, 
as  if  he  had  something  on  his  mind ;  but  had 
always  shut  it  again,  to  Richard's  extreme  con- 
fusion, without  saying  anything. 

Mrs.  Jellyby,  sitting  in  quite  a  nest  of  waste 
paper,  drank  coffee  all  the  evening,  and  dictated 
at  intervals  to  her  eldest  daughter.  She  also 
held  a  discussion  with  ]\Ir.  Quale ;  of  which  the 
subject  seemed  to  be — if  I  understood  it — the 
Brotherhood  of  Humanity ;  and  gave  utterance 
to  some  beautiful  sentiments.  I  was  not  so 
attentive  an  auditor  as  I  might  have  wished  to 
be,  however,  for  Peepy  and  the  other  children 
came  flocking  about  Ada  and  me  in  a  corner  of 
the  drawing-room  to  ask  for  another  story ;  so 
w^e  sat  down  among  them,  and  told  thep.i  in 
whispers  Puss  in  Boots  and  I  don't  know  what 
else,  until  Mrs.  Jellyby,  accidentally  remember- 
ing them,  sent  them  to  bed.  As  Peepy  cried 
for  me  to  take  him  to  bed,  I  carried  him  up- 
stairs, where  the  young  woman  with  the  flannel 
bandage  charged  into  tlie  midst  of  the  little 
family  like  a  dragoon,  and  overturned  them  into 
cribs. 

After  that,  I  occupied  myself  in  making  our 
room  a  little  tidy,  and  in  coaxing  a  very  cross 
fire  that  had  been  lighted,  to  burn;  which  at 
last  it  did,  quite  brightly.  On  my  return  dowm- 
stairs,  I  felt  that  Mrs.  Jellyby  looked  down  upon 
me  rather,  for  being  so  frivolous;  and  I  was 
sorry  for  it;  though  at  the  same  time  I  knew 
that  I  had  no  higher  pretensions. 

It  was  nearly  midnight  before  we  found  aii 
opportunity  of  going  to  bed ;  and  even  then  we 
left  Mrs.  Jellyby  among  her  papers  drinking 
coffee,  and  Miss  Jellyby  biting  the  feather  of 
her  pen. 

"  What  a  strange  house  ! "  said  Ada,  when  we 
got  up-stairs.  "  How  curious  of  my  cousin 
Jamdyce  to  send  us  here  !  " 

"  My  love,"  said  I,  "it  quite  confuses  me.  I 
want  to  understand  it,  and  I  can't  understand  it 
at  all." 

"  What  ?  "  asked  Ada,  w^ith  her  pretty  smile. 

"  All  this,  my  dear,"  said  I.  "  It  must  be 
very  good  of  Mrs.  Jellyby  to  take  such  pains 
about  a  scheme  for  the  benefit  of  Natives — and 
yet — Peepy  and  the  housekeeping  I  " 

Ada  laughed;  and  put  her  arm  about  my 
neck,  as  I  stood  looking  at  the  fire ;  and  told 
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me  I  was  a  quiet,  dear,  good  creature,  and  had 
won  her  heart.  "  You  are  so  thoughtful,  Esther," 
she  said,  "  and  yet  so  cheerful !  and  you  do  so 
much  so  unpretendingly !  You  would  make  a 
home  out  of  even  this  house." 

My  simple  darling  !  She  was  quite  uncon- 
scious that  she  only  praised  herself,  and  that  it 
was  in  the  goodness  of  her  own  heart  that  she 
made  so  much  of  me  ! 

"  May  I  ask  you  a  question?"  said  I,  when 
we  had  sat  before  the  fire  a  little  while. 

"  Five  hundred,"  said  Ada. 

"  Your  cousin,  Mr.  Jarndyce.  I  owe  so  much 
to  him.  Would  you  mind  describing  him  to  me  ?  " 

Shaking  back  her  golden  hair,  Ada  turned  her 
eyes  upon  me  with  such  laughing  wonder,  that 
I  was  full  of  wonder  too — partly  at  her  beauty, 
partly  at  her  surprise. 

"  Esther  ! "  she  cried. 

"  My  dear  ! " 

"  You  want  a  description  of  my  cousin  Jarn- 
dyce ?  " 

"  My  dear,  I  never  saw  him." 

"  And  I  never  saw  him  !  "  returned  Ada. 

Well,  to  be  sure  ! 

No,  she  had  never  seen  him.  Young  as  she 
was  when  her  mamma  died,  she  remembered 
how  the  tears  would  come  into  her  eyes  when 
she  spoke  of  him,  and  of  the  noble  generosity 
of  his  character,  which  she  had  said  was  to  be 
trusted  above  all  earthly  things ;  and  Ada  ti'usted 
it.  Her  cousin  Jarndyce  had  written  to  her  a 
few  months  ago, — "  a  plain,  honest  letter,"  Ada 
said — proposing  the  arrangement  we  were  now 
to  enter  on,  and  telling  her  that,  "  in  time  it 
might  heal  some  of  the  wounds  made  by  the 
miserable  Chancery  suit."  She  had  replied, 
gratefully  accepting  his  proposal.  Richard  had 
received  a  similar  letter,  and  had  made  a  similar 
response.  He  had  seen  Mr.  Jarndyce  once,  but 
only  once,  five  years  ago,  at  Winchester  school. 
He  had  told  Ada,  when  they  were  leaning  on 
the  screen  before  the  fire  where  I  found  them, 
that  he  recollected  him  as  "a  bluft"  rosy  fellow." 
This  was  the  utmost  description  Ada  could 
give  me. 

It  set  me  thinking  so,  that  when  Ada  was 
asleep,  I  still  remained  before  the  fire,  Avondering 
and  wondering  about  Bleak  House,  and  wonder- 
ing and  wondering  that  yesterday  morning  should 
seem  so  long  ago.  I  don't  know  where  my 
thoughts  had  wandered,  when  they  were  recalled 
by  a  tap  at  the  door. 

I  opened  it  softly,  and  found  Miss  Jellyby 
shivering  there,  with  a  broken  candle  in  a  broken 
candlestick  in  one  hand,  and  an  egg-cup  in  the 
other. 


"  Good  night  ! "  she  said,  very  sulkily. 

"  Good  night !  "  said  I. 

"May  I  come  in?"  she  shortly  and  unex- 
pectedly asked  me  in  the  same  sulky  way. 

"  Certainly,"  said  I.  "  Don't  wake  Miss 
Clare." 

She  would  not  sit  down,  but  stood  by  the 
fire,  dipping  her  inky  middle  finger  in  the  egg- 
cup,  which  contained  vinegar,  and  smearing  it 
over  the  ink  stains  on  her  face;  frowning,  the 
whole  time,  and  looking  very  gloomy. 

"  I  wish  Africa  was  dead  ! "  she  said,  on  a 
sudden. 

I  was  going  to  remonstrate. 

"  I  do  ! "  she  said.  "  Don't  talk  to  me.  Miss 
Summerson.  I  hate  it  aiid  detest  it.  It's  a 
beast ! " 

I  told  her  she  was  tired,  and  I  was  sorry.  I 
put  my  hand  upon  her  head,  and  touched  her 
forehead,  and  said  it  was  hot  now,  but  would 
be  cool  to-morrow.  She  still  stood,  pouting  and 
frowning  at  me ;  but  presently  put  down  her 
egg-cup,  and  turned  softly  towards  the  bed  where 
Ada  lay. 

"  She  is  very  pretty  ! "  she  said,  with  the  same 
knitted  brow,  and  in  the  same  uncivil  man- 
ner. 

I  assented  with  a  smile. 

"  An  orphan.     Ain't  she  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  But  knows  a  quantity,  I  suppose  ?  Can 
dance,  and  play  music,  and  sing?  She  can 
talk  French,  I  suppose,  and  do  geography,  and 
globes,  and  needlework,  and  everything  ?  " 

"  No  doubt,"  said  I. 

"  /  can't,"  she  returned.  "  I  can't  do  any- 
thing hardly,  except  write.  Em  always  writing 
for  Ma.  I  wonder  you  two  were  not  ashamed 
of  yourselves  to  come  in  this  afternoon,  and  see 
me  able  to  do  nothing  else.  It  was  fike  your 
ill-nature.  Yet  you  think  yourselves  very  fine, 
I  dare  say  !  " 

I  could  see  that  the  poor  girl  was  near  crying, 
and  I  resumed  my  chair  without  speaking,  and 
looked  at  her  (I  hope)  as  mildly  as  I  felt  towards 
her. 

"  It's  disgraceful,"  she  said.  "  You  know  it 
is.  The  whole  house  is  disgraceful.  The  children 
are  disgraceful,  /'m  disgraceful.  Pa's  miserable, 
and  no  wonder  !  Priscilla  drinks — she's  always 
drinking.  It's  a  great  shame  and  a  great  story 
of  you,  if  you  say  you  didn't  smell  her  to-day. 
It  was  as  bad  as  a  public-house,  waiting  at  dinner; 
you  know  it  was  !  " 

"  My  dear,  I  don't  know  it,"  said  I. 

"You  do,"  she  said,  very  shortly.  "You 
shan't  say  you  don't.     You  do  !  " 
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if  you  won't  let  me 


"  O,  my  dear  !  "  said  I, 
speak " 

"  You're  speaking  now.  You  know  you  are. 
Don't  tell  stories,  Miss  Summerson." 

"My  dear,"  said  I,  "as  long  as  you  won't 
hear  me  out " 

"  I  don't  want  to  hear  you  out." 

"  O  yes,  I  think  you  do,"  said  I,  "  because 
that  would  be  so  very  unreasonable.  I  did  not 
know  what  you  tell  me,  because  the  servant  did 
not  come  near  me  at  dinner ;  but  I  don't  doubt 
what  you  tell  me,  and  I  am  sorry  to  hear  it." 

"  You  needn't  make  a  merit  of  that,"  said 
she. 

"  No,  my  dear,"  said  I.  "  That  would  be  very 
foolish." 

She  was  still  standing  by  the  bed,  and  now 
stooped  down  (but  still  with  the  same  discon- 
tented face)  and  kissed  Ada.  That  done,  she 
came  softly  back,  and  stood  by  the  side  of  my 
chair.  Her  bosom  was  heaving  in  a  distressful 
manner  that  I  greatly  pitied ;  but  I  thought  it 
better  not  to  speak. 

"  I  ^vish  I  was  dead  !  "  she  broke  out.  "  I 
wish  we  were  all  dead.  It  would  be  a  great 
deal  better  for  us." 

In  a  moment  afterwards,  she  knelt  on  the 
ground,  at  my  side,  hid  her  face  in  my  dress, 
passionately  begged  my  pardon,  and  wept.  I 
comforted  her,  and  would  have  raised  her,  but 
she  cried.  No,  no ;  she  wanted  to  stay  there  ! 

"  You  used  to  teach  girls,"  she  said.  "  If 
you  could  only  have  taught  me,  I  could  have 
learnt  from  you  !  1  am  so  very  miserable,  and  I 
like  you  so  much  !  " 

I  could  not  persuade  her  to  sit  by  me,  or  to 
do  anything  but  move  a  ragged  stool  to  where 
she  was  kneeling,  and  take  that  and  still  hold 
my  dress  in  the  same  manner.  By  degrees,  the 
poor  tired  girl  fell  asleep  ;  and  then  I  contrived 
to  raise  her  head,  so  that  it  should  rest  on  my 
lap,  and  to  cover  us  both  with  shawls.  The  fire 
went  out,  and  all  night  long  she  slumbered  thus, 
before  the  ashy  grate.  At  first  I  was  painfully 
awake,  and  vainly  tried  to  lose  myself,  with  my 
eyes  closed,  among  the  scenes  of  the  day.  At 
length,  by  slow  degrees,  they  became  indistinct 
and  mingled.  I  began  to  lose  the  identity  of 
the  sleeper  resting  on  me.  Now  it  was  Ada  ; 
now,  one  of  my  old  Reading  friends  from  whom 
I  could  not  believe  I  had  so  recently  parted. 
Now,  it  was  the  little  mad  woman  worn  out  with 
curtseying  and  smiling;  now,  some  one  in 
authority  at  Bleak  House.  Lastly,  it  was  no  one, 
and  I  was  no  one. 

The  purblind  day  was  feebly  struggling  with 
the  fog,  when  I  opened  my  eyes  to  encounter 


those  of  a  ilirty-faced  little  spectre  fixed  upon 
me.  Peepy  had  scaled  his  crib,  and  crept  down 
in  his  bed-gown  and  cap,  and  was  so  cold  that 
his  teeth  were  chattering  as  if  he  had  cut  them 
all. 


CHAPTER  V. 

A  MORNING  ADVENTURE. 

LTHOUGH  the  morning  was  raw, 
and  although  the  fog  still  seemed 
heavy  —  I  say  seemed,  for  the 
windows  were  so  encrusted  with  dirt, 
that  they  would  have  made  Midsum- 
mer sunshine  dim — I  was  sufficiently 
forewarned  of  the  discomfort  within 
doors  at  that  early  hour,  and  sufficiently 
curious  about  London,  to  think  it  a  good  idea 
on  the  part  of  Miss  Jellyby  when  she  proposed 
that  we  should  go  out  for  a  walk. 

"  Ma  won't  be  down  for  ever  so  long,"  she 
said,  "  and  then  it's  a  chance  if  breakfast's  ready 
for  an  hour  afterwards,  they  dawdle  so.  As  to 
Pa,  he  gets  what  he  can,  and  goes  to  the  office. 
He  never  has  what  you  would  call  a  regular 
breakfast.  Priscilla  leaves  him  out  the  loaf 
and  some  milk,  when  there  is  any,  overnight. 
Sometimes  there  isn't  any  milk,  and  sometimes 
the  cat  drinks  it.  But  I'm  afraid  you  must  be 
tired,  Miss  Summerson ;  and  perhaps  you  would 
rather  go  to  bed." 

"  I  am  not  at  all  tired,  my  dear,"  said  I,  "  and 
would  much  prefer  to  go  out." 

"  If  you're  sure  you  would,"  returned  Miss 
Jellyby,  "  I'll  get  my  things  on." 

Ada  said  she  would  go  too,  and  was  soon 
astir.  I  made  a  proposal  to  Peepy,  in  default  of 
being  able  to  do  anything  better  for  him,  that 
he  should  let  me  wash  him,  and  afterwards  lay 
him  down  on  my  bed  again.  To  this  he  sub- 
mitted with  the  best  grace  possible  ;  staring  at 
me  during  the  whole  operation,  as  if  he  never 
had  been,  and  never  could  again  be,  so  as- 
tonished in  his  life — looking  very  miserable  also, 
certainly,  but  making  no  complaint,  and  going 
snugly  to  sleep  as  soon  as  it  was  over.  At  first 
I  was  in  two  minds  about  taking  such  a  liberty, 
but  I  soon  reflected  that  nobody  in  the  house 
was  likely  to  notice  it. 

A\'hat  with  the  bustle  of  despatching  Peepy, 
and  the  bustle  of  getting  myself  ready,  and  help- 
ing Ada,  I  was  soon  quite  in  a  glow.  We  found 
Miss  Jellyby  trying  to  warm  herself  at  the  fire  in 
the  writing-room,  which  Priscilla  was  then  light- 
ing with  a  smutty  parlour  candlestick — throwing 
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the  candle  in  to  make  it  burn  better.  Every- 
thing was  just  as  we  had  left  it  last  night,  and 
was  evidently  intended  to  remain  so.  Below 
stairs  the  dinner-cloth  had  not  been  taken  away, 
but  had  been  left  ready  for  breakfast.  Crumbs, 
dust,  and  waste  paper  were  all  over  the  house. 
Some  pewter-pots  and  a  milk-can  hung  on  the 
area  railings ;  the  door  stood  open  ;  and  we  met 
the  cook  round  the  corner  coming  out  of  a 
public-house,  wiping  her  mouth.  She  mentioned, 
as  she  passed  us,  that  she  had  been  to  see  what 
o'clock  it  was. 

But  before  we  met  the  cook  we  met  Richard, 
who  was  dancing  up  and  down  Thavies'  Inn  to 
warm  his  feet.  He  was  agreeably  surprised  to 
see  us  stirring  so  soon,  and  said  he  would  gladly 
share  our  walk.  So  he  took  care  of  Ada,  and 
Miss  Jellyby  and  I  went  first.  I  may  mention 
that  Miss  Jellyby  had  relapsed  into  her  sulky 
manner,  and  that  I  really  should  not  have 
thought  she  liked  me  much,  unless  she  had  told 
me  so. 

"  Where  would  you  wish  to  go  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Anywhere,  my  dear,"  I  replied. 

"  Anywhere's  nowhere,"  said  Miss  Jellyby, 
stopping  perversely. 

"  Let  us  go  somewhere  at  any  rate,''  said  I. 

She  then  walked  me  on  very  fast. 

"  I  don't  care  !  "  she  said.  "  Now  you  are 
my  witness,  Miss  Summerson,  I  say  I  don't  care 
— but  if  he  was  to  come  to  our  house  with  his 
great  shining  lumpy  forehead,  night  after  night, 
till  he  was  as  old  as  Methuselah,  I  wouldn't 
have  anything  to  say  to  him.  Such  Asses  as  he 
and  Ma  make  of  themselves  !  " 

"  My  dear  !  "  I  remonstrated,  in  allusion  to  the 
epithet,  and  the  vigorous  emphasis  Miss  Jellyby 
set  upon  it.     "  Your  duty  as  a  child "' 

"  O  !  don't  talk  of  duty  as  a  child,  Miss  Sum- 
merson ;  where's  Ma's  duty  as  a  parent  ?  All 
made  over  to  the  public  and  Africa,  I  suppose  ! 
Then  let  the  public  and  Africa  show  duty  as  a 
child ;  it's  much  more  their  affair  than  mine. 
You  are  shocked,  I  dare  say !  Very  well,  so  am 
I  shocked  too ;  so  we  are  both  shocked,  and 
there's  an  end  of  it !  " 
'     She  walked  me  on  faster  yet. 

"  But  for  all  that,  I  say  again,  he  may  come, 
and  come,  and  come,  and  I  won't  have  any- 
thing to  say  to  him.  I  can't  bear  him.  If  there's 
any  stufif  in  the  world  that  I  hate  and  detest, 
it's  the  stuff  he  and  Ma  talk.  I  wonder  the 
very  paving  stones  opposite  our  house  can 
have  the  patience  to  stay  there,  and  be  a  wit- 
ness of  such  inconsistencies  and  contradictions 
as  all  that  sounding  nonsense,  and  Ma's  manage- 
ment '" 


I  could  not  but  understand  her  to  refer  to 
Mr.  Quale,  the  young  gentleman  who  had  ap- 
peared after  dinner  yesterday.  I  was  saved  the 
disagreeable  necessity  of  pursuing  the  subject, 
by  Richard  and  Ada  coming  up  at  a  round  pace, 
laughing,  and  asking  us  if  we  meant  to  run  a 
race?  Thus  interrupted,  Miss  Jellyby  became 
silent,  and  walked  moodily  on  at  my  side ; 
while  I  admired  the  long  successions  and  varie- 
ties of  streets,  the  quantity  of  people  already 
going  to  and  fro,  the  number  of  vehicles  passing 
and  repassing,  the  busy  preparations  in  the 
setting  forth  of  shop  windows  and  the  sweeping 
out  of  shops,  and  the  extraordinary  creatures  in 
rags,  secretly  groping  among  the  swept-out  rub- 
bish for  pins  and  other  refuse. 

"  So,  cousin,"  said  the  cheerful  voice  of 
Richard  to  Ada,  behind  me,  "  we  are  never  to 
get  out  of  Chancery  !  We  have  come  by  another 
way  to  our  place  of  meeting  yesterday,  and — by 
the  Great  Seal,  here's  the  old  lady  again  !" 

Truly,  there  she  was,  immediately  in  front  of 
us,  curtseying,  and  smiling,  and  saying,  with  her 
yesterday's  air  of  patronage  : 

"  The  wards  in  Jarndyce  !  Ve-ry  happy,  I 
am  sure  !" 

"  You  are  out  early,  ma'am,"  said  I,  as  she 
curtseyed  to  me. 

"  Ye-es  !  I  usually  walk  here  early.  Before  the 
Court  sits.  It's  retired.  I  collect  my  thoughts 
here  for  the  business  of  the  day,"  said  the  old 
lady,  mincingly.  "The  business  of  the  day 
requires  a  great  deal  of  thought.  Chancery 
justice  is  so  ve-ry  difficult  to  follow." 

"Who's  this.  Miss  Summerson?"  whispered 
Miss  Jellyby,  drawing  my  arm  tighter  througli 
her  own. 

The  little  old  lady's  hearing  was  remarkably 
quick.     She  answered  for  herself  directly. 

"  A  suitor,  my  child.  At  your  service.  I  have 
the  honour  to  attend  court  regularly.  With  my 
documents.  Have  I  the  pleasure  of  addressing 
another  of  the  youthful  parties  in  Jarndyce  ?" 
said  the  old  lady,  recovering  herself,  with  her 
head  on  one  side,  from  a  ver\'  low  curtsey. 

Richard,  anxious  to  atone  for  his  thoughtless- 
ness of  yesterday,  good-naturedly  explained  that 
Miss  Jellyby  was  not  connected  with  the  suit. 

"Ha!"  said  the  old  lady.  "She  does  not 
expect  a  judgment?  She  will  still  grow  old. 
But  not  so  old.  O  dear,  no  !  This  is  the  gar- 
den of  Lincoln's  Inn.  I  call  it  my  garden.  It 
is  quite  a  bower  in  the  summer-time.  Where 
the  birds  sing  melodiously.  I  pass  the  greater 
part  of  the  long  vacation  here.  In  contemplation. 
You  find  the  long  vacation  exceedingly  long, 
don't  you  ?" 
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We  said  yes,  as  she  seemed  to  expect  us  to 
say  so. 

"  When  the  leaves  are  falling  from  the  trees, 
and  there  are  no  more  flowers  in  bloom  to  make 
up  into  nosegays  for  the  Lord  Chancellor's 
court,"  said  the  old  lady,  "  the  vacation  is  ful- 
filled; and  the  sixth  seal,  mentioned  in  the 
Revelations,  again  prevails.  Pray  come  and  see 
my  lodging.  It  will  be  a  good  omen  for  me. 
Youth,  and  hope,  and  beauty,  are  very  seldom 
there.  It  is  a  long  long  time  since  I  had  a  visit 
from  either.," 

She  had  taken  my  hand,  and,  leading  me  and 
Miss  Jellyby  awa)-,  beckoned  Richard  and  Ada 
to  come  too.  I  did  not  know  how  to  excuse 
myself,  and  looked  to  Richard  for  aid.  As  he 
was  half  amused  and  half  curious,  and  all  in 
doubt  how  to  get  rid  of  the  old  lady  without 
offence,  she  continued  to  lead  us  away,  and  he 
and  Ada  continued  to  follow ;  our  strange  con- 
ductress informing  us  all  the  time,  with  much 
smiling  condescension,  that  she  lived  close  by. 

It  was  quite  true,  as  it  soon  appeared.  She 
lived  so  close  by,  that  we  had  not  time  to  have 
done  humouring  her  for  a  few  moments,  before 
she  was  at  home.  Slipping  us  out  at  a  little  side 
gate,  the  old  lady  stopped  most  unexpectedly  in 
a  narrow  back  street,  part  of  some  courts  and 
lanes  immediately  outside  the  wall  of  the  inn, 
and  said,  "  This  is  my  lodging.  Pray  walk  up  !" 
She  had  stopped  at  a  shop,  over  which  was 
written,  Krook,  Rag  and  Bottle  Warehouse. 
Also,  in  long  thin  letters,  Krook,  Dealer  in 
Marine  Stores.  In  one  part  of  the  window 
was  a  picture  of  a  red  paper  mill,  at  which 
a  cart  was  unloading  a  quantity  of  sacks  of 
old  rags.  In  another,  was  the  inscription. 
Bones  Bought.  In  another,  Kitchen-Stuff 
Bought.  In  another,  Old  Iron  Bought.  In 
another,  Waste  Paper  Bought.  In  another. 
Ladies' and  Gentlemen's  Wardrobes  Bought. 
Everything  seemed  to  be  bought,  and  nothing 
to  be  sold  there.  In  all  parts  of  the  window, 
were  quantities  of  dirty  bottles  ;  blacking  bottles, 
medicine  bottles,  ginger-beer  and  soda-water 
bottles,  pickle  bottles,  wine  bottles,  ink  bottles  : 
I  am  reminded  by  mentioning  the  latter,  that 
the  shop  had,  in  several  little  particulars,  the  air 
of  being  in  a  legal  neighbourhood,  and  of  being, 
as  it  were,  a  dirty  hanger-on  and  disowned  re- 
lation of  the  law.  There  were  a  great  many  ink 
bottles.  There  was  a  little  tottering  bench  of 
shabby  old  volumes  outside  the  door,  labelled 
"  Law  Books,  all  at  g^l"  Some  of  the  inscrip- 
tions I  have  enumerated  were  written  in  law- 
hand,  like  the  papers  I  had  seen  in  Kenge  and 
Carboy's  office,  and  the  letters  I  had  so  long 


received  from  the  firm.  Among  them  was  one> 
in.  the  same  writing,  having  nothing  to  do  with 
the  business  of  the  shop,  but  announcing  that  a 
respectable  man  aged  forty-five  wanted  engross- 
ing or  cojjying  to  execute  with  neatness  and 
despatch  :  Address  to  Nemo,  care  of  Mr.  Krook 
within.  There  were  several  second-hand  bags, 
blue  and  red,  hanging  up.  A  little  way  within 
the  shop  door,  lay  heaps  of  old  crackled  parch- 
ment scrolls,  and  discoloured  and  dog's-eared 
law-papers.  I  could  have  fancied  that  all  the 
rusty  keys,  of  which  there  must  have  been  hun- 
dreds huddled  together  as  old  iron,  had  once 
belonged  to  doors  of  rooms  or  strong  chests  in 
lawyers'  offices.  The  litter  of  rags  tumbled 
partly  into  and  partly  out  of  a  one-legged  wooden 
scale,  hanging  without  any  counterpoise  from  a 
beam,  might  have  been  counsellors'  bands  and 
gowns  torn  up.  One  had  only  to  fancy,  as 
Richard  whispered  to  Ada  and  me  while  we  all 
stood  looking  in,  that  yonder  bones  in  a  corner, 
piled  together  and  picked  very  clean,  were  the 
bones  of  clients,  to  make  the  picture  complete. 

As  it  was  still  foggy  and  dark,  and  as  the 
shop  was  blinded  besides  by  the  wall  of  Lin- 
coln's Inn,  intercepting  the  light  within  a  couple 
of  yards,  we  should  not  have  seen  so  much  but 
for  a  lighted  lantern  that  an  old  man  in  spec- 
tacles and  a  hairy  cap  was  carrying  about  in  the 
shop.  Turning  towards  the  door,  he  now  caught 
sight  of  us.  He  w-as  short,  cadaverous,  and 
withered ;  with  his  head  sunk  sideways  between 
his  shoulders,  and  the  breath  issuing  in  visible 
smoke  from  his  mouth,  as  if  he  were  on  fire 
within.  His  throat,  chin,  and  eyebrows  were  so 
frosted  with  white  hairs,  and  so  gnarled  with  veins 
and  puckered  skin,  that  he  looked  from  his  breast 
upward,  like  some  old  root  in  a  fall  of  snow. 

"  Hi  hi ! "  said  the  old  man  coming  to  the 
door.     "  Have  you  anything  to  sell  ?  " 

We  naturally  drew  back  and  glanced  at  our 
conductress,  who  had  been  trying  to  open  the 
house  door  with  a  key  she  had  taken  from  her 
pocket,  and  to  whom  Richard  now  said,  that, 
as  we  had  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  where  she 
lived,  we  would  leave  her,  being  pressed  for 
time.  But  she  was  not  to  be  so  easily  left. 
She  became  so  fantastically  and  pressingly 
earnest  in  her  entreaties  that  we  would  walk 
up,  and  see  her  apartment  for  an  instant ;  and 
was  so  bent,  in  her  harmless  way,  on  leading 
me  in,  as  part  of  the  good  omen  she  desired ; 
that  I  (whatever  the  others  might  do)  saw 
nothing  for  it  but  to  comply.  I  suppose  we 
were  all  more  or  less  curious ; — at  any  rate, 
when  the  old  man  added  his  persuasions  to 
hers,  and  said,  "  Ay,  ay  I  Please  her  !     It  won't 
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take  a  minute  !  Come  in,  come  in  !  Come  in 
through  the  shop,  if  t'other  door's  out  of  order  !  " 
we  all  went  in,  stimulated  by  Richard's  laughing 
encouragement,  and  relying  on  his  protection. 

"  My  landlord,  Krook,"  said  the  little  old 
lady,  condescending  to  him  from  her  lofty 
station,  as  she  presented  him  to  us.  "  He  is 
called  among  the  neighbours  the  Lord  Chan- 
cellor. His  shop  is  called  the  Court  of  Chan- 
cery. He  is  a  very  eccentric  person.  He  is 
very  odd.     Oh,  I  assure  you  he  is  very  odd  !  " 

She  shook  her  head  a  great  many  times,  and 
tapped  her  forehead  with  her  finger,  to  express 
to  us  that  we  must  have  the  goodness  to  excuse 
him,  "For  he  is  a  little — you  know! — M — !" 
said  the  old  lady,  with  great  stateliness.  The 
old  man  overheard,  and  laughed. 

"  It's  true  enough,"  he  said,  going  before  us 
with  the  lantern,  "  that  they  call  me  the  Lord 
Chancellor,  and  call  my  shop  Chancery.  And 
why  do  you  think  they  call  me  the  Lord  Chan- 
cellor, and  my  shop  Chancery  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,  I  am  sure,"  said  Richard 
rather  carelessly. 

"  You  see,"  said  the  old  man,  stopping  and 
turning  round,  "  they — Hi  !  Here's  lovely  hair  ! 
I  have  got  three  sacks  of  ladies'  hair  below,  but 
none  so  beautiful  and  fine  as  this.  What  colour, 
and  what  texture  !  " 

"  That'll  do,  my  good  friend  !  "  said  Richard, 
strongly  disapproving  of  his  having  drawn  one 
of  Ada's  tresses  through  his  yellow  hand. 
"  You  can  admire  as  the  rest  of  us  do,  without 
taking  that  liberty." 

The  old  man  darted  at  him  a  sudden  look, 
which  even  called  my  attention  from  Ada,  who 
startled  and  blushing,  was  so  remarkably  beau- 
tiful that  she  seemed  to  fix  the  wandering  at- 
tention of  the  little  old  lady  herself  But  as 
Ada  interposed,  and  laughingly  said  she  could 
only  feel  proud  of  such  genuine  admiration,  Mr. 
Krook  shrunk  into  his  former  self  as  suddenly 
as  he  had  leaped  out  of  it. 

"You  see  I  have  so  many  things  here,"  he 
resumed,  holding  up  the  lantern,  "  of  so  many 
kinds,  and  all,  as  the  neighbours  think  (but  they 
know  nothing),  wasting  away  and  going  to 
rack  and  ruin,  that  that's  why  they  have  given 
me  and  my  place  a  christening.  And  I  have  so 
many  old  parchmentses  and  papers  in  my  stock. 
And  I  have  a  liking  for  rust  and  must  and  cob- 
webs. And  all's  fish  that  comes  to  my  net. 
And  I  can't  abear  to  part  with  anything  I  once 
lay  hold  of  (or  so  my  neighbours  think,  but  what 
do  they  know  ?)  or  to  alter  anything,  or  to  have 
any  sweeping,  nor  scouring,  nor  cleaning,  nor 
repairing  going  on  about  me.     That's  the  way 


I've  got  the  ill  name  of  Chancery.  /  don't 
mind.  I  go  to  see  my  noble  and  learned 
brother  pr«tty  well  every  day,  when  he  sits  in 
the  Inn.  He  don't  notice  me,  but  I  notice  him. 
There's  no  great  odds  betwixt  us.  We  both 
grub  on  in  a  muddle.     Hi,  Lady  Jane  !  " 

A  large  grey  cat  leaped  from  some  neighbour- 
ing shelf  on  his  shoulder,  and  startled  us'all. 

"  Hi !  show  'em  how  you  scratch.  Hi !  Tear, 
my  lady  !  "  said  her  master. 

The  cat  leaped  down,  and  ripped  at  a  bundle 
of  rags  with  her  tigerish  claws,  with  a  sound 
that  it  set  my  teeth  on  edge  to  hear. 

"  She'd  do  as  much  for  any  one  I  was  to 
set  her  on,"  said  the  old  man.  "  I  deal  in  cat- 
skins  among  other  general  matters,  and  hers 
was  offered  to  me.  It's  a  very  fine  skin,  as 
you  may  see,  but  I  didn't  have  it  stripped 
off !  That  warn't  like  Chancery  practice  though, 
says  you  ! " 

He  had  by  this  time  led  us  across  the  shop, 
and  now  opened  a  door  in  the  back  part  of  it, 
leading  to  the  house-entry.  As  he  stood  with 
his  hand  upon  the  lock,  the  little  old  lady  gra- 
ciously observed  to  him  before  passing  out : 

"  That  will  do,  Krook.  You  mean  well,  but 
are  tiresome.  My  young  friends  are  pressed  for 
time.  I  have  none  to  spare  myself,  having  to 
attend  court  very  soon.  ]\Iy  young  friends  are 
the  wards  in  Jarndyce." 

"  Jarndyce  ! "  said  the  old  man  with  a  start. 

"Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce.  The  great  suit, 
Krook,"  returned  his  lodger. 

"  Hi ! "  exclaimed  the  old  man,  in  a  tone  of 
thoughtful  amazement,  and  with  a  wider  stare 
than  before.    "  Think  of  it ! " 

He  seemed  so  rapt  all  in  a  moment,  and 
looked  so  curiously  at  us,  that  Richard  said  : 

"  "Why  you  appear  to  trouble  }'ourself  a  good 
deal  about  the  causes  before  your  noble  and 
learned  brother,  the  other  Chancellor !  " 

"  Yes,"  said  the  old  man,  abstractedly.  "  Sure  ! 
Your  name  now  will  be " 

"  Richard  Carstone." 

"  Carstone,"  he  repeated,  slowly  checking  off 
that  name  upon  his  forefinger  ;  and  each  of  the 
others  he  went  on  to  mention,  upon  a  separate 
finger.  "  Yes.  There  was  the  name  of  Bar- 
bary,  and  the  name  of  Clare,  and  the  name  of 
Dedlock,  too,  I  think." 

"  He  knows  as  much  of  the  cause  as  the  real 
salaried  Chancellor  ! "  said  Richard,  quite  asto- 
nished, to  Ada  and  me. 

"Ay!"  said  the  old  man,  coming  slowly  out 
of  his  abstraction.  "  Yes  !  Tom  Jarndyce — 
you'll  excuse  me,  being  related  ;  but  he  was 
never  known  about  court  by  any  other  name, 


28 


BLEAK  HOUSE. 


and  was  as  well  known  there,  as — she  is  now;" 

nodding  slightly  at  his  lodger;  "Tom  Jarndyce 
was  often  in  here.  He  got  into  a  restless  habit 
of  strolling  about  when  the  cause  was  on,  or 
expected,  talking  to  the  little  shopkeepers,  and 
telling  'em  to  keep  out  of  Chancery,  whatever 
they  did.  '  For,'  says  he,  '  it's  being  ground  to 
bits  in  a  slow  mill ;  it's  being  roasted  at  a  slow 
fire ;  it's  being  stung  to  death  by  single  bees ; 
it's  being  dro\\'ned  by  drops ;  it's  going  mad  by 
grains.'  He  was  as  near  making  away  with 
himself,  just  where  the  young  lady  stands,  as 
near  could  be." 

We  listened  with  horror. 

"  He  come  in  at  the  door,"  said  the  old  man, 
slowly  pointing  an  imaginary  track  along  the 
shop,  '*  on  the  day  he  did  it — the  whole  neigh- 
bourhood had  said  for  months  before,  that 
he  would  do  it,  of  a  certainty  sooner  or  later — 
he  come  in  at  the  door  that  day,  and  walked 
along  there,  and  sat  himself  on  a  bench  that 
stood  there,  and  asked  me  (you'll  judge  I  was  a 
mortal  sight  younger  then)  to  fetch  him  a  pint 
of  wine.  '  For,' says  he,  'Krook,  I  am' much 
depressed ;  my  cause  is  on  again,  and  I  think 
I'm  nearer  judgment  than  I  ever  was.'  I 
hadn't  a  mind  to  leave  him  alone ;  and  I 
persuaded  him  to  go  to  the  tavern  over  the 
way  there,  t'other  side  my  lane  (I  mean  Chan- 
cery-lane) ;  and  I  followed  and  looked  in  at 
the  window,  and  saw  him,  comfortable  as  I 
thought,  in  the  arm-chair  by  the  fire,  and  com- 
pany with  him.  I  hadn't  hardly  got  back  here, 
when  I  heard  a  shot  go  echoing  and  rattling 
right  away  into  the  inn.  I  ran  out — neighbours 
ran  out — twenty  of  us  cried  at  once,  'Tom 
Jarndyce ! '  " 

The  old  man  stopped,  looked  hard  at  us, 
looked  down  into  the  lantern,  blew  the  light  out, 
and  shut  the  lantern  up. 

'•We  were  right,  I  needn't  tell  the  present 
hearers.  Hi !  To  be  sure,  how  the  neighbour- 
hood poured  into  court  that  afternoon  while  the 
cause  was  on  !  How  my  noble  and  learned 
brother,  and  all  the  rest  of  'cm,  grubbed  and 
muddled  away  as  usual,  and  tried  to  look  as  if 
they  hadn't  heard  a  word  of  the  last  fact  in  the 
case ;  or  as  if  they  had — O  dear  me  !  nothing  at 
all  to  do  with  it,  if  they  had  heard  of  it  by  any 
chance  ! " 

Ada's  colour  had  entirely  left  her,  and  Richard 
was  scarcely  less  pale.  Nor  could  I  wonder, 
judging  even  from  my  emotions,  and  I  was  no 
party  in  the  suit,  that  to  hearts  so  untried  and 
fresh,  it  was  a  shock  to  come  into  the  inheritance 
of  a  protracted  misery,  attended  in  the  minds  of 
many  people  with  such  dreadful  recollections. 


I  had  another  uneasiness,  in  the  application  of 

the  jiainful  story  to  the  poor  half-witted  creature 
who  had  brought  us  there  ;  but,  to  my  surprise, 
she  seemed  perfectly  unconscious  of  that,  and 
only  led  the  way  ui)-stairs  again  ;  informing  us, 
with  the  toleration  of  a  superior  creature  for  the 
infirmities  of  a  common  mortal,  that  her  land- 
lortl  was  "  a  little — M — ,  you  know  !  " 

She  lived  at  the  top  of  the  house,  in  a  pretty 
large  room,  from  which  she  had  a  glimpse  of  the 
rpof  of  Lincoln's  Inn  Hall.  Thiis  seemed  to 
have  been  her  principal  inducement,  originally, 
for  taking  up  her  residence  there.  She  could 
look  at  it,  she  said,  in  the  night :  especially  in 
the  moonshine.  Her  room  was  clean,  but  very, 
very  bare.  I  noticed  the  scantiest  necessaries  in 
the  way  of  furniture  ;  a  few  old  prints  from  book?, 
of  Chancellors  and  barristers,  wafered  against 
the  wall;  and  some  half-dozen  reticules  and 
work-bags,  "  containing  documents,"  as  she  in- 
formed us.  There  were  neither  coals  nor  ashes 
in  the  grate,  and  I  saw  no  articles  of  clothing 
anywhere,  nor  any  kind  of  food.  Upon  a  shelf 
in  an  open  cupboard  were  a  plate  or  two,  a  cup 
or  two,  and  so  forth  ;  but  all  dry  and  empty. 
There  was  a  more  affecting  meaning  in  her 
pinched  appearance,  I  thought  as  I  looked 
round,  than  I  had  understood  before. 

"  Extremely  honoured,  I  am  sure,"  said  our 
poor  hostess,  with  the  greatest  suavit}-,  "  by  this 
visit  from  the  wards  in  Jarndyce.  And  very  much 
indebted  for  the  omen.  It  is  a  retired  situation. 
Considering.  I  am  Hmited  as  to  situation.  In 
consequence  of  the  necessity  of  attending  on  the 
Chancellor.  I  have  lived  here  many  years.  I 
pass  my  days  in  court;  my  evenings  and  my 
nights  here.  I  find  the  nights  long,  for  I  sleep 
but  little,  and  think  much.  That  is,  of  course, 
unavoidable  ;  being  in  Chancery.  I  am  sorry  I 
cannot  offer  chocolate.  I  expect  a  judgment 
shortly,  and  shall  then  place  my  establishment 
on  a  superior  footing.  At  present,  I  don't  mind 
confessing  to  the  wards  in  Jarndyce  (in  strict 
confidence),  that  I  sometimes  find  it  difficult  to 
keep  up  a  genteel  appearance.  I  have  felt  the 
cold  here.  I  have  felt  something  sharper  than 
cold.  It  matters  very  little.  Pray  excuse  the 
introduction  of  such  mean  topics." 

She  partly  drew  aside  the  curtain  of  the  long 
low  garret-window,  and  called  our  attention  to  a 
number  of  birdcages  hanging  there  :  some  con- 
taining several  birds.  There  were  larks,  linnets, 
and  goldfinches— I  should  think  at  least  twenty. 

"  I  began  to  keep  the  little  creatures,"  she 
said,  "  with  an  object  that  the  wards  will  readily 
comprehend.  With  the  intention  of  restoring 
them  to  liberty.     When  my  judgment  should  be 
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given.  Ye-es !  They  die  in  prison,  though. 
Their  lives,  poor  silly  things,  are  so  short  in 
comparison  with  Chancery  jjroceedings,  that, 
one  by  one,  the  whole  collection  has  died  over 
and  over  again.  I  doubt,  do  you  know,  whether 
one  of  these,  though  they  are  all  young,  will  live 
to  be  free  !     Ve-ry  mortifying,  is  it  not  ?  " 

Although  she  sometimes  asked  a  question, 
she  never  seemed  to  expect  a  reply  ;  but  rambled 
on  as  if  she  were  in  the  habit  of  doing  so,  when 
no  one  but  herself  was  present. 

"Indeed,"'  she  pursued,  "I  positively  doubt 


sometimes,  I  do  assure  you,  whether  while  mat- 
ters are  still  unsettled,  and  the  sixth  or  Great 
Seal  still  prevails,  /  may  not  one  day  be  found 
lying  stark  and  senseless  here,  as  I  have  found 
so  many  birds  ! " 

Richard,  answering  what  he  saw  in  Ada's 
compassionate  eyes,  took  the  opportunity  of 
laying  some  money,  softly  and  unobserved,  on 
the  chimney-piece,  ^^'e  all  drew  nearer  to  the 
cages,  feigning  to  examine  the  birds. 

"  I  can't  allow  them  to  sing  much,"  said  the 
little  old  lady,  "  for  (you'll  think  this  curious)  I 


AVE  ARE  NOT  SO  PREJUDICED  AS  TO  SUPPOSE  THAT  IN  PRIVATE  LIFE  YOU  ARE  OTHERWISE  THAN  A  VERY  ESTIM- 
ABLE MAN,  WITH  A  GREAT  DEAL  OF  POETRY  IN  YOUR  NATURE,  OF  WHICH  YOU  .MAY  NOT  BE  CONSCIOUS." 


find  my  mind  confused  by  the  idea  that  they  are 
singing,  while  I  am  following  the  arguments  in 
court.  And  my  mind  requires  to  be  so  very 
clear,  you  know.  Another  time,  I'll  tell  you 
their  names.  Not  at  present.  On  a  day  of 
such  good  omen,  they  shall  sing  as  much  as  they 
like.  In  honour  of  youth,"  a  smile  and  curtsey ; 
"  hope,"  a  smile  and  curtsey  ;  "  and  beauty,"  a 
smile  and  curtsey.  "  There  !  We'll  let  in  the 
full  light." 

The  birds  began  to  stir  and  chirp. 

"  I  cannot  admit  the  air  freely,"  said  the  little 
old  lady  \  the  room  was  close,  and  would  have 


been  the  better  for  it ;  "  because  the  cat  you  sa.v 
down-stairs — called  Lady  Jane — is  greedy  for 
their  lives.  She  crouches  on  the  parapet  out- 
side for  hours  and  hours,  I  have  discovered," 
whispering  mysteriously,  "  that  her  natural 
cruelty  is  sharpened  by  a  jealous  fear  of  their 
regaining  their  liberty.  In  consequence  of  the 
judgment  I  expect  being  sliortly  given.  She  is 
sly  and  full  of  malice.  I  half  believe,  some- 
times, that  she  is  no  cat,  but  the  wolf  of  the  old 
saying.  It  is  so  very  dlflicult  to  keep  her  from 
the  door." 

Some  neighbouring  bells,  reminding  the  poor 
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soul  that  it  was  half-past  nine,  did  more  for  us 
in  the  way  of  bringing  our  visit  to  an  end,  than 
we  could  easily  have  done  for  ourselves.  She 
hurriedly  took  up  her  little  bag  of  documents, 
which  she  had  laid  upon  the  table  on  coming 
in,  and  asked  if  we  were  also  going  into  court  ? 
On  our  answering  no,  and  that  we  would  on  no 
account  detain  her,  she  opened  the  door  to 
attend  us  down-stairs. 

'•  With  such  an  omen,  it  is  even  more  neces- 
sary than  usual  that  I  should  be  there  before  the 
Chancellor  comes  in,"  said  she,  "  for  he  might 
mention  my  case  the  first  thing.  I  have  a  pre- 
sentiment that  he  ivill  mention  it  the  first  thing 
this  morning." 

She  stopped  to  tell  us,  in  a  whisper,  as  we 
were  going  down,  that  the  whole  house  was 
filled  with  strange  lumber  which  her  landlord 
had  bought  piecemeal,  and  had  no  wish  to  sell 
— in  consequence  of  being  a  little — M — .  This 
was  on  the  first  floor.  But  she  had  made  a 
previous  stoppage  on  the  second  floor,  and  had 
silently  pointed  at  a  dark  door  there. 

"  The  only  other  lodger,"  she  now  whispered, 
in  explanation ;  "  a  law-writer.  The  children  in 
the  lanes  here,  say  he  has  sold  himself  to  the 
devil.  I  don't  know  what  he  can  have  done 
with  the  money.     Hush  !  " 

She  appeared  to  mistrust  that  the  lodger  might 
hear  her,  even  there  ;  and  repeating  "  Hush  ! " 
went  before  us  on  tiptoe,  as  though  even  the  sound 
of  her  footsteps  might  reveal  to  him  what  she 
had  said. 

Passing  through  the  shop  on  our  way  out,  as 
we  had  passed  through  it  on  our  way  in,  we 
found  th6  old  man  storing  a  quantity  of  packets 
of  waste  paper,  in  a  kind  of  Avell  in  the  floor. 
He  seemed  to  be  working  hard,  with  the  per- 
spiration standing  on  his  forehead,  and  had  a 
piece  of  chalk  by  him  ;  with  which,  as  he  put 
each  separate  package  or  bundle  do\\ai,  he  made 
a  crooked  mark  on  the  panelling  of  the  wall. 

Richard  and  Ada,  and  Miss  Jellyby,  and  the 
little  old  lady,  had  gone  by  him,  and  I  was 
going,  when  he  touched  me  on  the  arm  to  stay 
me,  and  chalked  the  letter  J  upon  the  wall — in 
a  very  curious  manner,  beginning  with  the  end 
of  the  letter  and  shaping  it  backward.  It  was  a 
capital  letter,  not  a  printed  one,  but  just  such  a 
letter  as  any  clerk  in  Messrs.  Kenge  and  Car- 
boy's office  would  have  made. 

"  Can  you  read  it  ?  "  he  asked  me  with  a  keen 
glance. 

"  Surely,"  said  I.     "  It's  very  plain." 

"What  is  it?" 

"J." 

\^  ith  another  glance  at  me,  and  a  glance  at 


the  door,  he  rubbed  it  out,  and  turned  an  a  in 
its  place  (not  a  capital  letter  this  time),  and 
said,  "What's  that?" 

I  told  him.  He  then  rubbed  that  out  and 
turned  the  letter  r,  and  asked  me  the  same 
question.  He  went  on  quickly,  until  he  had 
formed,  in  the  same  curious  manner,  beginning 
at  the  ends  and  bottoms  of  the  letters,  the  word 
Jarndyce,  without  once  leaving  two  letters  on 
the  wall  together. 

"  What  does  that  spell  ?"  he  asked  me. 

When  I  told  him,  he  laughed.  In  the  same 
odd  way,  yet  with  the  same  rapidity,  he  then 
produced  singly,  and  rubbed  out  singly,  the 
letters  forming  the  words  Bleak  House,  These, 
in  some  astonishment,  I  also  read;  and  he 
laughed  again. 

"  Hi  ! "  said  the  old  man,  laying  aside  the 
chalk,  "  I  have  a  turn  for  copying  from  memory, 
you  see,  miss,  though  I  can  neither  read  nor 
write." 

He  looked  so  disagreeable,  and  his  cat  looked 
so  wickedly  at  me,  as  if  I  were  a  blood  relation 
of  the  birds  up-stairs,  that  I  was  quite  relieved 
by  Richard's  appearing  at  the  door  and  saying  : 

"  Miss  Summerson,  I  hope  you  are  not  bar- 
gaining for  the  sale  of  your  hair.  Don't  be 
tempted.  Three  sacks  below  are  quite  enough 
forMr.  Krook!" 

I  lost  no  time  in  wishing  Mr,  Krook  good 
morning,  and  joining  my  friends  outside,  where 
we  parted  with  the  little  old  lady,  who  gave  us 
her  blessing  with  great  ceremony,  and  renewed 
her  assurance  of  yesterday  in  reference  to  her 
intention  of  settling  estates  on  Ada  and  me. 
Before  we  finally  turned  out  of  those  lanes,  we 
looked  back,  and  saw  Mr.  Krook  standing  at 
his  shop  door,  in  his  spectacles,  looking  after  us, 
with  his  cat  upon  his  shoulder,  and  her  tail 
sticking  up  on  one  side  of  his  hairy  cap,  like  a 
tall  feather. 

"  Quite  an  adventure  for  a  morning  in  Lon- 
don !"  said  Richard,  with  a  sigh.  "Ah,  cousin, 
cousin,  it's  a  weary  word  this  Chancery  ! " 

"  It  is  to  me,  and  has  been  ever  since  I  can 
remember,"  returned  Ada.  "  I  am  grieved  that 
I  should  be  the  enemy — as  I  suppose  I  am — of 
a  great  number  of  relations  and  others ;  and 
that  they  should  be  my  enemies — as  I  suppose 
they  are ;  and  that  we  should  all  be  ruining  one 
another,  without  knowing  how  or  why,  and  be 
in  constant  doubt  and  discord  all  our  lives.  It 
seems  very  strange,  as  there  must  be  right  some- 
where, that  an  honest  judge  in  real  earnest  has 
not  been  able  to  find  out  through  all  these  years 
where  it  is." 

"  Ah,  cousin  !  "  said  Richard.     "  Strange,  in- 
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deed  !  all  this  wasteful  wanton  chess-playing  is 
very  strange.  To  see  that  composed  court  yes- 
terday jogging  on  so  serenely,  and  to  think  of 
the  wretchedness  of  the  pieces  on  the  board, 
gave  me  the  headache  and  the  heartache  both  to- 
gether. My  head  ached  with  wondering  how  it 
happened,  if  men  were  neither  fools  nor  rascals; 
and  my  heart  ached  to  think  they  could  possibly 
be  either.  But  at  all  events,  Ada — I  may  call 
you  Ada?" 

"  Of  course  you  may,  cousin  Richard." 

"  At  all  events,  Ada,  Chancery  will  work 
none  of  its  bad  influence  on  us.  We  have  hap- 
pily been  brought  together,  thanks  to  our  good 
kinsman,  and  it  can't  divide  us  now  !" 

"  Never,  I  hope,  cousin  Richard  !"  said  Ada, 
gently. 

Miss  Jellyby  gave  my  arm  a  squeeze,  and  me 
a  very  significant  look.  I  smiled  in  return,  and 
we  made  the  rest  of  the  way  back  very  plea- 
santly. 

In  half  an  hour  after  our  arrival,  Mrs.  Jellyby 
appeared  ;  and  in  the  course  of  an  hour  the 
various  things  necessary  for  breakfast  straggled 
one  by  one  into  the  dining-room.  I  do  not 
doubt  that  Mrs.  Jellyby  had  gone  to  bed,  and 
got  up  in  the  usual  manner,  but  she  presented 
no  appearance  of  having  changed  her  dress. 
She  was  greatly  occupied  during  breakfast ;  for 
the  morning's  post  brought  a  heavy  correspond- 
ence relative  to  Borrioboola-Gha,  which  would 
occasion  her  (she  said)  to  pass  a  busy  day. 
The  children  tumbled  about,  and  notched 
memoranda  of  their  accidents  in  their  legs, 
which  were  perfect  little  calendars  of  distress ; 
and  Peepy  was  lost  for  an  hour  and  a  half,  and 
brought  home  from  Newgate  market  by  a 
policeman.  The  equable  manner  in  which  Mrs. 
Jellyby  sustained  both  his  absence,  and  his  re- 
storation to  the  family  circle,  surprised  us  all. 

She  was  by  that  time  perseveringly  dictating 
to  Caddy,  and  Caddy  was  fast  relapsing  into 
the  inky  condition  in  which  we  had  found  her. 
At  one  o'clock  an  open  carriage  arrived  for  us, 
and  a  cart  for  our  luggage.  Mrs.  Jellyby  charged 
us  with  many  remembrances  to  her  good  friend, 
Mr.  Jarndyce;  Caddy  left  her  desk  to  see  us 
depart,  kissed  me  in  the  passage,  and  stood, 
biting  her  pen,  and  sobbing  on  the  steps; 
Peep}',  I  am  happy  to  say,  was  asleep,  and 
spared  the  j^ain  of  separation  (I  was  not  without 
misgivings  that  he  had  gone  to  Newgate  market 
in  search  of  me) ;  and  all  the  other  children  got 
up  behind  the  barouche  and  fell  oft",  and  we  saw 
them,  with  great  concern,  scattered  over  the 
surface  of  Thavies'  Inn,  as  we  rolled  out  of  its 
precincts. 


CHAPTER  VI. 


QUITE     AT     HOME. 


HE  day  had  brightened  very  much, 
and  still  brightened  as  we  went 
westAvard.  ^^'e  went  our  way  through 
the  sunshine  and  the  fresh  air,  won- 
dering more  and  more  at  the  extent 
of  the  streets,  the  brilliancy  of  the  shops, 
the  great  traflic,  and  the  crowds  of 
people  whom  the  jileasanter  weather 
seemed  to  have  brought  out  like  many-coloured 
flowers.  By-and-by  we  began  to  leave  the  won- 
derful city,  and  to  proceed  through  suburbs 
which,  of  themselves,  would  have  made  a  pretty 
large  town,  in  my  eyes ;  and  at  last  we  got  into 
a  real  country  road  again,  with  windmills,  rick- 
yards,  milestones,  farmers'  waggons,  scents  of 
old  hay,  swinging  signs  and  horse  troughs  :  trees, 
fields,  and  hedgerows.  It  was  delightful  to  see 
the  green  landscape  before  us,  and  the  immense 
metropolis  behind  ;  and  when  a  waggon,  with  a 
train  of  beautiful  horses,  furnished  with  red  trap- 
pings and  clear-sounding  bells,  came  by  us  with 
its  music,  I  believe  we  could  all  three  have 
sung  to  the  bells,  so  cheerful  were  the  influences 
around. 

"  The  whole  road  has  been  reminding  me  of 
my  namesake  Whittington,"  said  Richard,  "and 
that  waggon  is  the  finishing  touch.  Halloa ! 
what's  the  matter?" 

We  had  stopped,  and  the  waggon  had  stopped 
too.  Its  music  changed  as  the  horses  came  to 
a  stand,  and  subsided  to  a  gentle  tinkling,  ex- 
cept when  a  horse  tossed  his  head,  or  shook 
himself,  and  sprinkled  oft"  a  little  shower  of  bell- 
ringing. 

"  Our  postillion  is  looking  after  the  wag- 
goner," said  Richard ;  "  and  the  waggoner  is 
coming  back  .after  us.  Good  day,  friend  !  " 
The  waggoner  was  at  our  coach-door.  '•  Why, 
here's  an  extraordinary  thing  !"  added  Richard, 
looking  closely  at  the  man.  "  He  has  got 
your  name,  Ada,  in  his  hat ! " 

He  had  all  our  names  in  his  hat.  Tucked 
within  the  band,  were  three  small  notes ;  one, 
addressed  to  Ada ;  one,  to  Richard  ;  one,  to 
me.  These  the  waggoner  delivered  to  each  of 
us  respectively,  reading  the  name  aloud  first. 
In  answer  to  Ricliard's  inquiry  from  whom  they 
came,  he  briefly  answered,  '"  Master,  sir,  if  you 
l)lease  ;"  and,  putting  on  his  hat  again  (which 
was  like  a  soft  bowl),  cracked  his  whip,  re- 
a\\'akened  his  music,  and  went  melodiously  away. 

"Is  that  Mr.  Jarndyce's  waggon?"  said 
Richard,  calling  to  our  post-boy. 
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"■  Yes,  sir,"  he  replied.     "  Going  to  London." 
We  opened  die  notes.     Each  was  a  counter- 
part of  the  other,  and  contained  these  words,  in 
a  sohd,  plain  hand. 

"  I  look  forward,  mj'  dear,  to  our  meeting  easily,  and 
without  constraint  on  cither  side.  I  therefore  have  to 
propose  that  we  meet  as  old  friends,  and  take  the  past 
for  granted.  It  will  be  a  relief  to  you  possibly,  and  to 
me  certainly,  and  so  my  love  to  you. 

""  John  Jarndyce." 

I  had,  perhaps,  less  reason  to  be  surprised 
than  either  of  my  companions,  having  never  yet 
enjoyed  an  opportunity  of  thanking  one  who 
had  been  my  benefactor  and  sole  earthly  de- 
pendence through  so  many  years.  I  had  not 
considered  how  I  could  thank  him,  my  gratitude 
lying  too  deep  in  my  heart  for  that ;  but  I  now 
began  to  consider  how  I  could  meet  him  with- 
out thanking  him,  and  felt  it  would  be  very  dif- 
ficult indeed. 

The  notes  revived,  in  Richard  and  Ada,  a 
general  impression  that  they  both  had,  without 
quite  knowing  how  they  came  by  it,  that  their 
cousin  Jarndyce  could  never  bear  acknowledg- 
ments for  any  kindness  he  performed,  and  that, 
sooner  than  receive  any,  he  would  resort  to  the 
most  singular  expedients  and  evasions,  or  would 
even  run  away.  Ada  dimly  remembered  to 
have  heard  her  mother  tell,  when  she  was  a  very 
little  child,  that  he  had  once  done  her  an  act  of 
uncommon  generosity,  and  that  on  her  going  to 
his  house  to  thank  him,  he  happened  to  see  her 
through  a  window  coming  to  the  door,  and  im- 
mediately escaped  by  the  back  gate,  and  was 
not  heard  of  for  three  months.  This  discourse 
led  to  a  great  deal  more  on  the  same  theme,  and 
indeed  it  lasted  us  all  day,  and  we  talked  of 
scarcely  anything  else.  If  we  did,  by  any 
chance,  diverge  into  another  subject,  we  soon 
returned  to  this  ;  and  wondered  what  the  house 
would  be  like,  and  when  we  should  get  there, 
and  whether  we  should  see  Mr.  Jarndyce  as 
soon  as  we  arrived,  or  after  a  delay,  and  what 
he  would  say  to  us,  and  what  we  should  say  to 
him.  All  of  which  we  wondered  about,  over 
and  over  again. 

The  roads  were  very  heavy  for  the  horses,  but 
the  pathway  was  generally  good  ;  so  we  alighted 
and  walked  up  all  the  hills,  and  liked  it  so  w^ell 
that  we  prolonged  our  walk  on  the  level  ground 
when  we  got  to  the  top.  At  Barnet  there  were 
other  horses  waiting  for  us  ;  but  as  they  had 
only  just  been  fed,  we  had  to  wait  for  them  too, 
and  got  a  long  fresh  walk  over  a  common  and 
an  old  battle-field,  before  the  carriage  came  up. 
These  delays  so  protracted  the  journey,  that  the 


short  day  was  spent,  and  the  long  night  had 
closed  in,  before  we  came  to  St.  Albans  ;  near 
to  which  town  Bleak  House  was,  we  knew. 

By  that  time  we  were  so  anxious  and  nervous, 
that  even  Richard  confessed,  as  we  rattled  over 
the  stones  of  the  old  street,  to  feeling  an  irra- 
tional desire  to  drive  back  again.  As  to  Ada 
and  me,  whom  he  had  wrapped  up  with  great 
care,  the  night  being  sharp  and  frosty,  we 
trembled  from  head  to  foot.  When  we  turned 
out  of  the  town,  round  a  corner,  and  Richard 
told  us  that  the  post-boy,  who  had  for  a  long 
time  sympathised  with  our  heightened  expecta- 
tion, was  looking  back  and  nodding,  we  both 
stood  up  in  the  carriage  (Richard  holding  Ada, 
lest  she  should  be  jolted  down),  and  gazed 
round  upon  the  open  country  and  the  starlight 
night,  for  our  destination.  There  was  a  light 
sparkling  on  the  top  of  a  hill  before  us,  and  the 
driver,  pointing  to  it  with  his  whip  and  crying, 
"That's  Bleak  House  !  "  put  his  horses  into  a 
canter,  and  took  us  forward  at  such  a  rate,  up- 
hill though  it  was,  that  the  wheels  sent  the  road- 
drift  flying  about  our  heads  like  spray  from  a 
water-mill.  Presently  we  lost  the  light,  pre- 
sently saw  it,  presently  lost  it,  presently  saw  it, 
and  turned  into  an  avenue  of  trees,  and  cantered 
up  towards  where  it  was  beaming  brightly.  It 
was  in  a  window  of  what  seemed  to  be  an  old- 
fashioned  house,  with  three  peaks  in  the  roof  in 
front,  and  a  circular  sweep  leading  to  the  porch. 
A  bell  was  rung  as  we  drew  up,  and  amidst  the 
sound  of  its  deep  voice  in  the  still  air,  and  the 
distant  barking  of  some  dogs,  and  a  gush  of 
light  from  the  opened  door,  and  the  smoking 
and  steaming  of  the  heated  horses,  and  the 
quickened  beating  of  our  own  hearts,  v/e  alighted 
in  no  inconsiderable  confusion. 

"  Ada,  my  love,  Esther,  my  dear,  you  are 
welcome.  I  rejoice  to  see  you  !  Rick,  if  I 
had  a  hand  to  spare  at  present,  I  would  give  it 
you  !  " 

The  gentleman  who  said  these  words  in  a 
clear,  bright,  hospitable  voice,  had  one  of  his 
arms  round  Ada's  waist,  and  the  other  round 
mine,  and  kissed  us  both  in  a  fatherly  way,  and 
bore  us  across  the  hall  into  a  ruddy  little  room, 
all  in  a  glow  with  a  blazing  fire.  Here  he 
kissed  us  again,  and,  opening  his  arms,  made  us 
sit  down  side  by  side,  on  a  sofa  ready  drawn 
out  near  the  hearth.  I  felt  that  if  we  had  been 
at  all  demonstrative,  he  would  have  run  away  in 
a  moment. 

"  Now,  Rick  !  "  said  he,  "  I  have  a  hand  at 
liberty.  A  word  in  earnest  is  as  good  as  a 
speech.  I  am  heartily  glad  to  see  you.  You 
are  at  home.     AVarm  yourself  !  " 
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Richard  shook  him  by  both  hands  with  an 
intuitive  mixture  of  respect  and  frankness,  and 
only  saying  (though  with  an  earnestness  that 
rather  alarmed  me,  I  was  so  afraid  of  Mr.  Jarn- 
dyce's  suddenly  disappearing),  "  You  are  very 
kind,  sir !  We  are  very  much  obliged  to  you  ! "  laid 
aside  his  hat  and  coat,  and  came  up  to  the  fire. 

"  And  how  did  you  like  the  ride  ?  And  how 
did  you  like  Mrs.  Jellyby,  my  dear  ?  "  said  Mr, 
Jamdyce  to  Ada. 

While  Ada  was  speaking  to  him  in  reply,  I 
glanced  (I  need  not  say  with  how  much,  interest) 
at  his  face.  It  was  a  handsome,  lively,  quick 
face,  full  of  change  and  motion ;  and  his  hair 
was  a  silvered  iron-grey.  I  took  him  to  be 
nearer  sixty  than  fifty,  but  he  was  upright,  hearty, 
and  robust.  From  the  moment  of  his  first  speak- 
ing to  us,  his  voice  had  connected  itself  with  an 
association  in  my  mind  that  I  could  not  define ; 
but  now,  all  at  once,  a  something  sudden  in  his 
manner,  and  a  pleasant  expression  in  his  eyes, 
recalled  the  gentleman  in  the  stage-coach,  six 
years  ago,  on  the  memorable  day  of  my  journey 
to  Reading.  I  was  certain  it  was  he.  I  never 
was  so  frightened  in  my  life  as  when  I  niade  the 
discovery,  for  he  caught  my  glance,  and  appear- 
ing to  read  my  thoughts,  gave  such  a  look  at 
the  door  that  I  thought  we  had  lost  him. 

However,  I  am  happy  to  say  he  remained 
where  he  was,  and  asked  me  v/hat  /  thought  of 
Mrs.  Jellyby? 

''  She  exerts  herself  very  much  for  Africa,  sir," 
I  said. 

"Nobly!"  returned  Mr.  Jarndyce.  "But 
you  answer  like  Ada."  Whom  I  had  not  heard. 
"  You  all  think  something  else,  I  see." 

"We  rather  thought,"  said  I,  glancing  at 
Richard  and  Ada,  who  entreated  me  with  their 
eyes  to  speak,  "  that  perhaps  she  was  a  little 
unmindful  of  her  home." 

"  Floored  !  "  cried  Mr.  Jarndyce. 

I  was  rather  alarmed  again. 

"  Well !  I  want  to  know  your  real  thoughts, 
my  dear.  I  may  have  sent  you  there  on  pur- 
pose." 

"  We  thought  that,  perhaps,"  said  I,  hesitating, 
"  it  is  right  to  begin  with  the  obligations  of 
home,  sir;  and  that,  perhaps,  while  those  are 
overlooked  and  neglected,  no  other  duties  can 
possibly  be  substituted  for  them." 

"  The  little  Jellybys,"  said  Richard,  coming 
to  my  rehef,  "  are  really — I  can't  help  expressing 
myself  strongly,  sir — in  a  devil  of  a  state." 

"  She  means  well,"  said  Mr.  Jarndyce,  hastily. 
"  The  wind's  in  the  east." 

"  It  was  in  the  north,  sir,  as  we  came  down," 
observed  Richard. 


"  My  dear  Rick,"  said  Mr.  Jarndyce,  poking 
the  fire ;  "  I'll  take  an  oath  it's  either  in  the 
east,  or  going  to  be.  I  am  always  conscious  of 
an  uncomfortable  sensation  now  and  then  when 
the  wind  is  blowing  in  the  east." 

"  Rheumatism,  sir  ?  "  said  Richard. 

"  I  dare  say  it  is,  Rick.  I  believe  it  is.  And 
so  the  httle  Jell — I  had  my  doubts  about  'em — 
are  in  a — oh,  Lord,  yes,  it's  easterly  !  "  said  Mr. 
Jarndyce. 

He  had  taken  two  or  three  undecided  turns 
up  and  down  while  uttering  these  broken  sen- 
tences, retaining  the  poker  in  one  hand  and 
rubbing  his  hair  with  the  other,  with  a  good- 
natured  vexation,  at  once  so  whimsical  and  so 
loveable,  that  I  am  sure  we  were  more  delighted 
Avith  him  than  we  could  possibly  have  expressed 
in  any  words.  He  gave  an  arm  to  Ada  and  an 
arm  to  me,  and  bidding  Richard  bring  a  candle, 
was  leading  the  way  out,  when  he  suddenly 
turned  us  all  back  again. 

"  Those  little  Jellybys.  Couldn't  you — didn't 
you — now,  if  it  had  rained  sugar-plums,  or  three- 
cornered  raspberry  tarts,  or  anything  of  that 
sort !  "  said  Mr.  Jarndyce. 

"  O  cousin —  !  "  Ada  hastily  began. 

"  Good,  my  pretty  pet.  I  like  cousin.  Cousin 
John,  perhaps,  is  better." 

"Then,  cousin  John! "     Ada  laughingly 

began  again. 

"  Ha,  ha  !  Very  good  indeed  !  "  said  Mr. 
Jarndyce,  with  great  enjoyment.  "  Sounds  un- 
commonly natural.     Yes,  my  dear  ?  " 

"  It  did  better  than  that.     It  rained  Esther." 

"Ay?"  said  Mr.  Jarndyce.  "What  did 
Esther  do  ?  " 

"  Why,  cousin  John,"  said  Ada.  clasping  her 
hands  upon  his  arm,  and  shaking  her  head  at 
me  across  him — for  I  wanted  her  to  be  quiet : 
"  Esther  was  their  friend  directly.  Esther  nursed 
them,  coaxed  them  to  sleep,  washed  and  dressed 
them,  told  them  stories,  kept  them  quiet,  bought 
them  keep-sakes  " — My  dear  girl  !  I  had  only 
gone  out  with  Peepy,  after  he  was  found,  and 
given  him  a  little,  tiny  horse! — "and,  cousin 
John,  she  softened  poor  Caroline,  the  eldest 
one,  so  much,  and  was  so  thoughtful  for  me  and 
so  amiable ! — No,  no,  I  won't  be  contradicted, 
Esther  dear !     You  know,  you  know,  it's  true  !  " 

The  warm-hearted  darling  leaned  across  her 
cousin  John,  and  kissed  me  ;  and  then  looking 
up  in  his  face,  boldly  said,  "  At  all  events,  cousin 
John,  I  7uill  thank  you  for  the  companion  you 
have  given  me."  I  felt  as  if  she  challenged  him 
to  run  away.     But  he  didn't. 

"  Where  did  you  say  the  wind  was,  Rick  ? " 
asked  Mr.  Jarndyce. 
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"  In  the  north,  as  we  came  dowTi,  sir." 
"  You  are  right.     There's  no  east  in  it.     A 
mistake  of  mine.     Come,  girls,  come  and  see 
your  home ! " 

It  was  one  of  those  deh'ghtfully  irregular 
houses  where  you  go  up  and  down  steps  out  of 
one  room  into  another,  and  where  you  come 
upon  more  rooms  when  you  think  you  have 
seen  all  there  are,  and  where  there  is  a  bountiful 
provision  of  little  halls  and  ])assages,  antl  where 
you  find  still  older  cottage-rooms  in  unexpected 
j)laces,  with  lattice  windows  and  green  growth 
pressing  through  them.  Mine,  which  Ave  en- 
tered first,  was  of  this  kind,  with  an  up-and- 
down  roof,  that  had  more  corners  in  it  than  I 
ever  counted  afterwards,  and  a  chimney  (there 
was  a  wood-fire  on  the  hearth)  paved  all  around 
with  j)ure  white  tiles,  in  every  one  of  which  a 
bright  miniature  of  the  fire  was  blazing.  Out  of 
this  room,  you  went  down  two  steps,  into  a 
charming  Httle  sitting-room,  looking  down  upon 
a  flower-garden,  which  room  was  henceforth  to 
belong  to  Ada  and  me.  Out  of  this  you  went 
up  three  steps,  into  Ada's  bed-room,  which  had 
a  fine  broad  window,  commanding  a  beautiful 
view  (we  saw  a  great  expanse  of  darkness  lying 
underneath  the  stars),  to  which  there  was  a 
hollow  window-seat,  in  which,  with  a  spring- 
lock,  three  dear  Adas  might  have  been  lost  at 
once.  Out  of  this  room,  you  passed  into  a  little 
gallery,  with  which  the  other  best  rooms  (only 
two)  communicated,  and  so,  by  a  little  staircase 
of  shallow  steps,  with  a  number  of  corner  stairs 
in  it,  considering  its  length,  down  into  the  hall. 
But  if,  instead  of  going  out  at  Ada's  door,  you 
came  back  into  my  room,  and  went  out  at  the 
door  by  which  you  had  entered  it,  and  turned 
up  a  few  crooked  steps  that  branched  off  in  an 
unexpected  manner  from  the  stairs,  you  lost 
yourself  in  passages,  with  mangles  in  them,  and 
three-cornered  tables,  and  a  Native-Hindoo 
chair,  which  was  also  a  sofa,  a  box,  and  a  bed- 
stead, and  looked  in  every  form,  something  be- 
tween a  bamboo  skeleton  and  a  great  bird-cage, 
and  had  been  brought  from  India  nobody  knew 
by  whom  or  when.  From  these,  you  came  on 
Richard's  room,  which  was  part  library,  part 
sitting-room,  part  bed-room,  and  seemed  indeed 
a  comfortable  compound  of  many  rooms.  Out 
of  that,  you  went  straight,  with  a  little  interval 
of  passage,  to  the  plain  room  where  Mr.  Jarn- 
dyce  slept,  all  the  year  round,  with  his  window 
open,  his  bedstead  without  any  furniture  stand- 
irig  in  the  middle  of  the  floor  for  more  air,  and 
his  cold  bath  gaping  for  him  in  a  smaller  room 
adjoining.  Out  of  that,  you  came  into  another 
passage,  where  there  were  back-stairs,  and  where 


you  could  hear  the  horses  being  rubbed  down, 
outside  the  stable,  and  being  told  to  Hold  up, 
and  Get  over,  as  they  slipped  about  very  much 
on  the  uneven  stones.  Or  you  might,  if  you 
came  out  at  another  door  (every  room  had  at 
least  two  doors),  go  straight  down  to  the  hall 
again  by  half-a-dozen  steps  and  a  low  archway, 
wondering  how  you  got  back  there,  or  had  ever 
got  out  of  it. 

The  furniture,  old-fashioned  rather  than  old, 
like  the  house,  was  as  pleasantly  irregular. 
Ada's  sleeping-room  was  all  flowers — in  chintz 
and  paper,  in  velvet,  in  needle-\vork,  in  the 
brocade  of  two  stiff  courtly  chairs,  which  stood, 
each  attended  by  a  little  page  of  a  stool  for 
greater  state,  on  either  side  of  the  fire-place. 
Our  sitting-room  was  green  :  and  had,  framed 
and  glazed,  upon  the  walls,  numbers  of  surpris- 
ing and  surprised  birds,  staring  out  of  pictures 
at  a  real  trout  in  a  case,  as  brown  and  shining 
as  if  it  had  been  served  with  gravy ;  at  the  death 
of  Captain  Cook  ;  and  at  the  whole  process  of 
preparing  tea  in  China,  as  depicted  by  Chinese 
artists.  In  my  room  there  were  oval  engravings 
of  the  months — ladies  haymaking,  in  short 
waists,  and  large  hats  tied  under  the  chin,  for 
June— smooth-legged  noblemen,  pointing,  with 
cocked-hats,  to  village-steeples,  for  October. 
Half-length  portraits,  in  crayons,  abounded  all 
through  the  house  ;  but  were  so  dispersed  that 
I  found  the  brother  of  a  youthful  officer  of  mine 
in  the  china-closet,  and  the  grey  old  age  of  my 
pretty  young  bride,  with  a  flower  in  her  bodice, 
in  the  breakfast  room.  As  substitutes,  I  had 
four  angels,  of  Queen  Anne's  reign,  taking  a 
complacent  gentleman  to  heaven,  in  festoons, 
with  some  difficulty;  and  a  composition  in 
needle-work,  representing  fruit,  a  kettle,  and  an 
alphabet.  All  the  moveables,  from  the  ward- 
robes to  the  chairs  and  tables,  hangings,  glasses, 
even  to  the  pincushions  and  scent-bottles  on  the 
dressing-tables,  displayed  the  same  quaint 
variety.  They  agreed  in  nothing  but  their  per- 
fect neatness,  their  display  of  the  whitest  linen, 
and  their  storing-up,  wheresoever  the  existence 
of  a  drawer,  small  or  large,  rendered  it  possible, 
of  quantities  of  rose-leaves  and  sweet  lavender. 
Such,  with  its  illuminated  windows,  softened 
here  and  there  by  shadows  of  curtains,  shining 
out  upon  the  starlight  night ;  with  its  light,  and 
warmth,  and  comfort ;  with  its  hospitable  jingle, 
at  a  distance,  of  preparations  for  dinner ;  with 
the  face  of  its  generous  master  brightening 
everything  we  saw ;  and  just  wind  enough  with- 
out to  sound  a  low  accompaniment  to  every- 
thing we  heard ;  were  our  first  impressions  of 
Bleak  House. 
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f  "  I  am  glad  you  like  it,"  said  ]\Ir.  Jarndyce, 
when  he  had  brought  us  round  again  to  Ada's 
sitting-room.  "  It  makes  no  pretensions  ;  but 
it  is  a  comfortable  little  place,  I  hope,  and  will 
be  more  so  with  such  bright  young  looks  in  it. 
You  have  barely  half  an  hour  before  dinner. 
There's  no  one  here  but  the  finest  creature  upon 
earth — a  child."  , 

"  More  children,  Esther ! "  said  Ada, 

"  I  don't  mean  literally  a  child,"  pursued  Mr. 
Jarndyce  ;  "  not  a  child  in  years.  He  is  grown 
up — he  is  at  least  as  old  as  I  am — but  in  sim- 
plicity, and  freshness,  and  enthusiasm,  and  a 
fine  guileless  inaptitude  for  all  worldly  affairs,  he 
is  a  perfect  child." 

We  felt  that  he  must  be  very  interesting. 

"  He  knows  Mrs.  Jellyby,"  said  Mr.  Jarn- 
dyce. "  He  is  a  musical  man ;  an  Amateur, 
but  might  have  been  a  Professional.  He  is  an 
Artist,  too ;  an  Amateur,  but  might  have  been 
a  Professional.  He  is  a  man  of  attainments 
and  of  captivating  manners.  He  has  been  un- 
fortunate in  his  affairs,  and  unfortunate  in  his 
pursuits,  and  unfortunate  in  his  family ;  but  he 
don't  care — he's  a  child  !  " 

"  Did  you  imply  that  he  has  children  of  his 
own,  sir  ?  "  inquired  Richard. 

"  Yes,  Rick  !  Half-a-dozen.  More !  Near 
a  dozen,  I  should  think.  But  he  has  never 
looked  after  them.  How  could  he  ?  He  wanted 
somebody  to  look  after  him.  He  is  a  child, 
you  know  !  "  said  Mr.  Jarndyce. 

"  And  have  the  children  looked  after  them- 
selves at  all,  sir  ?  "  inquired  Richard. 

"  Why,  just  as  you  may  suppose,"  said  Mr. 
Jarndyce :  his  countenance  suddenly  falling. 
"  It  is  said  that  the  children  of  the  very  poor 
are  not  brought  up,  but  dragged  up.  Harold 
Skimpole's  children  have  tumbled  up  somehow 
or  other. — The  wind's  getting  round  again,  I 
am  afraid.     I  feel  it  rather  !  " 

Richard  observed  that  the  situation  was  ex- 
posed on  a  sharp  night. 

"  It  is  exposed,"  said  Mr.  Jarndyce.  "  No 
doubt  that's  the  cause.  Bleak  House  has  an 
exposed  sound.  But  you  are  coming  my  way. 
Come  along ! " 

Our  luggage  having  arrived,  and  being  all  at 
hand,  I  was  dressed  in  a  few  minutes,  and  en- 
gaged in  putting  my  worldly  goods  away,  when 
a  maid  (not  the  one  in  attendance  upon  Ada,  but 
another  whom  I  had  not  seen)  brought  a  basket 
into  my  room,  with  two  bunches  of  keys  in  it, 
all  labelled. 

"  For  you,  miss,  if  you  please,"  said  she. 

"  For  me  ?  "  said  I. 

"  The  housekeeping  keys,  miss." 


I  showed  my  surprise  ;  for  she  added,  with 
some  little  surprise  on  her  own  part :  "  I  was 
told  to  bring  them  as  soon  as  you  was  alone, 
miss.  Miss  Summerson,  if  I  don't  deceive  my- 
self? " 

"  Yes,"  said  I.     "  That  is  my  name." 

"  The  large  bunch  is  the  housekeeping,  and  the 
little  bunch  is  the  cellars,  miss.  Any  time  you 
was  pleased  to  appoint  to-morrow  morning,  I 
was  to  show  you  the  presses  and  things  they 
belong  to." 

I  said  I  would  be  ready  at  half-past  six  :  and, 
after  she  was  gone,  stood  looking  at  the  basket, 
quite  lost  in  the  magnitude  of  my  trust.  Ada 
found  me  thus  ;  and  had  such  a  delightful  con- 
fidence in  me  when  I  showed  her  the  keys  and 
told  her  about  them,  that  it  would  have  been 
insensibility  and  ingratitude  not  to  feel  encour- 
aged. I  knew,  to  be  sure,  that  it  was  the  dear 
girl's  kindness  ;  but  I  liked  to  be  so  pleasantly 
cheated.  When  we  went  down-stairs,  we  were 
presented  to  Mr.  Skimpole,  who  was  standing 
before  the  fire,  telling  Richard  how  fond  he 
used  to  be,  in  his  school-time,  of  football.  He 
was  a  little  bright  creature,  with  a  rather  large 
head  ;  but  a  delicate  face,  and  a  sweet  voice, 
and  there  was  a  perfect  charm  in  him.  All  he 
said  was  so  free  from  efibrt  and  spontaneous, 
and  was  said  with  such  a  captivating  gaiety, 
that  it  was  fascinating  to  hear  him  talk.  Being 
of  a  more  slender  figure  than  Mr.  Jarndyce,  and 
having  a  richer  complexion,  with  browner  hair, 
he  looked  younger.  Indeed,  he  had  more  the 
appearance,  in  all  respects,  of  a  damaged  young 
man,  than  a  well-preserved  elderly  one.  There 
was  an  easy  negligence  in  his  manner,  and  even 
in  his  dress  (his  hair  carelessly  disposed,  and 
his  neck-kerchief  loose  and  flowing,  as  I  have 
seen  artists  paint  their  own  portraits),  which  I 
could  not  separate  from  the  idea  of  a  romantic 
youth  who  had  undergone  some  unique  process 
of  depreciation.  It  struck  me  as  being  not  at 
all  like  the  manner  or  appearance  of  a  man  who 
had  advanced  in  life,  by  the  usual  road  of  years, 
cares,  and  experiences. 

I  gathered  from  the  conversation,  that  Mr. 
Skimpole  had  been  educated  for  the  medical 
profession,  and  had  once  lived,  in  his  profes- 
sional capacity,  in  the  household  of  a  German 
prince.  He  told  us,  however,  that  as  he  had 
always  been  a  mere  child  in  point  of  weights 
and  measures,  and  had  never  known  anything 
about  them  (except  that  they  disgusted  him), 
he  had  never  been  able  to  prescribe  with  the 
requisite  accuracy  of  detail.  In  fact,  he  said, 
he  had  no  head  for  detail.  And  he  told  us, 
with  great  humour,  that  when  he  was  wanted  to 
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bleed  the  prince,  ov  physic  any  of  his  people, 
he  was  generally  found  lying  on  his  back  in 
bed,  reading  the  newspapers,  or  making  fancy- 
sketches  in  pencil,  -and  couldn't  come.  The 
prince,  at  last,  objecting  to  this,  "  in  which," 
said  Mr.  Skimpole,  in  the  frankest  manner,  "  he 
was  perfectly  right,"  the  engagement  terminated, 
and  Mr.  Skimpole  having  (as  he  added  with 
delightful  gaiety)  "  nothing  to  live  upon  but 
love,  fell  in  love,  and  married,  and  surrounded 
jiimself  with  rosy  cheeks."  His  good  friend 
Jarndyce  and  some  other  of  his  good  friends 
then  helped  him,  in  quicker  or  slower  succes- 
sion, to  several  openings  in  life ;  but  to  no  i)ur- 
])ose,  for  he  must  confess  to  two  of  the  oldest 
infirmities  in  the  world  :  one  was,  that  he  had 
no  idea  of  time  ;  the  other,  that  he  had  no  idea 
of  money.  In  consequence  of  which,  he  never 
kept  an  appointment,  never  could  transact  any 
business,  and  never  knew  the  value  of  anything  ! 
Well !  So  he  had  got  on  in  life,  and  here  he 
was  !  He  was  very  fond  of  reading  the  papers, 
very  fond  of  making  fancy-sketches  with  a 
pencil,  very  fond  of  nature,  very  fond  of  art. 
All  he  asked  of  society  was,  to  let  him  live. 
That  wasn't  much.  His  wants  were  few.  Give 
him  the  papers,  conversation,  music,  mutton, 
coffee,  landscape,  fruit  in  the  season,  a  few  sheets 
of  Bristol-board,  and  a  little  claret,  and  he 
asked  no  more.  He  was  a  mere  child  in  the 
world,  but  he  didn't  cry  for  the  moon.  He  said 
to  the  world,  "Go  your  several  ways  in  peace  ! 
"Wear  red  coats,  blue  coats,  lawn-sleeves,  put 
pens  behind  your  ears,  wear  aprons ;  go  after 
glory,  holiness,  commerce,  trade,  any  object  you 
prefer ;  only — let  Harold  Skimpole  live  !  " 

All  this,  and  a  great  deal  more,  he  told  us, 
not  only  with  the  utmost  brilliancy  and  enjoy- 
ment, but  with  a  certain  vivacious  candour — 
speakmg  of  himself  as  if  he  were  not  at  all  his 
own  aftair,  as  if.Skimpole  were  a  third  person, 
as  if  he  knew  that  Skimpole  had  his  singularities, 
but  still  had  his  claims  too,  which  were  the 
general  business  of  the  community,  and  must 
not  be  slighted.  He  was  quite  enchanting.  If 
I  felt  at  all  confused  at  that  early  time,  in  en- 
deavouring to  reconcile  anything  he  said  with 
anything  I  had  thought  about  the  duties  and 
accountabilities  of  life  (which  I  am  far  from 
sure  of),  I  was  confused  by  not  exactly  under- 
standing why  he  was  free  of  them.  That  he 
li'as  free  of  them,  I  scarcely  doubted  ;  he  was 
so  very  clear  about  it  himself. 

"  I  covet  nothing,"  said  INIr.  Skimpole,  in  the 
same  light  way.  "  Possession  is  nothing  to  me. 
Here  is  my  friend  Jarndyce's  excellent  house. 
I  feel  obliged  to  him  for  possessmg  it,     I  can 


sketch  it,  and  alter  it.  I  can  set  it  to  music.  * 
When  I  am  here,  I  have  sufficient  possession  of 
it,  and  have  neither  trouble,  cost,  nor  respon- 
sibility. My  steward's  name,  in  short,  is  Jarn- 
dyce, and  he  can't  cheat  me.  We  have  been 
mentioning  Mrs.  Jellyby.  There  is  a  bright- 
eyed  woman,  of  a  strong  will  and  immense  power 
of  business-detail,  who  throws  herself  into  objects 
with  surprising  ardour  !  I  don't  regret  that  / 
have  not  a  strong  will  and  an  immense  power  of 
business-detail,  to  throw  myself  into  objects  with 
surprising  ardour.  I  can  admire  her  without 
envy.  I  can  sympathise  with  the  objects.  I 
can  dream  of  them.  I  can  lie  down  on  the 
grass — in  fine  weather — and  float  along  an 
African  river,  embracing  all  the  natives  I  meet, 
as  sensible  of  the  deep  silence,  and  sketching 
the  dense  overhanging  tropical  growth  as  accu- 
rately, as  if  I  were  there.  I  don't  know  that 
it's  of  any  direct  use  my  doing  so,  but  it's  all  I 
can  do,  and  I  do  it  thoroughly.  Then,  for 
heaven's  sake,  having  Harold  Skimpole,  a  con- 
fiding child,  petitioning  you,  the  world,  an  agglo- 
meration of  practical  people  of  business  habits, 
to  let  him  live  and  admire  the  human  family, 
do  it  somehow  or  other,  like  good  souls,  and 
suffer  him  to  ride  his  rocking-horse  ! " 

It  was  plain  enough  that  Mr.  Jarndyce  had 
not  been  neglectful  of  the  atijuration.  Mr. 
Skimpole's  general  position  there  would  have 
rendered  it  so,  without  the  addition  of  what  he 
presently  said. 

"  It's  only  you,  the  generous  creatures,  whom 
I  envy,"  said  Mr.  Skimpole,  addressing  us,  his 
new  friends,  in  an  impersonal  manner.  "  I 
envy  you  your  power  of  doing  what  you  do.  It 
is  what  I  should  revel  in,  myself.  I  don't  feel 
any  vulgar  gratitude  to  you.  I  almost  feel 
as  if  you  ought  to  be  grateful  to  me,  for  giving 
you  the  opportunity  of  enjoying  the  luxury  of 
generosity.  I  know  you  like  it.  For  anything 
I  can  tell,  I  may  have  come  into  the  world  ex- 
pressly for  the  purpose  of  increasing  your  stock 
of  happiness.  I  may  have  been  born  to  be  a 
benefactor  to  you,  by  sometimes  giving  you  an  op- 
portunity of  assisting  me  in  my  little  perplexities. 
Why  should  I  regret  my  incapacity  for  details  and 
worldly  affairs,  when  it  leads  to  such  pleasant 
consequences  ?     I  don't  regret  it  therefore." 

Of  all  his  playful  speeches  (playful,  yet  always 
fully  meaning  what  they  expressed)  none  seemed 
to  be  more  to  the  taste  of  Mr.  Jarndyce  than 
this.  I  had  often  new  temptations  afterwards, 
to  wonder  whether  it  was  really  singular,  or  only 
singular  to  me,  that  he,  who  was  probably  the 
mostgrateful  of  mankind  upon  the  least  occasion, 
should  so  desire  to  escape  the  gratitude  of  others. 
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We  were  all  enchanted.  I  felt  it  a  merited 
tribute  to  the  engaging  qualities  of  Ada  and 
Richard,  that  Mr.  Skimpole,  seeing  them  for  the 
first  time,  should  be  so  unreserved,  and  should 
lay  himself  out  to  be  so  exquisitely  agreeable. 
They  (and  especially  Richard)  were  naturally 
pleased  for  similar  reasons,  and  considered  it 
no  common  privilege  to  be  so  freely  confided  in 
by  such  an  attractive  man.  The  more  we 
listened,  the  more  gaily  Mr.  Skimpole  talked. 
And  what  with  his  fine  hilarious  manner,  and 


his  engaging  candour,  and  his  genial  way  of 
lightly  tossing  his  own  weaknesses  about,  as  if  he 
had  said,  "  I  am  a  child,  you  know  !  You  are 
designing  people  compared  with  me  ; "  (he  really 
made  me  consider  myself  in  that  light) ;  "  but 
I'm  gay  and  innocent ;  forget  your  worldly  arts 
and  play  with  me  ! " — the  effect  was  absolutely 
dazzling. 

He  was  so  full  of  feeling  too,  and  had  such  a 
delicate  sentiment  for  what  was  beautiful  or 
tender,  that  he  could  have  won  a  heart  by  that 
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alone.  Ii.  the  evening  when  I  was  preparing  to 
make  tea,  and  Ada  was  touching  the  piano  in 
the  adjoining  room,  and  softly  humming  a  tune 
to  her  cousin  Richard,  which  they  had  happened 
to  mention,  he  came  and  sat  down  on  the  sofa 
near  me,  and  so  spoke  of  Ada  that  I  almost 
loved  him. 

"She  is  like  the  morning,"  he  said.     "With 

that  golden  hair,  those  blue  eyes,  and  that  fresh 

bloom  on  her  cheek,  she  is  Hke  the  summer 

morning.     The  birds  here  will  mistake  her  for 
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it.  We  will  not  call  such  a  lo\ely  young  crea- 
ture as  that,  who  is  a  joy  to  all  mankind,  an 
orphan.     She  is  the  child  of  the  universe." 

Mr.  Jarndyce,  I  found,  was  standing  near  us, 
with  his  hands  behind  him,  and  an  attentive 
smile  upon  his  face. 

"  The  universe,"  he  observed,  "  makes  rather 
an  indifterent  parent,  I  am  afraid." 

"O!  I  don't  know!"  cried  Mr.  Skimpole, 
buoyantly. 

"  I  think  I  do  know  !"  says  Mr.  Jarndyce. 
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"  Well !  "  cried  Mr.  Skimpole,  "  you  know  the 
■world  (which  in  your  sense  is  the  universe),  and 
I  know  nothing  of  it,  so  you  shall  have  your 
way.  But  if  I  had  mine,"  glancing  at  the 
cousins,  "  there  should  be  no  brambles  of  sordid 
realities  in  such  a  path  as  that.  It  should  be 
strewn  Avith  roses  ;  it  should  lie  through  bowers, 
where  there  was  no  spring,  autumn,  nor  winter, 
but  perpetual  summer.  Age  or  change  should 
never  wither  it.  The  base  word  money  should 
never  be  breathed  near  it !" 

Mr.  Jarndyce  patted  him  on  the  head  with  a 
smile,  as  if  he  had  been  really  a  child ;  and 
jiassing  a  step  or  two  on,  and  stopping  a 
moment,  glanced  at  the  young  cousins.  His 
look  was  thoughtful,  but  had  a  benignant  ex- 
pression in  it  which  I  often  (how  often  !)  saw 
again  :  which  has  long  been  engraven  on  my 
heart.  The  room  in  which  they  were,  com- 
municating with  that  in  which  he  stood,  was 
only  lighted  by  the  fire.  Ada  sat  at  the  piano  ; 
Richard  stood  beside  her,  bending  down.  Upon 
the  wall  their  shadows  blended  together,  sur- 
rounded by  strange  forms,  not  without  a  ghostly 
motion  caught  from  the  unsteady  fire,  though 
reflected  from  motionless  objects.  Ada  touched 
the  notes  so  softly,  and  sang  so  low,  that  the 
wind,  sighing  away  to  the  distant  hills,  was  as 
audible  as  the  music.  The  mystery  of  the 
future,  and  the  little  clue  afforded  to  it  by  the 
voice  of  the  present,  seemed  expressed  in  the 
Avhole  picture. 

But  it  is  not  to  recall  this  fancy,  well  as  I 
remember  it,  that  I  recall  the  scene.  First,  I 
Avas  not  quite  unconscious  of  the  contrast,  in 
respect  of  meaning  and  intention,  between  the 
silent  look  directed  that  way,  and  the  flow  of 
words  that  had  preceded  it.  Secondly,  though 
j\[r.  Jarndyce's  glance,  as  he  withdrew  it,  rested 
for  but  a  moment  on  me,  I  felt  as  if,  in  that 
moment,  he  confided  to  me — and  knew  that  he 
confided  to  me,  and  that  I  received  the  confi- 
dence—his hope  that  Ada  and  Richard  might 
one  day  enter  on  a  dearer  relationship. 

Mr.  Skimpole  could  play  on  the  piano,  and 
the  violoncello ;  and  he  was  a  composer — had 
composed  half  an  opera  once,  but  got  tired  of 
it — and  played  what  he  composed,  with  taste. 
After  tea  we  had  quite  a  little  concert,  in  which 
Richard — who  was  enthralled  by  Ada's  sing- 
ing, and  told  me  that  she  seemed  to  know  all 
the  songs  that  ever  were  Avritten — and  Mr.  Jarn- 
dyce, and  I,  were  the  audience.  After  a  little 
while  I  missed,  first  Mr.  Skimpole,  and  after- 
wards Richard ;  and  while  I  was  thinking  how 
could  Richard  stay  away  so  long,  and  lose  so 
much,  the  maid  who  had  given   me  the  keys 


looked  in  at  the  door,  saying,  "  If  you  please,, 
miss,  could  you  spare  a  minute?" 

When  I  was  shut  out  with  her  in  the  hall,  she 
said,  holding  up  her  hands,  "  Oh  if  you  please, 
miss,  Mr.  Carstone  says  would  you  come  up- 
stairs to  My.  Skimpolc's  room.  He  has  been 
took,  miss ! " 

"Took?"  said  I. 

"  Took,  miss.     Sudden,"  said  the  maid. 

I  was  apprehensive  that  his  illness  might  be 
of  a  dangerous  kind ;  but  of  course,  I  begged 
her  to  be  quiet  and  not  disturb  any  one ;  and 
collected  myself,  as  I  followed  her  quickly  up- 
stairs, sufficiently  to  consider  what  were  the  best 
remedies  to  be  applied  if  it  should  prove  to  be 
a  fit.  She  threw  open  a  door,  and  I  went  into 
a  chamber ;  where,  to  my  unspeakable  surprise^ 
instead  of  finding  Mr.  Skimpole  stretclied  upon 
the  bed,  or  prostrate  on  the  floor,  I  toiird  him 
standing  before  the  fire,  smiling  at  Richard, 
while  Richard,  with  a  face  of  great  embarrass- 
ment, looked  at  a  person  on  a  sofa,  in  a  white 
great  coat,  with  smooth  hair  upon  his  head,  and 
not  much  of  it,  which  he  was  wiping  smoother, 
and  making  less  of,  with  a  pocket-handkerchief. 

"  Miss  Summerson,"  said  Richard,  hurriedly, 
"  I  am  glad  you  are  come.  You  will  be  able  to 
advise  us.  Our  friend,  Mr.  Skimpole— don't  be 
alarmed  ! — is  arrested  for  debt." 

"And,  really,  my  dear  ]\Iiss  Summerson," 
said  Mr.  Skimpole,  with  his  agreeable  candour, 
"  I  never  was  in  a  situation,  in  which  that 
excellent  sense,  and  quiet  habit  of  method  and 
usefulness,  which  anybody  must  observe  in  you 
who  has  the  happiness  of  being  a  quarter  of  aii 
hour  in  your  society,  was  more  needed." 

The  person  on  the  sofa,  who  appeared  to 
have  a  cold  in  his  head,  gave  such  a  very  loud 
snort,  that  he  startled  me. 

"  Are  you  arrested  for  much,  sir  ?  "  I  inquired 
of  ]\Ir.  Skimpole. 

"  My  dear  Miss  Summerson,"  said  he,  shaking 
his  head  pleasantly,  "  I  don't  know.  Some 
pounds,  odd  shillings,  and  halfpence,  I  think, 
were  mentioned." 

"  It's  twenty-four  pound,  sixteen,  and  seven- 
pence  ha'penny,"  observed  the  stranger.  "  That's 
wot  it  is." 

"  And  it  sounds — somehow  it  sounds,"  said 
Mr.  Skimpole,  "  like  a  small  sum." 

The  strange  man  said  nothing,  but  made 
another  snort.  It  was  such  a  powerful  one,  that 
it  seemed  quite  to  lift  him  out  of  his  seat, 

"  Mr.  Skimpole,"  said  Richard  to  me,  "  has  a 
delicacy  in  applying  to  my  cousin  Jarndyce, 
because  he  has  lately — I  think,  sir,  I  understood 
you  that  you  had  lately " 
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"■  Oh,  yes  ! "  returned  Mr.  Skimpole,  smiling. 
"  Though  I  forgot  how  much  it  was,  and  when  it 
was.  Jarndyce  would  readily  do  it  again ;  but 
I  have  the  epicure-like  feeling  that  I  would 
prefer  a  novelty  in  help ;  that  I  would  rather," 
and  he  looked  at  Richard  and  me,  "develop 
generosity  in  a  new  soil,  and  in  a  new  form  of 
flower." 

"What  do  you  think  will  be  best.  Miss  Sum- 
merson  ?  "  said  Richard,  aside. 

I  ventured  to  inquire  generally,  before  reply- 
ing, what  would  happen  if  the  money  were  not 
produced. 

"Jail,"  said  the  strange  man,  coolly  putting 
his  handkerchief  into  his  hat,  which  was  on  the 
floor  at  his  feet.     "  Or  Coavinses." 

"  May  I  ask,  sir,  what  is " 

"  Coavinses? "  said  the  strange  man.   "A 'ouse." 

Richard  and  I  looked  at  one  another  again. 
It  was  a  most  singular  thing  that  the  arrest  was 
our  embarrassment,  and  not  Mr.  Skimpole's. 
He  observed  us  with  a  genial  interest ;  but  there 
seemed,  if  I  may  venture  on  such  a  contra- 
diction, nothing  selfish  in  it.  He  had  entirely 
washed  his  hands  of  the  difficulty,  and  it  had 
become  ours. 

"  I  thought,"  he  suggested,  as  if  good-naturedly 
to  help  us  out,  "  that  being  parties  in  a  Chancery 
suit  concerning  (as  people  say)  a  large  amount 
of  property,  Mr.  Richard,  or  his  beautiful  cousin, 
or  both,  could  sign  something,  or  make  over 
something,  or  give  some  sort  of  undertaking,  or 
pledge,  or  bond  ?  I  don't  know  what  the  busi- 
ness name  of  it  may  be,  but  I  suppose  there  is 
some  instrument  within  their  power  that  would 
settle  this?" 

"  Not  a  bit  on  it,"  said  the  strange  man. 

"Really?"  returned  Mr.  Skimpole.  "That 
seems  odd,  now,  to  one  who  is  no  judge  of 
these  things  ! " 

"  Odd  or  even,"  said  the  stranger,  gruffly,  "  1 
tell  you,  not  a  bit  on  it !  " 

"  Keep  your  temper,  my  good  fellow,  keep 
your  temper ! "  Mr.  Skimpole  gently  reasoned 
with  him,  as  he  made  a  little  drawing  of  his 
head  on  the  fly-leaf  of  a  book.  "  Don't  be 
ruffled  by  your  occupation.  We  can  separate 
you  from  your  office;  we  can  separate  the  in- 
dividual from  the  pursuit.  We  are  not  so 
prejudiced  as  to  suppose  that  in  private  life  you 
are  otherwise  than  a  very  estimable  man,  with  a 
great  deal  of  poetry  in  your  nature,  of  which 
you  may  not  be  conscious." 

The  stranger  only  answered  with  another 
violent  snort;  whether  in  acceptance  of  the 
poetry-tribute,  or  in  disdainful  rejection  of  it,  he 
did  not  express  to  me. 


"  Now,  my  dear  Miss  Summerson,  and  my 
dear  Mr.  Richard,"  said  Mr.  Skimpole,  gaily, 
innocently,  and  confidingly,  as  he  looked  at  his 
drawing  with  his  head  on  one  side  ;  "  here  you 
see  me  utterly  incapable  of  helping  myself,  and 
entirely  in  your  hands !  I  only  ask  to  be  free. 
The  butterflies  are  free.  Mankind  will  surely 
not  deny  to  Harold  Skimpole  what  it  concedes 
to  the  butterflies  !  " 

"  My  dear  Miss  Summerson,"  said  Richard,  in 
a  whisper,  "  I  have  ten  pounds  that  I  have  re- 
ceived from  INIr.  Kenge.  I  must  try  what  that 
will  do." 

I  possessed  fifteen  pounds,  odd  shillings, 
which  I  had  saved  from  my  quarterly  allowance 
during  several  years.  I  had  always  thought  that 
some  accident  might  happen  which  would  throw 
me,  suddenly,  without  any  relation  or  any  pro- 
perty, on  the  world ;  and  had  always  tried  to 
keep  some  little  money  by  me,  that  I  might  not 
be  quite  penniless.  I  told  Richard  of  my  having 
this  little  store,  and  having  no  present  need  of 
it,  and  I  asked  him  delicately  to  inform  Mr. 
Skimpole,  while  I  should  be  gone  to  fetch  it, 
that  we  would  have  the  pleasure  of  paying  his 
debt. 

When  I  came  back,  INIr.  Skimpole  kissed  my 
hand,  and  seemed  quite  touched.  Not  on  his 
own  account  (I  was  again  aware  of  that  per- 
plexing and  extraordinary  contradiction),  but  on 
ours ;  as  if  personal  considerations  were  im- 
possible with  him,  and  the  contemplation  of  our 
happiness  alone  affected  him.  Richard,  begging 
me,  for  the  greater  grace  of  the  transaction,  as 
he  said,  to  settle  with  Coavinses  (as  Mr.  Skim- 
pole now  jocularly  called  him),  I  counted  out 
the  money  and  received  the  necessary  acknow- 
ledgment.    This,  too,  delighted  Mr.  Skimpole. 

His  compliments  were  so  delicately  ad- 
ministered, that  I  blushed  less  than  I  might 
have  done ;  and  settled  with  the  stranger  in  the 
white  coat,  without  making  any  mistakes.  He 
put  the  money  in  his  pocket,  and  shortly  said, 
"Well,  then,  I'll  wish  you  a  good  evening, 
miss." 

"'My  friend,"  said  Mr.  Skimpole,  standing  with 
his  back  to  the  fire,  after  giving  up  the  sketch 
when  it  was  half  finished,  "  I  should  like  to  ask 
you  something,  without  offence." 

I  think  the  reply  was,  "Cut  away,  then  !  " 

"  Did  you  know  this  morning,  now,  that  you 
were  coming  out  on  this  errand?"  said  Mr. 
Skimpole. 

"  Know'd  it  yes'day  aft'noon  at  tea  time,"  said 
Coavinses. 

"  It  didn't  affect  your  appetite  ?  Didn't  make 
you  at  all  uneasy?" 
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"  Not  a  bit,"  said  Coavinses.  "  I  know'd  if 
)'0u  wos  missed  to-day,  you  wouldn't  be  missed 
to-morrow.     A  day  makes  no  such  odds." 

"  But  when  you  came  down  here,"  proceeded 
Mr.  Skimpole,  "  it  was  a  fine  day.  The  sun  was 
shining,  the  wind  was  blowing,  the  lights  and 
shadows  were  passing  across  the  fields,  the  birds 
were  singing." 

"  Nobody  said  they  warn't,  in  r,iy  hearing," 
returned  Coavinses. 

"  No,"  observed  Mr.  Skimpole.  "  But  what 
did  you  think  upon  the  road  ?  " 

"Wot  do  you  mean?"  growled  Coavinses, 
with  an  appearance  of  strong  resentment. 
"Think!  I've  got  enough  to  do,  and  little 
enough  to  get  for  it,  without  thinking.  Think- 
ing !  "  (with  profound  contempt). 

"  Then  you  didn't  think,  at  all  events,"  pro- 
ceeded Mr.  Skimpole,  "  to  this  effect.  '  Harold 
Skimpole  loves  to  see  the  sun  shine ;  loves  to 
hear  the  wind  blow ;  loves  to  watch  the  changing 
lights  and  shadows ;  loves  to  hear  the  birds, 
those  choristers  in  Nature's  great  cathedral. 
And  does  it  seem  to  me  that  I  am  about  to 
deprive  Harold  Skimpole  of  his  share  in  such 
possessions,  which  are  his  only  birthright ! ' 
You  thought  nothing  to  that  effect?" 

"  I- — certainly — did — not,"  said  Coavinses, 
A\hose  doggedness  in  utterly  renouncing  the 
idea  was  of  that  intense  kind,  that  he  could 
only  give  adequate  expression  to  it  by  putting 
a  long  interval  between  each  word,  and  ac- 
companying the  last  with  a  jerk  that  might  have 
dislocated  his  neck. 

"  Very  odd  and  very  curious,  the  mental  pro- 
cess is,  in  you  men  of  business  ! "  said  Mr.  Skim- 
pole, thoughtfully.  "Thank  you,  my  friend. 
Good  night." 

As  our  absence  had  been  long  enough  already 
to  seem  strange  down-stairs,  I  returned  at  once, 
and  found  Ada  sitting  at  work  by  the  fireside 
talking  to  her  cousin  John.  Mr.  Skimpole 
presently^  appeared,  and  Richard  shortly  after 
him,  I  was  sufficiently  engaged,  during  the  re- 
mainder of  the  evening,  in  taking  my  first  lesson 
in  backgammon  from  Mr.  Jarndyce,  who  was 
very  fond  of  the  game,  and  from  whom  I  wished 
of  course  to  learn  it  as  quickly  as  I  could,  in 
order  that  I  might  be  of  the  very  small  use  of 
being  able  to  play  when  he  had  no  better  ad- 
versary. But  I  thought,  occasionally  when  Mr. 
Skimpole  played  some  fragments  of  his  own 
compositions ;  or  when,  both  at  the  piano  and 
violoncello,  and  at  our  table,  he  preserved,  with 
an  absence  of  all  eftbrt,  his  delightful  spirits  and 
his  easy  flow  of  conversation  ;  that  Richard  and 
I  seemed  to  retain  the  transferred  impression  of 


having  been  arrested  since  dinner,  and  that  it 
was  very  curious  altogether. 

It  was  late  before  we  separated  :  for  when 
Ada  was  going  at  eleven  o'clock,  Mr.  Skimpole 
went  to  the  piano,  and  rattled,  hilariously,  that 
the  best  of  all  ways,  to  lengthen  our  days,  was 
to  steal  a  few  hours  from  Night,  my  dear!  It 
was  past  twelve  before  he  took  his  candle  and 
his  radiant  face  out  of  the  room  ;  and  I  think 
he  might  have  kept  us  there,  if  he  had  seen  fit, 
until  daybreak.  Ada  and  Richard  were  linger- 
ing for  a  few  moments  by  the  fire,  wondering 
whether  Mrs.  Jellyby  had  yet  finished  her  dicta- 
tion for  the  day,  when  Mr.  Jarndyce,  who  had 
been  out  of  the  room,  returned. 

"  Oh,  dear  me,  what's  this,  what's  this  !  "  he 
said,  rubbing  his  head  and  walking  about  with 
his  good-humoured  vexation,  "  What's  this 
they  tell  me  ?  Rick,  ray  boy,  Esther,  my  dear, 
what  have  you  been  doing?  Why  did  you  do 
it  ?  How  could  you  do  it  ?  How  much  apiece 
was  it? — the  wind's  round  again.  I  feel  it  all 
over  me  ! " 

We  neither  of  us  quite  knew  what  to  answer. 

"  Come,  Rick,  come !  I  must  settle  this 
before  I  sleep.  How  much  are  you  out  of 
pocket?  You  two  made  the  money  up,  you 
know  !  Why  did  you  ?  How  could  you  ? — O 
Lord,  yes,  it's  due  east — must  be  !  " 

"  Really,  sir,"  said  Richard,  "  I  don't  think 
it  would  be  honourable  in  me  to  tell  you.  Mr. 
Skimpole  relied  upon  us " 

"  Lord  bless  you,  my  dear  boy !  He  relies 
upon  everybody  ! "  said  Mr.  Jarndyce,  giving  his 
head  a  great  rub,  and  stopping  short. 

"  Indeed,  sir  ?" 

"  Everybody !  And  he'll  be  in  the  same 
scrape  again,  next  week  ! "  said  Mr.  Jarndyce, 
walking  again  at  a  great  pace,  with  a  candle  in 
his  hand  that  had  gone  out.  "  He's  always  in 
the  same  scrape.  He  Vv'as  born  in  the  same 
scrape.  I  verily  believe  that  the  announce- 
ment in  the  newspapers  when  his  mother  was 
confined,  was  '  On  Tuesday  last,  at  her  residence 
in  Botheration  Buildings,  Mrs.  Skimpole  of  a 
son  in  difficulties.' " 

Richard  laughed  heartily,  but  added,  "Still, 
sir,  I  don't  want  to  shake  his  confidence,  or  to 
break  his  confidence ;  and  if  I  submit  to  your 
better  knowledge  again,  that  I  ought  to  keep 
his  secret,  I  hope  you  will  consider  before  you 
press  me  any  more.  Of  course,  if  you  do  press 
me,  sir,  I  shall  know  I  am  wrong,  and  will  tell 
you." 

"Well !  "  cried  Mr.  Jarndyce,  stopping  again, 
and  making  several  absent  endeavours  to  put 
his  candlestick  in  his  pocket.    "  I— here!    Take 
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it  away,  my  dear.  I  don't  know  what  I  am 
about  with  it ;  it's  all  the  wind — invariably  has 
that  effect — I  won't  press  you,  Rick ;  you  may 
be  right.  But,  really — to  get  hold  of  you  and 
Esther — and  to  squeeze  you  like  a  couple  of 
tender  young  Saint  Michael's  oranges  ! — It'll 
blow  a  gale  in  the  course  of  the  night  ! " 

He  was  now  alternately  putting  his  hands  into 
his  pockets,  as  if  he  were  going  to  keep  them 
there  a  long  time ;  and  taking  them  out  again, 
and  vehemently  rubbing  them  all  over  his 
head. 

I  ventured  to  take  this  opportunity  of  hinting 
that  Mr.  Skimpole,  being  in  all  such  matters, 
quite  a  child 

"  Eh,  my  dear?"  said  Mr.  Jarndyce,  catching 
at  the  word. 

"  —Being  quite  a  child,  sir,"  said  I,  "  and  so 
different  from  other  people " 

'•  You  are  right !"  said  Mr.  Jarndyce,  brighten- 
ing. "  Your  woman's  wit  hits  the  mark.  He 
is  a  child — an  absolute  child.  I  told  you  he 
was  a  child,  you  know,  when  I  first  mentioned 
him." 

Certainly  !  certainly  !  we  said. 

"  And  he  is  a  child.  Now,  isn't  he  ?  "  asked 
Mr.  Jarndyce,  brightening  more  and  more. 

He  was  indeed,  we  said. 

"  When  you  come  to  think  of  it,  it's  the  height 
of  childishness  in  you — I  mean  me — "  said  Mr. 
Jarndyce,  "to  regard  him  for  a  moment  as  a 
man.  You  can't  make  him  responsible.  The 
idea  of  Harold  Skimpole  with  designs  or  plans, 
or  knowledge  of  consequences  !     Ha,  ha,  ha  !  " 

It  was  so  delicious  to  see  the  clouds  about 
his  bright  face  clearing,  and  to  see  him  so 
heartily  pleased,  and  to  know,  as  it  was  impos- 
sible not  to  know,  that  the  source  of  his  pleasure 
was  the  goodness  which  was  tortured  by  con- 
demning, or  mistrusting,  or  secretly  accusing 
any  one,  that  I  saw  the  tears  in  Ada's  eyes, 
v/hile  she  echoed  his  laugh,  and  felt  them  in  my 
own. 

"  Why,  wh.at  a  cod's  head  and  shoulders  I 
am,"  said  Mr.  Jarndyce,  "  to  require  reminding 
of  it !  The  whole  business  shows  the  child 
from  beginning  to  end.  Nobody  but  a  child 
would  have  thought  of  singling  you  two  out  for 
parties  in  the  aflair !  Nobody  but  a  child 
would  have  thought  oi your  having  the  money! 
If  it  had  been  a  thousand  pounds,  it  would  have 
been  just  the  same  !"  said  Mr,  Jarndyce,  with 
his  whole  face  in  a  glow. 

We  all  confirmed  it  from  our  night's  experi- 
ence. 

"  To  be  sure,  to  be  sure  !  "  said  Mr.  Jarndyce. 
*'  However,  Rick,  Esther,  and  you  too  Ada,  for 


I  don't  know  that  even  your  little  purse  is  safe 
from  his  inexperience — I  must  have  a  promise 
all  round,  that  nothing  of  this  sort  shall  ever  be 
done  any  more.  No  advances  !  Not  even  six- 
pences." 

We  all  promised  faithfully;  Richard,  with  a 
merry  glance  at  me,  touching  his  pocket,  as  if 
to  remind  me  that  there  was  no  danger  of  our 
transgressing. 

"  As  to  Skimpole,"  said  Wx.  Jarndyce,  "  a 
habitable  doll's  house,  with  good  board,  and  a 
few  tin  people  to  get  into  debt  with  and  borrow 
money  of,  would  set  the  boy  up  in  life.  He  is 
in  a  child's  sleep  by  this  time,  I  suppose ;  it's 
time  I  should  take  my  craftier  head  to  my  more 
worldly  pillow.  Good  night,  my  dears.  God 
bless  you  !  " 

He  peeped  in  again,  with  a  smiling  face, 
before  we  had  lighted  our  candles,  and  said, 
"  Oh  !  I  have  been  looking  at  the  weather-cock. 
I  find  it  was  a  false  alarm  about  the  wind.  It's 
in  the  south  !  "  And  went  away  singing  to 
himself. 

Ada  and  I  agreed,  as  we  talked  together  for  a 
little  while  up-stairs,  that  this  caprice  about  the 
wind  was  a  fiction ;  and  that  he  used  the  pre- 
tence to  account  for  any  disappointment  he 
could  not  conceal,  rather  than  he  would  blame 
the  real  cause  of  it,  or  disparage  or  depreciate 
any  one.  We  thought  this  ver}-  characteristic 
of  his  eccentric  gentleness  ;  and  of  the  difierence 
between  him  and  those  petulant  i)eople  who 
make  the  weather  and  the  winds  (particularly 
that  unlucky  wind  Avhich  he  had  chosen  for 
such  a  different  purpose)  the  stalking-horses  of 
their  splenetic  and  gloomy  humours. 

Indeed,  so  much  affection  for  him  had  been 
added  in  this  one  evening  to  my  gratitude,  that 
I  hoped  I  already  began  to  understand  him 
through  that  mingled  feeling.  Any  seeming 
inconsistencies  in  Mr.  Skimpole,  or  in  Mrs. 
Jellyby,  I  could  not  expect  to  be  able  to  recon- 
cile ;  having  so  little  experience  or  practical 
knowledge.  Neither  did  I  try  ;  for  my  thoughts 
were  busy  when  I  was  alone,  with  Ada  and 
Richard,  and  with  the  confidence  I  had  seemed 
to  receive  concerning  them.  My  fancy,  made  a 
little  wild  by  the  wind  perhaps,  would  not  con- 
sent to  be  all  unselfish,  either,  though  I  would 
have  persuaded  it  to  be  so  if  I  could.  It  wan- 
dered back  to  my  godmother's  house,  and  came 
along  the  intervening  track,  raising  up  shadowy 
speculations  which  had  sometimes  trembled 
there  in  the  dark,  as  to  what  knowledge  Mr. 
Jarndyce  had  of  my  earliest  history— even  as  to 
the  possibility  of  his  being  my  father — though 
that  idle  dream  was  quite  gone  now. 
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It  was  all  gone  now,  I  remembered,  getting 
up  from  the  fire.  It  was  not  for  me  to  muse 
over  bygones,  but  to  act  with  a  clieerful  spirit 
and  a  grateful  heart.  So  I  said  to  myself, 
■•Esther,  Esther,  Esther!  Duty,  my  dear!" 
and  gave  my  little  basket  of  housekeeping  keys 
such  a  shake,  that  they  sounded  like  little  bells, 
:ind  rang  me  hopefully  to  bed. 


CHAPTER  VII. 


THE   ghost's   w  a  r.  k. 


:HILE  Esther  sleeps,  and  while 
Esther  wakes,  it  is  still  wet  wea- 
ther down  at  the  place  in  Lincoln- 
shire. The  rain  is  ever  falling, 
drip,  drip,  drip,  by  day  and  night, 
upon  the  broad  flagged  terrace- 
pa^•ement,  the  Ghost's  "Walk.  The  wea- 
ther is  so  very  bad,  down  in  Lincolnshire, 
that  the  liveliest  imagination  can  scarcely  ap- 
])reliend  its  ever  being  fine  again.  Not  that 
there  is  any  superabundant  life  of  imagination 
on  the  spot,  for  Sir  Leicester  is  not  here  (and, 
truly,  even  if  he  were,  would  not  do  much  for  it 
in  that  particular),  but  is  in  Paris,  with  my 
Lady ;  and  solitude,  with  dusky  wings,  sits 
brooding  upon  Chesney  "W'old. 

There  may  be  some  motions  of  fancy  among 
the  lower  animals  at  Chesney  Wold.  The 
horses  in  the  stables — the  long  stables  in  a 
barren,  red-brick  courtyard,  where  there  is  a 
great  bell  in  a  turret,  and  a  clock  with  a  large 
face,  which  the  pigeons  who  live  near  it,  and 
who  love  to  perch  upon  its  shoulders,  seem  to 
be  always  consulting — they  may  contemplate 
some  mental  pictures  of  fine  weather  on  occa- 
sions, and  may  be  better  artists  at  them  than 
the  grooms.  The  old  roan,  so  famous  for  cross- 
country work,  turning  his  large  eyeball  to  the 
grated  window  near  his  rack,  may  remember  the 
fresh  leaves  that  glisten  there  at  other  times,  and 
the  scents  that  stream  in,  and  may  have  a  fine 
run  with  the  hounds,  while  the  human  helper, 
clearing  out  the  next  stall,  never  stirs  beyond 
his  pitchfork  and  birch-broom.  The  grey, 
whose  place  is  opposite  the  door,  and  who, 
with  an  impatient  rattle  of  his  halter,  pricks  his 
ears  and  turns  his  head  so  wistfully  when  it  is 
opened,  and  to  whom  the  opener  says,  "  Woa 
grey,  then,  steady!  Noabody  wants  you  to- 
day 1 "  may  know  it  quite  as  well  as  the  man. 
The  whole  seemingly  monotonous  and  uncom- 
panionable   half-dczen,    stabled    together,  may 


pass  the  long  wet  hours,  when  the  door  is  shut, 
in  livelier  communication  than  is  held  in  the 
servants'  hall,  or  at  the  Dedlock  Arms ; — or 
may  even  beguile  the  time  by  improving  (per- 
haps corrupting)  the  pony  in  the  loose  box  in 
the  corner. 

So  the  mastiff,  dozing  in  his  kennel,  in  the 
courtyard,  Avith  his  large  head  on  his  paws,  may 
think  of  the  hot  sunshine,  when  the  shadows  of 
the  stable-buildings  tire  his  patience  out  by 
changing,  and  leave  him,  at  one  time  of  the  day, 
no  broader  refuge  than  the  shadow  of  his  own 
house,  where  he  sits  on  end,  panting  and  growl- 
ing short,  and  very  much  wanting  something  to 
worry,  besides  himself  and  his  chain.  So,  now, 
half-waking  and  all-winking,  he  may  recall  the 
house  full  of  company,  the  coach-houses  full  of 
vehicles,  the  stables  full  of  horses,  and  the  out- 
buildings full  of  attendants  upon  horses,  until  he 
is  undecided  about  the  present,  and  comes  forth 
to  see  how  it  is.  Then,  with  that  impatient 
shake  of  himself,  he  may  growl  in  the  spirit, 
"Rain,  rain,  rain  !  Nothing  but  rain — and  no 
family  here  !"  as  he  goes  in  again,  and  lies  down 
with  a  gloomy  yawn. 

So  with  the  dogs  in  the  kennel-buildings 
across  the  park,  who  have  their  restless  fits,  and 
whose  doleful  voices,  when  the  wind  has  been 
very  obstinate,  have  even  made  it  known  in  the 
house  itself:  up-stairs,  down-stairs,  and  in  my 
lady's  chamber.  They  may  hunt  the  whole 
country-side,  while  the  rain-drops  are  pattering 
round  their  inactivity.  So  the  rabbits,  with  their 
self-betraying  tails,  frisking  in  and  out  of  holes 
at  roots  of  trees,  may  be  lively  with  ideas  of  the 
breezy  days  when  their  ears  are  blown  about,  or 
of  those  seasons  of  interest  when  there  are 
sweet  young  plants  to  gnaw.  The  turkey  in  the 
poultry-yard,  always  troubled  with  a  class- 
grievance  (probably  Christmas),  may  be  reminis- 
cent of  that  summer-morning  wrongfully  taken 
from  him,  when  he  got  into  the  lane  among  the 
felled  trees,  where  there  was  a  barn  and  barley. 
The  discontented  goose,  who  stoops  to  pass 
under  the  old  gateway,  twenty  feet  high,  may 
gabble  out,  if  we  only  knew  it,  a  waddling  pre- 
ference for  weather  when  the  gateway  casts  its 
shadow  on  the  ground. 

Be  this  as  it  may,  there  is  not  much  fancy 
otherwise  stirring  at  Chesney  Wold.  If  there  be 
a  little  at  any  odd  moment,  it  goes,  like  a  little 
noise  in  that  old  echoing  place,  a  long  vv-ay,  and 
usually  leads  off  to  ghosts  and  myster3^ 

It  has  rained  so  hard  and  rained  so  long, 
down  in  Lincolnshire,  that  Mrs.  Rouncewell,  the 
old  housekeeper  at  Chesney  Wold,  has  several 
times  taken  off  her  spectacles  and  cleaned  them, 
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to  make  certain  that  the  drops  were  not  upon 
the  glasses.  Mrs.  Rouncewell  might  have  been 
sufficiently  assured  by  hearing  the  rain,  but  that 
she  is  rather  deaf,  which  nothing  will  induce  her 
to  believe.  She  is  a  fine  old  lady,  handsome, 
stately,  wonderfully  neat,  and  has  such  a  back, 
and  such  a  stomacher,  that  if  her  stays  should 
turn  out  when  she  dies  to  have  been  a  broad 
old-fashioned  family  fire-grate,  nobody  who 
knows  her  would  have  cause  to  be  surprised. 
Weather  affects  i\Irs.  Rouncewell  little.  The 
house  is  there  in  all  weathers,  and  the  house,  as 
she  expresses  it,  "  is  what  she  looks  at."  She 
sits  in  her  room  (in  a  side  passage  on  the  ground 
floor,  with  an  arched  window  commanding  a 
smooth  quadrangle,  adorned  at  regular  intervals 
with  smooth  round  trees  and  smooth  round 
blocks  of  stone,  as  if  the  trees  were  going  to 
play  at  bowls  with  the  stones),  and  the  whole 
house  reposes  on  her  mind.  She  can  open  it 
■on  occasion,  and  be  busy  and  fluttered  ;  but  it 
is  shut-up  now,  and  lies  on  the  breadth  of  Mrs. 
Rouncewell's  iron-bound  bosom,  in  a  majestic 
sleep. 

It  is  the  next  difficult  thing  to  an  impossibility 
to  imagine  Chesney  Wold  without  Mrs.  Rounce- 
well, but  she  has  only  been  here  fifty  years. 
Ask  her  how  long,  this  rainy  day,  and  she  shall 
answer  "fifty year  three  months  and  a  fortnight, 
fey  the  blessing  of  Heaven,  if  I  live  till  Tues- 
day." Mr.  Rouncewell  died  some  time  before 
the  decease  of  the  pretty  fashion  of  pig-tails, 
and  modestly  hid  his  own  (if  he  took  it  with 
him)  in  a  corner  of  the  churchyard  in  the  park, 
near  the  mouldy  porch.  He  was  born  in  the 
market-town,  and  so  was  his  young  widow. 
Her  progress  in  the  family  began  in  the  time  of 
the  last  Sir  Leicester,  and  originated  in  the  still- 
room. 

The  present  representative  of  the  Dedlocks 
is  an  excellent  master.  He  supposes  all  his 
dependants  to  be  utterly  bereft  of  individual 
characters,  intentions,  or  opinions,  and  is  per- 
suaded that  he  was  born  to  supersede  the  neces- 
sity of  their  having  any.  If  he  were  to  make  a 
discovery  to  the  contrary,  he  would  be  simply 
stunned — would  never  recover  himself,  most 
likely,  except  to  gasp  and  die.  But  he  is  an 
excellent  master  still,  holding  it  a  part  of  his 
state  to  be  so.  He  has  a  great  liking  for  Mrs. 
Rouncewell ;  he  says  she  is  a  most  respectable, 
creditable  woman.  He  always  shakes  hands 
with  her,  when  he  comes  down  to  Chesney 
Wold,  and  when  he  goes  away;  and  if  he  were 
very  ill,  or  if  he  were  knocked  down  by  accident, 
or  run  over,  or  placed  in  any  situation  expres- 
sive of  a  Dedlock  at  a  disadvantage,  he  would 


say  if  he  could  speak,  "  Leave  me,  and  send 
Mrs.  Rouncewell  here  !"  feeling  his  dignity,  at 
such  a  pass,  safer  with  her  than  v.ith  anybody 
else. 

Mrs.  Rouncewell  has  knoA\Ti  trouble.  She 
has  had  two  sons,  of  whom  the  younger  ran 
wild,  and  went  for  a  soldier,  and  never  came 
back.  Even  to  this  hour,  Mrs.  Rouncewell's 
calm  hands  lose  their  composure  when  she 
speaks  of  him.,  and  unfolding  themselves  from 
her  stomacher,  hover  about  her  in  an  agitated 
manner,  as  she  says,  what  a  likely  lad,  what  a 
fine  lad,  what  a  gay,  good-humoured,  clever  lad 
he  was  !  Her  second  son  would  have  been 
provided  for  at  Chesney  Wold,  and  would  have 
been  made  steward  in  due  season  ;  but  he  took, 
when  he  was  a  schoolboy,  to  constructing  steam- 
engines  out  of  saucepans,  and  setting  birds  to 
draw  their  own  water,  with  the  least  possible 
amount  of  labour ;  so  assisting  them  with  artful 
contrivance  of  hydraulic  pressure,  that  a  thirsty 
canary  had  only,  in  a  literal  sense,  to  put  his 
shoulder  to  the  wheel,  and  the  job  was  done. 
This  propensity  gave  Mrs.  Rouncewell  great  un- 
easiness. She  felt  it  with  a  mother's  anguish, 
to  be  a  move  in  the  Wat  T}-ler  direction  :  well 
knowing  that  Sir  Leicester  had  that  general  im- 
pression of  an  aptitude  for  any  art  to  which 
smoke  and  a  tall  chimney  might  be  considered 
essential.  But  the  doomed  young  rebel  (other- 
wise a  mild  youth,  and  very  persevering),  showing 
no  sign  of  grace  as  he  got  older ;  but,  on  the  con- 
trary, constructing  a  model  of  a  power-loom, 
she  was  fain,  with  many  tears,  to  mention  his 
backslidings  to  the  baronet.  '•'  i^Irs.  Rounce- 
well," said  Sir  Leicester,  "  I  can  never  consent 
to  argue,  as  you  know,  with  any  one  on  any 
subject.  You  had  better  get  rid  of  your  boy  ; 
you  had  better  get  him  into  some  Works.  The 
iron  country  farther  north  is,  I  suppose,  the  con- 
genial direction  for  a  boy  with  these  tendencies." 
Farther  north  he  went,  and  farther  north  he 
grew  up  ;  and  if  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock  ever  saw 
him,  when  he  came  to  Chesney  Wold  to  visit 
his  mother,  or  ever  thought  of  him  afterwards, 
it  is  certain  that  he  only  regarded  him  as  one  of 
a  body  of  some  odd'  thousand  conspirators, 
swarthy  and  grim,  who  were  in  the  habit  of 
turning  out  by  torchlight,  two  or  three  nights 
in  the  week,  for  unlawful  purposes. 

Nevertheless  Mrs.  Rouncewell's  son  has,  in 
the  course  of  nature  and  art,  grown  up,  and 
established  himself,  and  married,  and  called 
unto  him  jSIrs.  Rouncewell's  grandson ;  who, 
being  out  of  his  apprenticeship,  and  home  from 
a  journey  in  far  countries,  whither  he  was  sent 
to  enlarge  his  knowledge  and  complete  his  pre- 
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parations  for  the  venture  of  this  life,  stands 
leaning  against  the  chimney-piece  this  very  day, 
in  Mrs,  Rouncewell's  room  at  Chesney  Wold. 

"  And,  again  and  again,  I  am  glad  to  see  you, 
AVatt !  And,  once  again,  I  am  glad  to  see  you. 
Watt  ! "  says  Mrs.  Rouncewell.  "  You  are  a 
fine  young  fellow.  You  are  like  your  poor  uncle 
George.  Ah  !  "  Mrs.  Rouncewell's  hands  un- 
quiet, as  usual,  on  this  reference. 

"  They  say  I  am  like  my  father,  grandmother." 

"  Like  him,  also,  my  dear,  —  but  most  like 
your  poor  uncle  George !  And  your  dear 
father."  Mrs.  Rouncewell  folds  her  hands 
again.     "  He  is  well  ?  " 

"  Thriving,  grandmother,  in  every  way." 

"  I  am  thankful !  "  Mrs.  Rouncewell  is  fond 
of  her  son,  but  has  a  plaintive  feeling  towards 
jiim — much  as  if  he  were  a  very  honourable 
.soldier,  who  had  gone  over  to  the  enemy. 

"He  is  quite  happy?"  sa}'s  she. 

''Quite." 

"  I  am  thankful !  So,  he  has  brought  you  up 
10  follow  in  his  ways,  and  has  sent  you  into 
foreign  countries  and  the  like?  Well,  he 
knows  best.  There  may  be  a  world  beyond 
Chesney  Wold  that  I  don't  understand.  Though 
I  am  not  young,  either.  And  I  have  seen  a 
quantity  of  good  company  too  ^" 

"  Grandmother,"  says  the  young  man,  chang- 
ing the  subject,  "  what  a  very  pretty  girl  that 
was,  I  found  with  you  just  now.  You  called 
her  Rosa?" 

"Yes,  child.  She  is  daughter  of  a  widow 
in  the  village.  Maids  are  so  hard  to  teach,  now- 
a-days,  that  I  have  put  her  about  me  young. 
She's  an  apt  scholar,  and  will  do  well.  She 
shows  the  house  already,  very  pretty.  She  lives 
with  me,  at  my  table  here." 

"  I  hope  I  have  not  driven  her  away  ?  " 

"  She  supposes  we  have  family  affairs  to  speak 
about,  I  dare  say.  She  is  very  modest.  It  is 
a  fine  quality  in  a  young  woman.  And  scarcer," 
says  Mrs.  Rouncewell,  expanding  her  stomacher 
to  its  utmost  limits,  "  than  it  formerly  was  !  " 

The  young  man  inclines  his  head,  in  acknow- 
ledgment of  the  precepts  of  experience.  Mrs. 
Rouncewell  listens. 

•''  Wheels  !  "  says  she.  They  have  long  been 
audible  to  the  younger  ears  of  her  companion. 
"  What  wheels  on  such  a  day  as  this,  for  gra- 
cious sake  ?  " 

After  a  short  interval  a  tap  at  the  door. 
"Come  in  !  "  A  dark-eyed,  dark-haired,  shy 
village  beauty  comes  in — so  fresh  in  her  rosy 
and  yet  delicate  bloom,  that  the  drops  of  rain, 
which  had  beaten  on  her  hair,  look  like  the  dew 
upon  a  flower  fresh-gathered. 


"  What  company  is  this,  Rosa  ?  "  says  Mrs. 
Rouncewell, 

"  It's  two  young  men  in  a  gig,  ma'am,  who^ 
want  to  see  the  house — yes,  and  if  you  please,  I 
told  them  so  !  "  in  quick  reply  to  a  gesture  oi 
dissent  from  the  housekeeper.  "  I  went  to  the 
hall  door,  and  told  them  it  was  the  wrong  day, 
and  the  wrong  hour ;  but  the  young  man  wha 
was  driving  took  oft'  his  hat  in  the  wet,  and 
begged  me  to  bring  this  card  to  you." 

"  Read  it,  my  dear  Watt,"  says  the  house- 
keeper. 

Rosa  is  so  shy  as  she  gives  it  to  him,  that 
they  drop  it  between  them,  and  almost  knock 
their  foreheads  together  as  they  pick  it  up. 
Rosa  is  shyer  than  before. 

"  Mr.  Guppy  "  is  all  the  information  the  card 
yields. 

"  Guppy  !"  repeats  Mrs.  Rouncewell.  "iJ/r_ 
Guppy  !     Nonsense,  I  never  heard  of  him  ! " 

"  If  you  please,  he  told  7m  that ! "  says  Rosa. 
"  But  he  said  that  he  and  the  other  young  gen- 
tleman came  from  London  only  last  night  by  the 
mail,  on  business  at  the  magistrates'  meeting  ten 
miles  off,  this  morning  ;  and  that  as  their  busi- 
ness was  soon  over,  and  they  had  heard  a  great 
deal  said  of  Chesney  Wold,  and  really  didn't 
know  what  to  do  with  themselves,  they  had 
come  through  the  wet  to  see  it.  They  are 
lawyers.  He  says  he  is  not  in  Mr.  Tulkinghorn's- 
oftice,  but  is  sure  he  may  make  use  of  Mr. 
Tulkinghorn's  name,  if  necessary."  Finding, 
now  she  leaves  oft',  that  she  has  been  making 
quite  a  long  speech,  Rosa  is  shyer  than  ever. 

Now,  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  is,  in  a  manner,  part 
and  parcel  of  the  place ;  and,  besides,  is  sup- 
posed to  have  made  Mrs.  Rouncewell's  will. 
The  old  lady  relaxes,  consents  to  the  admissioii 
of  the  visitors  as  a  favour,  and  dismisses  Rosa. 
The  grandson,  however,  being  smitten  by  a 
sudden  wish  to  see  the  house  himself,  proposesi 
to  join  the  party.  The  grandmother,  who  is. 
pleased  that  he  should  have  that  interest,  ac- 
companies him — though  to  do  him  justice,  he  is 
exceedingly  unwilling  to  trouble  her. 

"  Much  obliged  to  you,  ma'am  ! "  says  Mr. 
Guppy,  divesting  himself  of  his  wet  dreadnought 
in  the  hall.  "  LTs  London  lawyers  don't  often 
get  an  out ;  and  when  we  do,  we  like  to  make 
the  most  of  it,  you  know." 

The  old  housekeeper,  with  a  gracious  severity 
of  deportment,  Avaves  her  hand  towards  the 
great  staircase.  Mr.  Guppy  and  his  friend 
follow  Rosa,  Mrs.  Rouncewell  and  her  grandson^ 
follow  them,  a  young  gardener  goes  before  to 
open  the  shutters. 

As  is  usually  the  case  with  people  who  go 
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over  houses,  Mr.  Guppy  and  his  friend  are  dead 
beat  before  they  have  well  begun.  They  struggle 
about  in  wrong  places,  look  at  wrong  things, 
don't  care  for  the  right  things,  gape  when  more 
rooms  are  opened,  exhibit  profound  depression 
of  spirits,  and  are  clearly  knocked  up.  In  each 
successive  chamber  that  they  enter,  Mrs.  Rounce- 
well,  who  is  as  upright  as  the  house  itself,  rests 
apart  in  a  window  seat,  or  other  such  nook,  and 
listens  with  stately  approval  to  Rosa's  exposi- 
tion. Her  grandson  is  so  attentive  to  it,  that 
Rosa  is  shyer  than  ever — and  prettier.     Thus 


they  pass  on  from  room  to  room,  raising  the 
pictured  Dedlocks  for  a  few  brief  minutes  as  the 
young  gardener  admits  the  light,  and  reconsign- 
ing  them  to  their  graves  as  he  shuts  it  out  again. 
It  appears  to  the  afflicted  Mr.  Guppy  and  his 
inconsolable  friend,  that  there  is  no  end  to  the 
Dedlocks,  whose  family  greatness  seems  to  con- 
sist in  their  never  having  done  anything  ta 
distinguish  themselves,  for  seven  hundred  years. 
Even  the  long  drawing-room  of  Chesney  Wold 
cannot  revive  Mr.  Guppy's  spirits.  He  is  sO' 
low  that  he  droops  on  the  threshold,  and  has 


"  ALFRED,  MY  YOUNGEST  (FIVE),  HAS  VOLUNTARILY  ENROLLED   HIMSELF  IN  THE  INFANT  BONDS   OF  JOY,  AND  IS 
PLEDGED  NEVER,  THROUGH  LIFE,  TO  USE  TOBACCO  IN  ANY  FORM." 


hardly  strength  of  mind  to  enter.  But  a  por- 
trait over  the  chimney-piece,  painted  by  the 
fashionable  artist  of  the  day,  acts  upon  him  like 
a  charm.  He  recovers  in  a  moment.  He  stares 
at  it  with  uncommon  interest ;  he  seems  to  be 
fixed  and  fascinated  by  it. 

"  Dear  me  !  "  says  Mr.  Guppy.  "  Who's 
that  ?  " 

"The  picture  over  the  fire-place,"  says  Rosa, 
"  is  the  portrait  of  the  present  Lady  Dedlock. 
It  is  considered  a  perfect  likeness,  and  the  best 
v/ork  of  the  master.' 

"  'Blest !  ■'  says  Mr.  Guppy,  staring  in  a  kind 


of  dismay  at  his  friend,  "  if  I  can  ever  have  seen 
her.  Yet  I  know  her  !  Has  the  picture  been 
engraved,  miss  ?  " 

"  The  picture  has  never  been  engraved.  Sir 
Leicester  has  always  refused  permission." 

"  Well ! "  says  Mr.  Guppy  in  a  low  voice. 
"  I'll  be  shot  if  it  ain't  very  curious  how  well  I 
know  that  picture  !  So  that's  Lady  Dedlock. 
is  it  !  " 

"  The  picture  on  the  right  is  the  present  Sir 
Leicester  Dedlock.  The  picture  on  the  left  is 
his  father,  the  late  Sir  Leicester." 

Mr.  Guppy  has  no  eyes  for  either  of  these 
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magnates.  "  It's  unaccountable  to  me,"  he 
says,  still  staring  at  the  portrait,  "how  well  I 
know  that  picture  !  I'm  dashed  ! "  adds  Mr. 
Guppy,  looking  round,  "  if  I  don't  think  I  must 
ha^•e  had  a  dream  of  that  picture,  you  know  !  " 

As  no  one  present  takes  any  especial  interest 
in  ]\Ir.  Guppy's  dreams,  the  probability  is  not 
jiursued.  But  he  still  remains  so  absorbed  by 
the  portrait,  that  he  stands  immoveable  before 
it  until  the  young  gardener  has  closed  the  shut- 
ters ;  when  he  comes  out  of  the  room  in  a 
dazed  state,  that  is  an  odd  though  a  sufficient 
substitute  for  interest,  and  follows  into  the  suc- 
ceeding rooms  with  a  confused  stare,  as  if  he 
were  looking  everywhere  for  Lady  Dedlock 
again. 

He  sees  no  more  of  her.  He  sees  her  rooms, 
which  are  the  last  shown,  as  being  very  elegant, 
and  he  looks  out  of  the  windows  from  which 
she  looked  out,  not  long  ago,  upon  the  weather 
that  bored  her  to  death.  All  things  have  an 
end — even  houses  that  people  take  infinite  pains 
to  see,  and  are  tired  of  before  they  begin  to  see 
them.  He  has  come  to  the  end  of  the  sight, 
and  the  fresh  village  beauty  to  the  end  of  her 
description  ;  which  is  always  this  : 

"The  terrace  below  is  much  admired.  *It  is 
called,  from  an  old  story  in  the  family,  The 
Ghost's  Walk." 

"  No  ?  "  says  J\lr.  Guppy,  greedily  curious  ; 
"'  what's  the  story,  miss  ?  Is  it  anything  about 
a  picture  ?  " 

"  Pray  tell  us  the  stor}-,"  sa3-s  Watt,  in  a  half 
whisper. 

"  I  don't  know  it,  sir."  Rosa  is  shyer  than 
ever. 

"  It  is  not  related  to  visitors  ;  it  is  almost 
forgotten,"  says  the  housekeeper,  advancing. 
"It  has  never  been  more  than  a  family  anec- 
dote." 

"  You'll  excuse  my  asking  again  if  it  has  any- 
thing to  do  with  a  picture,  ma'am,"  observes 
Mr.  Guppy,  "  because  I  do  assure  you  that  the 
more  I  think  of  that  picture  the  better  I  know 
it,  without  knowing  how  I  know  it !  " 

The  story  has  nothing  to  do  with  a  picture ; 
the  housekeeper  can  guarantee  that.  Mr. 
Guppy  is  obliged  to  her  for  the  information; 
and  is,  moreover,  generally  obliged.  He  retires 
with  his  friend,  guided  down  another  staircase 
by  the  young  gardener ;  and  presently  is  heard 
to  drive  away.  It  is  now  dusk.  Mrs.  Rounce- 
well  can  trust  to  the  discretion  of  her  two 
young  hearers,  and  may  tell  them  how  the  ter- 
race came  to  have  that  ghostly  name.  She 
seats  herself  in  a  large  chair  by  the  fast-darken- 
ing window,  and  tells  them  : 


"  In  the  wicked  days,  my  dears,  of  King 
Charles  the  First — I  mean,  of  course,  in  the 
Avicked  days  of  the  rebels  Avho  leagued  them- 
selves against  that  excellent  King — Sir  Morbury 
Dedlock  was  the  owner  of  Chesney  Wold. 
^Vhether  there  was  any  account  of  a  ghost  in 
the  family  before  those  days,  I  can't  say.  I 
should  think  it  very  likely  indeed." 

Mrs.  Rouncewell  holds  this  opinion,  because 
she  considers  that  a  family  of  such  antiquity  and 
importance  has  a  right  to  a  ghost.  She  regards 
a  ghost  as  one  of  the  privileges  of  the  upper 
classes  ;  a  genteel  distinction  to  which  the 
common  people  have  no  claim. 

"  Sir  Morbury  Dedlock,"  says  Mrs.  Rounce- 
well, "was,  I  have  no  occasion  to  say,  on  the 
side  of  the  blessed  martyr.  But  it  is  supposed 
that  his  lady,  .vho  had  none  of  the  family  blood 
in  her  veins,  favoured  the  bad  cause.  It  is  said 
that  she  had  relations  among  King  Charles's 
enemies ;  that  she  was  in  correspondence  with 
them ;  and  that  she  gave  them  information. 
When  any  of  the  country  gentlemen  who  fol- 
lowed His  Majesty's  cause  met  here,  it  is  said 
that  my  Lady  was  always  nearer  to  the  door  of 
their  council-room  than  they  supposed.  Do 
5'ou  hear  a  sound  like  a  footstep  passing  along 
the  terrace.  Watt  ?  " 

Rosa  draws  nearer  to  the  housekeeper. 

"  I  hear  the  rain  drip  on  the  stones,"  replies 
the  young  man,  "  and  I  hear  a  curious  echo — I 
suppose  an  echo — which  is  very  like  a  halting 
step." 

The  housekeeper  gravely  nods  and  continues : 

"  Partly  on  account  of  this  division  between 
them,  and  partly  on  other  accounts.  Sir  Morbury 
and  his  Lady  led  a  troubled  life.  She  Avas  a 
lady  of  a  haughty  temper.  They  were  not  well 
suited  to  each  other  in  age  or  character,  and 
they  had  no  children  to  moderate  between 
them.  After  her  favourite  brother,  a  young  gen- 
tleman, was  killed  in  the  civil  wars  (by  Sir 
Morbury's  near  kinsman),  her  feeling  was  so 
violent  that  she  hated  the  race  into  which  she 
had  married.  When  the  Dedlocks  were  about 
to  ride  out  from  Chesney  Wold  in  the  King's 
cause,  she  is  supposed  to  have  more  than  once 
stolen  down  into  the  stables  in  the  dead  of 
night,  and  lamed  their  horses  ;  and  the  story  is, 
that  once,  at  such  an  hour,  her  husband  saw  her 
gliding  down  the  stairs,  and  followed  her  into 
the  stall  where  his  own  favourite  horse  stood. 
There  he  seized  her  by  the  wrist;  and  in  a 
stniggle  or  in  a  fall,  or  through  the  horse  being 
frightened  and  lashing  out,  she  was  lamed  in 
the  hip,  and  from  that  hour  began  to  pine 
away." 
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The  housekeeper  has  dropped  her  voice  to 
little  more  than  a  whisper. 

"She  had  been  a  lady  of  a  handsome  figure 
and  a  noble  carriage.  She  never  complained  of 
the  change ;  she  never  spoke  to  any  one  of 
being  crippled,  or  of  being  in  pain  ;  but,  day  by 
day,  she  tried  to  walk  upon  the  terrace ;  and, 
Avith  the  help  of  a  stick,  and  Avith  the  help  of 
the  stone  balustrade,  went  up  and  down,  up 
and  down,  up  and  down,  in  sun  and  shadow, 
with  greater  dilliculty  every  day.  At  last,  one 
afternoon,  her  husband  (to  whom  she  had  never, 
on  any  persuasion  opened  her  lips  since  that 
night),  standing  at  the  great  south  window,  saw 
her  drop  upon  the  pavement.  He  hastened 
down  to  raise  her,  but  she  repulsed  him  as  he 
bent  over  her,  and  looking  at  him  fixedly  and 
coldly,  said  '  I  will  die  here  where  I  have 
walked.'  And  I  will  walk  here,  though  I  am  in 
my  grave,  I  will  walk  here,  until  the  pride  of 
this  house  is  humbled.  And  when  calamity,  or 
when  disgrace  is  coming  to  it,  let  the  Dedlocks 
listen  for  my  step  !  " 

Watt  looks  at  Rosa.  Rosa  in  the  deepening 
gloom  looks  down  upon  the  ground,  half  fright- 
ened and  half  shy. 

"  There  and  then  she  died.  And  from  those 
days,"  says  Mrs.  Rouncewell,  "the  name  has 
come  down — The  Ghost's  Walk.  If  the  tread 
is  an  echo,  it  is  an  echo  that  is  only  heard  after 
dark,  and  is  often  unheard  for  a  long  while 
together.  But  it  comes  back,  from  time  to  time ; 
and  so  sure  as  there  is  sickness  or  death  in  the 
family,  it  will  be  heard  then." 

" — And  disgrace,  grandmother  — "  says 
Vv^att. 

"  Disgrace  never  comes  to  Chesney  Wold," 
returns  the  housekeeper. 

Her  grandson  apologises,  with  "  True.    True." 

"That  is  the  story.  Whatever  the  sound  is, 
it  is  a  worrying  sound,"  says  IMrs.  Rouncewell, 
getting  up  from  her  chair,  "  and  what  is  to  be 
noticed  in  it,  is,  that  it  must  be  heard.  My  lady, 
who  is  afraid  of  nothing,  admits  that  when  it  is 
there,  it  must  be  heard.  You  cannot  shut  it 
out.  Watt,  there  is  a  tall  French  clock  be- 
hind you  (placed  there,  'a  purpose)  that  has  a 
loud  beat  when  it  is  in  motion,  and  can  play 
music.  You  understand  how  those  things  are 
managed?" 

"  Pretty  well,  grandmother,  I  think." 

"  Set  it  a  going." 

Watt  sets  it  a  going — music  and  all. 

"  Nov/,  come  hither,"  says  the  housekeeper. 
"  Hither,  child,  towards  my  lady's  pillow.  I 
am  not  sure  that  it  is  dark  enough  j-et,  but 
listen !      Can   you   hear   the   sound   upon   the 


terrace,  through  the  music,  and  the  beat,  and 
everything  ?  " 

"  I  certainly  can  !" 

'■  So  my  lady  says." 


CHAPTER  VHI. 

COVERING  A  MULTITUDE  OF  SINS. 

My-T  was  interesting  when  I  dressed 
Wtfi! '  before  daylight,  to  peep  out  of  the 
window,  where  my  candles  were 
reflected  in  the  black  panes  like 
two  beacons,  and,  finding  all  beyond 
still  enshrouded  in  the  indistinct- 
ness of  last  night,  to  watch  how  it 
turned  out  when  the  day  came  on.  As 
the  prospect  gradually  revealed  itself,  and  dis- 
closed the  scene  over  which  the  wind  had  wan- 
dered in  the  dark,  like  my  memory  over  my  life, 
I  had  a  pleasure  in  discovering  the  unknown 
objects  that  had  been  around  me  in  my  sleep. 
At  first  they  were  faintly  discernible  in  the  mist, 
and  above  them  the  later  stars  still  glimmered. 
That  pale  interval  over,  the  picture  began  to 
enlarge  and  fill  up  so  fast,  that,  at  every  ncAv 
peep,  I  could  have  found  enough  to  look  at  for 
an  hour.  Imperceptibly,  my  candles  became 
the  only  incongruous  part  of  the  morning,  the 
dark  places  in  my  room  all  melted  away,  and 
the  day  shone  bright  upon  a  cheerful  landscape, 
prominent  in  which  the  old  Abbey  Church,  with 
its  massive  tower,  threw  a  softer  train  of  shadow 
on  the  view  than  seemed  compatible  with  its 
rugged  character.  But  so  from  rough  outsides 
(Ihope  I  have  learnt),  serene  and  gentle  influ- 
ences often  proceed. 

Every  part  of  the  house  was  in  such  order, 
and  every  one  v/as  so  attentive  to  me,  that  I  had 
no  trouble  with  my  two  bunches  of  keys  :  though 
what  with  trying  to  remember  the  contents  of 
each  litde  store-room  drawer,  and  cupboard; 
and  what  with  making  notes  on  a  slate  about 
jams,  and  pickles,  and  preserves,  and  bottles, 
and  glass,  and  china,  and  a  great  many  other 
things ;  and  what  with  being  generally  a  methodi- 
cal, old-maidenish  sort  of  foolish  little  person ; 
I  was  so  busy  that  I  could  not  believe  it  was 
breakfast-time  when  I  heard  the  bell  ring. 
Away  I  ran,  however,  and  made  tea,  as  I  had 
already  been  installed  into  the  responsibility 
of  the  tea-pot ;  and  then,  as  they  were  all  rather 
late,  and  nobody  was  down  yet,  I  thought  I 
would  take  a  peep  at  the  garden  and  get  some 
knowledge  of  that  too.  I  found  it  quite  a  de- 
lightful place ;  in  front,  the  pretty  avenue  and 


48 


BLEAK  HOUSE. 


drive  by  which  we  had  approached  (and  where, 
by-thc-bye,  we  had  cut  up  the  gravel  so  terribly 
with  our  wheels  that  I  asked  the  gardener  to 
roll  it) ;  nt  the  back,  the  flower-garden,  with  my 
darling  at  her  window  up  tliere,  throwing  it  open 
to  smile  out  at  me,  as  if  she  would  have  kissed 
me  from  that  distance.  Beyond  the  flower-gar- 
den was  a  kitchen-garden,  and  then  a  paddock, 
and  then  a  snug  little  rick-yard,  and  then  a  dear 
little  farm-yard.  As  to  the  House  itself,  with 
its  three  peaks  in  the  roof;  its  various-shaped 
windows,  some  so  large,  some  so  small,  and  all 
so  pretty ;  its  trellis-work  against  the  south- 
front  for  roses  and  honejsuckle,  and  its  homely, 
comfortable,  welcoming  look  ;  it  was,  as  Ada 
said,  when  she  came  out  to  meet  me  with  her 
arm  through  that  of  its  master,  worthy  of  her 
cousin  John — a  bold  thing  to  say,  though  he 
only  pinched  her  dear  cheek  for  it. 

Mr.  Skimpole  was  as  agreeable  at  breakfast, 
as  he  had  been  over-night.  There  was  honey 
on  the  table,  and  it  led  him  into  a  discourse 
about  Bees.  He  had  no  objection  to  honey, 
he  said  (and  I  should  think  he  had  not,  for  he 
seemed  to  like  it),  but  he  protested  against  the 
overweening  assumptions  of  Bees.  He  didn't 
at  all  see  why  the  busy  Bee  should  be  proposed 
as  a  model  to  him ;  he  supposed  the  Bee  liked 
to  make  honey,  or  he  wouldn't  do  it — nobody 
asked  him.  It  was  not  necessary  for  the  Bee 
to  make  such  a  merit  of  his  tastes.  If  every 
confectioner  went  buzzing  about  the  v/orld, 
banging  against  everything  that  came  in  his  way, 
and  egotistically  calling  upon  everybody  to  take 
notice  that  he  was  going  to  his  work  and  must 
not  be  interrupted,  the  world  would  be  quite  an 
insupportable  place.  Then,  after  all,  it  was 
a  ridiculous  position,  to  be  smoked  out  of  your 
fortune  with  brimstone,  as  soon  as  you  had  made 
it.  You  would  have  a  very  mean  opinion  of  a 
Manchester  man,  if  he  spun  cotton  for  no  other 
purpose.  He  must  say  he  thought  a  Drone  the 
embodiment  of  a  pleasanter  and  wiser  idea. 
The  Drone  said  unaffectedly,  "You  will  excuse 
me ;  I  really  cannot  attend  to  the  shop  !  I  find 
myself  in  a  world  in  which  there  is  so  much  to 
see,  and  so  short  a  time  to  see  it  in,  that  I  must 
take  the  liberty  of  looking  about  me,  and  begging 
to  be  provided  for  by  somebody  who  doesn't 
want  to  look  about  him."  This  appeared  to 
Mr.  Skimpole  to  be  the  Drone  philosophy,  and 
he  thought  it  a  very  good  philosophy — always 
supposing  the  Drone  to  be  willing  to  be  on  good 
terms  with  the  Bee  :  which,  so  far  as  he  knew, 
the  easy  fellow  always  was,  if  the  consequential 
creature  would  only  let  him,  and  not  be  so  con- 
ceited about  his  honey ! 


He  pursued  his  fancy  with  the  lightest  foot 
over  a  variety  of  ground,  and  made  us  all  merry  ; 
though  again  he  seemed  to  have  as  serious  a 
meaning  in  what  he  said  as  he  was  capable  of 
having.  I  left  them  still  listening  to  him  when 
I  withdrew  lo  attend  to  my  new  duties.  They 
had  occupied  me  for  some  time,  and  I  was 
passing  through  the  passage  on  my  return  with 
my  basket  of  keys  on  my  arm,  when  IMr.  Jarn- 
dyce  called  me  into  a  small  room  next  his  bedcham- 
ber, which  I  found  to  be  in  part  a  little  library 
of  books  and  papers,  and  in  part  quite  a  little 
museum  of  his  boots  and  shoes,  and  hat-boxes. 

"Sit  down,  my  dear,"  said  Mr.  JarndycQ. 
"This,  you  must  know,  is  the  Growlery.  When 
I  am  out  of  humour,  I  come  and  growl  here." 

"  You  must  be  here  very  seldom,  sir,"  said  I. 

"  O,  you  don't  know  me!"  he  returned. 
"  When  I  am  deceived  or  disappointed  in — the 
wind,  and  it's  Easterly,  I  take  refuge  here.  The 
Growlery  is  the  best-used  room  in  the  house. 
You  are  not  aware  of  half  my  humours  yet.  My 
dear,  how  you  are  trembling  ! " 

I  could  not  help  it :  I  tried  very  hard :  but 
being  alone  with  that  benevolent  presence,  and 
meeting  his  kind  eyes,  and  feeling  so  happy,  and 
so  honoured  there,  and  my  heart  so  full 

I  kissed  his  hand.  I  don't  know  what  I  said, 
or  even  that  I  spoke.  He  was  disconcerted, 
and  walked  to  the  window  :  I  almost  believed 
with  an  intention  of  jumping  out,  until  he  turned, 
and  I  was  reassured  by  seeing  in  his  eyes  what 
he  had  gone  there  to  hide.  He  gently  patted 
me  on  the  head,  and  I  sat  down. 

"There!  There!"  he  said.  "That's  over. 
Pooh  !     Don't  be  foolish." 

"It  shall  not  happen  again,  sir,"  I  returned, 
"but  at  first  it  is  difficult" 

"  Nonsense  ! "  he  said,  "  it's  easy,  easy.  Why 
not  ?  I  hear  of  a  good  little  orphan  girl  without  a 
protector,  and  I  take  it  in  my  head  to  be  that  pro- 
tector. She  grows  up,  and  more  than  justifies  my 
good  opinion,  and  I  remain  her  guardian  and  her 
friend.  What  is  there  in  all  this  ?  So,  so  !  Now 
we  have  cleared  off  old  scores,  and  I  have  before 
me  thy  pleasant,  trusting,  trusty  face  again." 

I  said  to  myself,  "  Esther,  my  dear,  you  sur- 
prise me  !  This  really  is  not  what  I  expected 
of  you  !"  and  it  had  such  a  good  effect,  that  I 
folded  my  hands  upon  my  basket,  and  quite  re- 
covered myself.  Mr.  Jarndyce,  expressing  his 
approval  in  his  face,  began  to  talk  to  me  as 
confidentially  as  if  I  had  been  in  the  habit  of 
conversing  with  him  every  morning,  for  I  don't 
know  how  long.     I  almost  felt  as  if  I  had. 

"  Of  course,  Esther,"  he  said,  "  you  don't 
understand  this  Chancery  business  ?  " 
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And  of  course  I  shook  my  head. 

"  I  don't  know  who  does,"  he  returned.  "  The 
Lawyers  have  twisted  it  into  such  a  state  of 
bedevihiient  that  the  original  merits  of  the  case 
have  long  disappeared  from  the  face  of  the 
earth.  It's  about  a  Will,  and  the  trusts  under  a 
Will — or  it  was,  once.  It's  about  nothing  but 
Costs,  now.  We  are  always  appearing,  and  dis- 
appearing, and  swearing,  and  interrogating,  and 
filing,  and  cross-filing,  and  arguing,  and  sealing, 
and  motioning,  and  referring,  and  reporting,  and 
revolving  about  the  Lord  Chancellor  and  all  his 
satellites,  and  equitably  waltzing  ourselves  off  to 
dusty  death,  about  Costs.  That's  the  great  ques- 
tion. All  tne  rest,  by  some  extraordinary  means, 
has  melted  away." 

"  But  it  was,  sir,"  said  I,  to  bring  him  back, 
for  he  began  tomb  his  head,  "about  a  Will?" 

"  Why,  yes,  it  was  about  a  Will  when  it  was 
about  anything,"  he  returned.  "  A  certain  Jarn- 
dyce,  in  an  evil  hour,  made  a  great  fortune,  and 
made  a  great  Will.  In  the  question  how  the 
trusts  under  that  Will  are  to  be  administered, 
the  fortune  left  by  the  Will  is  squandered  away  ; 
the  legatees  under  the  Will  are  reduced  to  such 
a  miserable  condition  that  they  would  be  suffi- 
ciently punished,  if  they  had  committed  an 
enormous  crime  in  having  money  left  them  ;  and 
the  Will  itself  is  made  a  dead  letter.  All  through 
the  deplorable  cause,  everything  that  everybody 
in  it,  except  one  man,  knows  already,  is  referred 
to  that  only  one  man  who  don't  know  it,  to  find 
out — all  through  the  deplorable  cause,  every- 
body must  have  copies,  over  and  over  again,  of 
everything  that  has  accumulated  about  it  in  the 
way  of  cartloads  of  papers  (or  must  pay  for  them 
without  having  them,  which  is  the  usual  course, 
for  nobody  wants  them) ;  and  must  go  douTi  the 
middle  and  up  again,  through  such  an  infernal 
country-dance  of  costs  and  fees  and  nonsense 
and  corruption,  as  was  never  dreamed  of  in  the 
Avildest  visions  of  a  Witch's  Sabbath.  Equity 
sends  questions  to  Law,  Law  sends  questions 
back  to  Equity ;  Law  finds  it  can't  do  this, 
Equity  finds  it  can't  do  that ;  neither  can  so 
much  as  say  it  can't  do  anything,  without  this 
solicitor  instructing  and  this  counsel  appearing 
for  A,  and  that  solicitor  instructing  and  that 
counsel  appearing  for  B  ;  and  so  on  through  the 
whole  alphabet,  like  the  history  of  the  Apple 
Pie.  And  thus,  through  years  and  years,  and 
lives  and  lives,  everything  goes  on,  constantly 
beginning  over  and  over  again,  and  nothing 
ever  ends.  And  we  can't  get  out  of  the  suit  on 
any  terms,  for  we  are  made  parties  to  it,  and 
must  be  parties  to  it,  whether  we  like  it  or  not. 
But  it  v/on't  do  to  think  of  it  I     When  my  great 


Uncle,  poor  Tom  Jarndyce,  began  to  think  of 
it,  it  was  the  beginning  of  the  end  !" 

"  The  Mr.  Jarndyce,  sir,  whose  story  I  have 
heard?" 

He  nodded  gravely.  "  I  was  his  heir,  and 
this  was  his  house,  Esther.  When  I  came  here, 
it  was  bleak,  indeed.  He  had  left  the  signs  of 
his  misery  upon  it." 

"  How  changed  it  must  be  now !"  I  said. 

"  It  had  been  called,  before  his  time,  the 
Peaks.  He  gave  it  its  present  name,  and  lived 
here  shut  up :  day  and  night  poring  over  the 
wicked  heaps  of  papers  in  the  suit,  and  hoping 
against  hope  to  disentangle  it  from  its  mystifica- 
tion and  bring  it  to  a  close.  In  the  meantime, 
the  place  became  dilapidated,  the  wind  whistled 
tlirough  the  cracked  walls,  the  rain  fell  through 
the  broken  roof,  the  weeds  choked  the  passage 
to  the  rotting  door.  When  I  brought  what  re- 
mained of  him  home  here,  the  brains  seemed  to 
me  to  have  been  blown  out  of  the  house  too ; 
it  was  so  shattered  and  ruined." 

He  walked  a  little  to  and  fro,  after  saying  this 
to  himself  with  a  shudder,  and  then  looked  at 
me,  and  brightened,  and  came  and  sat  down 
again  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets. 

"  I  told  you  this  was  the  Growlery,  my  dear. 
Where  was  I  ?" 

I  reminded  him,  at  the  hopeful  change  he 
had  made  in  Bleak  House. 

"  Bleak  House  :  true.  There  is,  in  that  city 
of  London  there,  some  property  of  ours,  which 
is  much  at  this  day  what  Bleak  House  was  then, 
— I  say  property  of  ours,  meaning  of  the  Suit's, 
but  I  ought  to  call  it  the  property  of  Costs  ;  for 
Costs  is  the  only  power  on  earth  that  will  ever 
get  anything  out  of  it  now,  or  will  ever  know  it 
for  anything  but  an  eyesore  and  a  heartsore. 
It  is  a  street  of  perishing  blind  houses,  Avith 
their  eyes  stoned  out  ;  without  a  pane  of  glass, 
without  so  much  as  a  window-frame,  with  the 
bare  blank  shutters  tumbling  from  their  hinges 
and  falling  asunder  ;  the  iron  rails  peeling  aAvay 
in  flakes  of  rust ;  the  chimneys  sinking  in  ;  the 
stone  steps  to  every  door  (and  every  door  might 
be  Death's  Door)  turning  stagnant  green ;  the 
A'ery  crutches  on  which  the  ruins  are  propped, 
decaying.  Although  Bleak  House  was  not  in 
Chancery,  its  master  was,  and  it  was  stamped 
with  the  same  seal.  These  are  the  Great  Seal's 
impressions,  my  dear,  all  over  England — the 
children  know  theml" 

"  How  changed  it  is  !"  I  said  again. 

"Why,  so  it  is,"  he  answered  much  more 
cheerfully ;  "  and  it  is  wisdom  in  you  to  keep 
me  to  the  bright  side  of  the  picture."  (The 
idea  of  my  wisdom !)      "  These   are   things   I 
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never  talk  about,  or  even  think  about,  excepting 
in  the  Growlery,  here.  If  you  consider  it  right 
to  mention  them  to  Rick  and  Ada,"  looking 
seriously  at  me,  '"you  can.  I  leave  it  to  your 
discretion,  Esther." 

"  I  hope,  sir  '' — said  I. 

"I  think  you  had  better  call  me  Guardian, 
my  dear." 

I  felt  that  I  was  choking  again — I  taxed 
myself  with  it,  "  Esther,  now,  you  know  you 
are!" — when  he  feigned  to  say  this  slightly, 
as  if  it  were  a  whim,  instead  of  a  thoughtful 
tenderness.  But  I  gave  the  housekeeping  keys 
the  least  sliake  in  the  world  as  a  reminder  to 
m}'self,  and  folding  my  hands  in  a  still  more 
determined  manner  on  the  basket,  looked  at 
him  quietly. 

"  I  hope,  Guardian,"  said  I,  "  that  you  may 
not  trust  too  much  to  my  discretion.  I  hope 
you  may  not  mistake  me.  I  am  afraid  it  will 
be  a  disappointment  to  you  to  know  that  I  am 
not  clever — but  it  really  is  the  truth ;  and  you 
would  soon  find  it  out  if  I  had  not  the  honesty 
to  confess  it." 

He  did  not  seem  at  all  disappointed  :  quite 
the  contrary.  He  told  me,  with  a  smile  all  over 
his  face,  that  he  knew  me  very  well  indeed,  and 
that  I  was  quite  clever  enough  for  him. 

"  I  hope  I  may  turn  out  so,"  said  I,  "  but  I 
am  much  afraid  of  it,  Guardian." 

"  You  are  clever  enough  to  be  the  good  little 
woman  of  our  lives  here,  my  dear,"  he  returned, 
playfully  ;  "  the  little  old  woman  of  the  Child's 
(I  don't  mean  Skimpole's)  Rhyme  : 

"  '  Little  old  woman,  and  whither  so  high  ? ' — 
'  To  sweep  the  cobwebs  out  of  the  sky.' 

You  will  sweep  them  so  neatly  out  of  our  sky, 
in  the  course  of  your  housekeeping,  Esther,  that 
one  of  these  days,  Ave  shall  have  to  abandon  the 
Growlery,  and  nail  up  the  door." 

This  was  the  beginning  of  my  being  called 
Old  Woman,  and  Little  Old  Woman,  and  Cob- 
web, and  jMrs.  Shipton,  and  Mother  Hubbard, 
and  Dame  Durden,  and  so  many  names  of  that 
sort,  that  my  own  name  soon  became  quite  lost 
among  them. 

'-'  However,"  said  Mr.  Jarndyce,  "■  to  return  to 
our  gossip.  Here's  Rick,  a  fine  young  fellow 
full  of  promise.  What's  to  be  done  with  him?" 
_  Oh  my  goodness,  the  idea  of  asking  my  ad- 
vice on  such  a  point ! 

"Here  he  is,  Esther,"  said  ^Ir.  Jarndyce, 
comfortably  putting  his  hands  in  his  pockets 
and  stretching  out  his  legs.  "  He  must  have  a 
profession  ;  he  must  make  some  choice  for  him- 


self.    There  will  be  a  world  more  Wiglomera- 
tion  about  it,  I  suppose,  but  it  must  be  done." 

"  More  what,  Guardian?"  said  I. 

"  Islore  Wiglomeration,"  said  he.  "  It's  the 
only  name  I  know  for  the  thing.  He  is  a  ward 
in  Chancery,  my  dear.  Kenge  and  Carboy  will 
have  something  to  say  about  it ;  Master  Some- 
body— a  sort  of  ridiculous  Sexton,  digging  graves 
for  the  merits  of  causes  in  a  back  room  at  the 
end  of  Quality  Court,  Chancery  Lane — will  have 
something  to  say  about  it;  Counsel  will  have 
something  to  say  about  it ;  the  Chancellor  will 
have  something  to  say  about  it ;  the  Satellites 
will  have  something  to  say  about  it;  they  will 
have  to  be  handsomely  fee'd,  all  round,  about  it ; 
the  whole  thing  will  be  vastly  ceremonious, 
wordy,  unsatisfactory,  and  expensive,  and  I  call 
it,  in  general,  Wiglomeration.  How  mankind 
ever  came  to  be  afflicted  with  Wiglomeration, 
or  for  whose  sins  these  young  people  ever  fell 
into  a  pit  of  it,  I  don't  know ;  so  it  is." 

He  began  to  rub  his  head  again,  and  to  hint 
that  he  felt  the  wind.  But  it  was  a  delightful 
instance  of  his  kindness  towards  me.,  that  whether 
he  rubbed  his  head,  or  walked  about,  or  did 
both,  his  face  was  sure  to  recover  its  benignant 
expression  as  it  looked  at  mine;  and  he  was 
sure  to  turn  comfortable  again,  and  put  his 
hands  in  his  pockets  and  stretch  out  his  legs. 

"  Perhaps  it  would  be  best,  first  of  all,"  said 
I,  "  to  ask  Mr.  Richard  what  he  inclines  to 
himself." 

"  Exactly  so,"  he  returned.  "  That's  what  I 
mean  !  You  know,  just  accustom  yourself  to 
talk  it  over,  with  your  tact  and  in  your  quiet 
way,  with  him  and  Ada,  and  see  what  you  all 
make  of  it.  We  are  sure  to  come  at  the  heart 
of  the  matter  by  your  means,  little  woman." 

I  really  was  frightened  at  the  thought  of  the 
importance  I  was  attaining,  and  the  number  of 
things  that  were  being  confided  to  me.  I  had 
not  meant  this  at  all;  I  had  meant  that  he 
should  speak  to  Richard.  But  of  course  I  said 
nothing  in  reply,  except  that  I  would  do  my 
best,  though  I  feared  (I  really  felt  it  necessary 
to  repeat  this)  that  he  thought  me  much  more 
sagacious  than  I  was.  At  which  my  guardian 
only  laughed  the  pleasantest  laugh  I  ever  heard. 

"  Come  ! "  he  said,  rising  and  pushing  back 
his  chair.  "  I  think  we  may  have  done  with 
the  Growlery  for  one  day  !  Only  a  concluding 
word.  Esther,  my  dear,  do  you  wish  to  ask 
me  anything  ?  " 

He  looked  so  attentively  at  me,  that  I  looked 
attentively  at  him,  and  felt  sure  I  understood 
him. 

"  About  myself,  sir  ?  "  said  I. 
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"  Yes." 

"  Guardian,"  said  I,  venturing  to  put  my 
hand,  which  was  suddenly  colder  than  I  could 
have  wished,  in  his,  "  nothing  !  I  am  quite  sure 
that  if  there  were  anything  I  ought  to  know,  or 
had  any  need  to  know,  I  should  not  have  to 
ask  you  to  tell  it  to  me.  If  my  whole  reliance 
and  confidence  were  not  placed  in  you,  I  must 
have  a  hard  heart  indeed.  I  have  nothing  to 
ask  you  ;  nothing  in  the  world." 

He  drew  my  hand  through  his  arm,  and  we 
went  away  to  look  for  Ada.  From  that  hour  I 
felt  quite  easy  with  him,  quite  unreserved,  quite 
content  to  know  no  more,  quite  happy. 

We  lived,  at  first,  rather  a  busy  life  at  Bleak 
House ;  for  we  had  to  become  acquainted  with 
many  residents  in  and  out  of  the  neighbourhood 
who  knew  Mr.  Jarndyce.  It  seemed  to  Ada 
and  me  that  everybody  knew  hini,  who  wanted 
to  do  anything  with  anybody  else's  money.  It 
amazed  us  when  we  began  to  sort  his  letters, 
and  to  answer  some  of  them  for  him  in  the 
Growlery  of  a  morning,  to  find  how  the  great 
object  of  the  lives  of  nearly  all  his  correspond- 
ents appeared  to  be  to  form  themselves  into 
committees  for  getting  in  and  laying  out  money. 
The  ladies  were  as  desperate  as  the  gentlemen  ; 
indeed,  I  think  they  were  even  more  so.  They 
threw  themselves  into  committees  in  the  most 
impassioned  manner,  and  collected  subscrip- 
tions with  a  vehemence  quite  extraordinary.  It 
appeared  to  us  that  some  of  them  must  pass 
their  whole  lives  in  dealing  out  subscription- 
cards  to  the  whole  Post-ofhce  Directory — shilling 
cards,half-crown  cards,  half-sovereign  cards,  penny 
cards.  They  wanted  everything.  They  wanted 
wearing  apparel,  they  wanted  linen  rags,  they 
wanted  money,  they  wanted  coals,  they  wanted 
soup,  they  wanted  interest,  they  wanted  auto- 
graphs, they  wanted  flannel,  they  wanted  whatever 
Mr.  Jarndyce  had — or  had  not.  Their  objects 
were  as  various  as  their  demands.  They  were 
going  to  raise  new  buildings,  they  were  going 
to  pay  off  debts  on  old  buildings,  they  were 
going  to  establish  in  a  picturesque  building  (en- 
graving of  proposed  West  Elevation  attached) 
the  Sisterhood  of  Mediaeval  Marys  ;  they  were 
going  to  give  a  testimonial  to  Mrs.  Jellyby ; 
they  were  going  to  have  their  Secretary's  por- 
trait painted,  and  presented  to  his  mother-in- 
law,  whose  deep  devotion  to  him  was  well 
known ;  they  were  going  to  get  up  everything, 
I  really  believe,  from  five  hundred  thousand 
tracts  to  an  annuity,  and  from  a  marble  monu- 
ment to  a  silver  tea-pot.  They  took  a  multi- 
tude of  titles.  They  were  the  Women  of  Eng- 
land, the  Daughters  of  Britain,  the  Sisters  of  all 


the  Cardinal  Virtues  separately,  the  Females  of 
America,  the  Ladies  of  a  hundred  denomina- 
tions. They '  appeared  to  be  always  excited 
about  canvassing  and  electing.  They  seemed 
to  our  poor  Avits,  and  according  to  their  own 
accounts,  to  be  constantly  polling  people  by 
tens  of  thousands,  yet  never  bringing  their  can- 
didates in  for  anything.  It  made  our  heads 
ache  to  think,  on  the  whole,  what  feverish  lives 
they  must  lead. 

Among  the  ladies  who  were  most  distinguished 
for  this  rapacious  benevolence  (if  I  may  use  the 
expression),  Avas  a  Mrs.  Pardiggle,  who  seemed, 
as  I  judged  from  the  number  of  her  letters  to 
Mr.  Jarndyce,  to  be  almost  as  powerful  a  corre- 
spondent as  Mrs.  Jellyby  herself.  We  observed 
that  the  wind  always  changed,  when  j\Irs.  Par- 
diggle became  the  subject  of  conversation  :  and 
that  it  invariably  interrupted  Mr.  Jarndyce, 
and  prevented  his  going  any  farther,  when 
he  had  remarked  that  there  were  two  classes 
of  charitable  people :  one,  the  people  who  did 
a  little  and  made  a  great  deal  of  noise ;  the 
other,  the  people  who  did  a  great  deal  and 
made  no  noise  at  all.  We  were  therefore 
curious  to  see  Mrs.  Pardiggle,  suspecting  her  to 
be  a  type  of  the  former  class ;  and  were  glad 
when  she  called  one  day  with  her  five  young 
sons. 

She  was  a  formidable  style  of  lady,  with 
spectacles,  a  prominent  nose,  and  a  loud  voice, 
who  had  the  effect  of  wanting  a  great  deal  of 
room.  And  she  really  did,  for  she  knocked 
down  little  chairs  with  her  skirts  that  were  quite 
a  great  way  oft'.  As  only  Ada  and  I  Avere  at 
home,  Ave  received  her  timidly ;  for  she  seemed 
to  come  in  like  cold  Aveather,  and  to  make  the 
little  Pardiggles  blue  as  they  folloAved. 

"These,  young  ladies,"  said  Mrs.  Pardiggle, 
Avith  great  volubility,  after  the  first  salutations, 
"  are  my  five  boys.  You  may  have  seen  their 
names  in  a  printed  subscription  list  (perhaps 
more  than  one),  in  the  possession  of  our 
esteemed  friend  Mr.  Jarndyce.  Egbert,  mj 
eldest  (tAvelve),  is  the  boy  Avho  sent  out  his 
pocket-money,  to  the  amount  of  five-and-three- 
pence,  to  the  Tockahoopo  Indians.  Oswald, 
my  second  (ten-and-a-half),  is  the  child  Avho 
contributed  tAvo-and-nine-pence  to  the  Great 
National  Smithers  Testimonial,  Francis,  my 
third  (nine),  one-and-sixpence-halfpenny;  Felix, 
my  fourth  (seven),  eightpence  to  the  Super- 
annuated WidoAvs;  Alfred,  my  youngest  (five), 
has  voluntarily  enrolled  himself  in  the  Infant 
Bonds  of  Joy,  and  is  pledged  never,  through 
life,  to  use  tobacco  in  any  form." 

We  had  never  seen  such  dissatisfied  children. 
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It  was  not  merely  tliat  they  were  weazened  and 
shrivelled— tliough  they  were  certainly  that  too 
— but  tliey  looked  absolutely  ferocious  with  dis- 
content. At  the  mention  of  the  Tockahoopo 
Indians,  I  could  really  have  supposed  Egbert  to 
be  one  of  the  most  baleful  members  of  that 
tribe,  he  gave  me  such  a  savage  frown.  The 
face  of  each  child,  as  the  amount  of  his  contri- 
bution was  mentioned,  darkened  in  a  peculiarly 
vindictive  manner,  but  his  was  by  flir  the  worst. 
I  must  except,  however,  the  little  recruit  into 
the  Infant  Bonds  of  Joy,  who  was  stolidly  and 
evenly  miserable. 

"  You  have  been  visiting,  I  understand,"  said 
Mrs.  Pardiggle,  "at  Mrs.  Jellyby's?" 

We  said  yes,  we  had  passed  one  night  there. 

"  Mrs.  Jellyby,"  pursued  the  lady,  always 
speaking  in  the  same  demonstrative,  loud,  hard 
tone,  so  that  her  voice  impressed  my  fancy  as  if 
it  had  a  sort  of  spectacles  on  too — and  I  may 
take  the  opportunity  of  remarking  that  her 
spectacles  were  made  the  less  engaging  by  her 
eyes  being  what  Ada  called  "  choking  eyes," 
meaning  very  prominent :  ''  Mrs.  Jellyby  is  a 
benefactor  to  society,  and  deserves  a  helping 
hand.  My  boys  have  contributed  to  the  African 
project — Egbert  one-and-six,  being  the  entire 
allowance  of  nine  weeks ;  Oswald,  one-and-a- 
penny-halfpcnny,  being  the  same ;  the  rest,  ac- 
cording to  their  little  means.  Nevertheless,  I 
do  not  go  with  Mrs.  Jellyby  in  all  things.  I  do 
not  go  with  I\Irs.  Jellyby  in  her  treatment  of  her 
young  family.  It  has  been  noticed.  It  has 
been  observed  that  her  young  family  are  ex- 
cluded from  participation  in  the  objects  to  which 
she  is  devoted.  She  may  be  right,  she  may  be 
wrong ;  but,  right  or  wrong,  this  is  not  my  course 
with  my  young  family.    I  take  them  everywhere." 

I  was  afterwards  convinced  (and  so  was  Ada) 
tl^at  from  the  ill-conditioned  eldest  child,  these 
words  extorted  a  sharp  yell.  He  turned  it  oft" 
into  a  yawn,  but  it  began  as  a  yell. 

"  They  attend  Matins  with  me  (very  prettily 
done),  at  half-past  six  o'clock  in  the  morning 
all  the  year  round,  including  of  course  the  depth 
of  winter,"  said  Mrs.  Pardiggle  rapidly,  "  and 
they  are  with  me  during  the  revolving  duties 
pf  the  day.  I  am  a  School  lady,  I  am  a  Visit- 
ing lady,  I  am  a  Reading  lady,  I  am  a  Dis- 
tributing lady;  I  am  on  the  Local  Linen  Box 
Committee,  and  many  general  Committees; 
and  my  canvassing  alone  is  very  extensive — 
perhaps  no  one's  more  so.  But  they  are  my 
companions  everywhere ;  and  by  these  means 
they  acquire  that  knowledge  of  the  poor,  and 
that  capacity  of  doing  charitable  business  in 
general— in  short,  that  taste  for  the  sort  of  thing 


— which  will  render  them  in  after  life  a  service 
to  their  neighbours,  and  a  satisfaction  to  them- 
selves. My  young  family  are  not  frivolous ; 
they  expend  the  entire  amount  of  their  allow- 
ance, in  subscriptions,  under  my  direction ;  and 
they  have  attended  as  many  public  meetings, 
and  listened  to  as  many  lectures,  orations,  and 
discussions,  as  generally  fall  to  the  lot  of  few 
grown  people.  Alfred  (five),  who,  as  I  men- 
tioned, has  of  his  own  election  joined  the 
Infant  Bonds  of  Joy,  was  one  of  the  very  few 
children  who  manifested  consciousness  on  that 
occasion,  after  a  fervid  address  of  two  hours 
from  the  chairman  of  the  evening." 

Alfred  glowered  at  us  as  if  he  never  could,  or 
would,  forgive  the  injury  of  that  night. 

"  You  may  have  observed.  Miss  Summerson," 
said  Mrs.  Pardiggle,  "  in  some  of  the  lists  to 
which  I  have  referred,  in  the  possession  of  our 
esteemed  friend  Mr.  Jarndyce,  that  the  names 
of  my  young  family  are  concluded  with  the 
name  of  O.  A.  Pardiggle,  F.R.S.,  one  pound. 
That  is  their  father.  We  usually  observe  the 
same  routine.  I  put  down  my  mite  first ;  then 
my  young  family  enrol  their  contributions,  ac- 
cording to  their  ages  and  their  little  means  ; 
and  then  Mr.  Pardiggle  brings  up  the  rear.  Mr. 
Pardiggle  is  happy  to  throw  in  his  limited  dona- 
tion, under  my  direction  ;  and  thus  things  are 
made,  not  only  pleasant  to  ourselves,  but,  we 
trust,  improving  to  others." 

Suppose  Mr.  Pardiggle  were  to  dine  with  Mr. 
Jellyby,  and  suppose  Mr.  Jellyby  were  to  relieve 
his  mind  after  (linner  to  Mr.  Pardiggle,  would 
Mr.  Pardiggle,  in  return,  make  any  confidential 
communication  to  Mr.  Jellyby?  I  was  quite 
confused  to  find  myself  thinking  this,  but  it  came 
into  my  head. 

"  You  are  very  pleasantly  situated  here  !  "  said 
Mrs.  Pardiggle. 

We  were  glad  to  change  the  subject ;  and, 
going  to  the  window,  pointed  out  the  beau- 
ties of  the  prospect,  on  which  the  spectacles 
appeared  to  me  to  rest  with  curious  indifference. 

"  You  know  Mr.  Gusher?"  said  our  visitor. 

We  were  obliged  to  say  that  we  had  not  the 
pleasure  of  Mr.  Gusher's  acquaintance. 

"  The  loss  is  yours,  I  assure  you,"  said  Mrs. 
Pardiggle  with  her  commanding  deportment. 
"  He  is  a  very  fervid  impassioned  speaker — full 
of  fire  !  Stationed  in  a  waggon  on  this  lawn, 
now,  which,  from  the  shape  of  the  land,  is 
naturally  adapted  to  a  public  meeting,  he  would 
improve  almost  any  occasion  you  could  mention 
for  hours  and  hours !  By  this  time,  young 
ladies,"  said  Mrs.  Pardiggle,  moving  back  to  her 
chair,  and  overturning,  as  if  by  invisible  agency, 
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a  little  round  table  at  a  considerable  distance 
with  my  work-basket  on  it,  "  by  this  time  you 
have  found  me  out,  I  dare  say?" 

This  was  really  such  a  confusing  question 
that  Ada  looked  at  me  in  perfect  dismay.  As 
to  the  guilcy  nature  of  my  own  consciousness, 
after  what  I  had  been  thinking,  it  must  have 
been  expressed  in  the  colour  of  my  cheeks. 

"  Found  out,  I  mean,"  said  Mrs.  Pardiggle, 
"  the  prominent  point  in  my  character.  1  am 
cware  that  it  is  so  prominent  as  to  be  discover- 


able immediately.  I  lay  myself  open  to  detec- 
tion, I  know.  Well !  I  freely  admit,  I  am  a 
woman  of  business.  I  love  hard  work ;  I  enjoy 
hard  work.  The  e-xcitement  does  me  good.  I 
am  so  accustomed  and  inured  to  hard  work  that 
I  don't  know  what  fatigue  is." 

We  murmured  that  it  was  \txy  astonishing 
and  very  gratifying ;  or  something  to  that  eftcct. 
I  don't  think  we  knew  why  it  was  either,  but 
this  was  what  our  politeness  expressed. 

"  I  do  not  understand  what  it  is  to  be  tired 


••IF  I  WERE  IN  YOUR  PLACE,  I  WOULD  SEIZE  EVERY  MASTER  IN  CHANCERY  BY  THE  THROAT  TO-MORROW 
MORNING,  AND  SHAKE  HIM  UNTIL  HIS  MONEY  ROLLED  OUT  OF  HIS  POCKETS,  AND  HIS  BONES  K/VTTLEI) 
IN   HIS  SKIN." 


you  cannot  tire  me  if  you  try  ! "  said  Mrs.  Par- 
iliggle.  "  The  quantity  of  exertion  (which  is  no 
exertion  to  me),  the  amount  of  business  (which 
I  regard  as  nothing),  that  I  go  through,  some- 
times astonishes  myself  I  have  seen  my 
young  family,  and  Mr.  Pardiggle,  quite  worn 
out  with  witnessing  it,  when  I  may  truly  say  I 
have  been  as  fresh  as  a  lark  !  " 

If  that  dark-visaged  eldest  boy  could   look 
more  mahcious  than  he  had  already  looked,  this 
was  the  time  when  he  did  it.     I  observed  that  he 
Bleak  House,  5. 


doubled  his  right  fist,  and  delivered  a  secret 
blow  into  the  crown  of  his  cap,  which  was  under 
his  left  arm. 

"  This  gives  me  a  great  advantage  when  I  am 
making  my  rounds,"  said  Mrs.  Pardiggle.  "  If 
I  find  a  person  unwilling  to  hear  what  I  have 
to  say,  I  tell  that  person  directly,  *  I  am  in- 
capable of  fatigue,  my  good  friend,  I  am  never 
tired,  and  I  mean  to  go  on  until  I  have  done.' 
It  answers  admirably  !  Miss  Summerson,  I  hope 
I    shall   have   your   assistance   in    my    visiting 
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rounds    immediately,    and    Miss    Clare's    very 
soon  ?  " 

At  first  I  tried  to  excuse  myself  for  the 
present,  on  the  general  ground  of  having  occu- 
pations to  attenti  to,  which  I  must  not  neglect. 
But  as  this  was  an  ineffectual  protest,  I  then 
said,  more  particularly,  that  I  was  not  sure  of 
my  qualifications.  That  I  was  inexperienced  in 
the  art  of  adapting  my  mind  to  minds  very  dif- 
ferently situated,  and  addressing  them  from 
suitable  points  of  view.  That  I  had  not  that 
delicate  knowledge  of  the  heart  which  must  be 
essential  to  such  a  work.  That  I  had  much  to 
learn,  myself,  before  I  could  teach  others,  and 
that  I  could  not  confide  in  my  good  intentions 
alone.  For  these  reasons,  I  thought  it  best  to 
be  as  useful  as  I  could,  and  to  render  what  kind 
services  I  could,  to  those  immediately  about  me  ; 
antl  to  try  to  let  that  circle  of  duty  gradually  and 
naturally  expand  itself.  All  this  I  said,  with  any- 
thing but  confidence  ;  because  Mrs.  Pardiggle 
was  much  older  than  I,  and  had  great  experience, 
and  was  so  very  military  in  her  manners. 

"  You  are  wrong.  Miss  Summerson,"  said  she  : 
"  but  perhaps  you  are  not  equal  to  hard  work, 
or  the  excitement  of  it ;  and  that  makes  a  vast 
difterence.  If  you  would  like  to  see  how  I  go 
tlirough  my  Avork,  I  am  now  about — with  my 
young  family — to  visit  a  brickmakcr  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood (a  very  bad  character),  and  shall  be 
glad  to  take  you  with  me.  Miss  Clare  also,  if 
she  will  do  me  the  favour." 

Ada  and  I  interchanged  looks,  and,  as  we 
were  going  out  in  any  case,  accepted  the  offer. 
When  we  hastily  returned  from  putting  on  our 
bonnets,  we  found  the  young  family  languishing 
in  a  corner,  and  Mrs.  Pardiggle  sweeping  about 
the  room,  knocking  down  nearly  all  the  light 
objects  it  contained.  Mrs.  Pardiggle  took  pos- 
session of  Ada,  and  I  tbllowed  with  the  family. 

Ada  told  me  afterwards  that  Mrs.  Pardiggle 
talked  in  the  same  loud  tone  (that  indeed,  I 
overheard),  all  the  way  to  the  brickmaker's,  about 
an  exciting  contest  which  she  had  for  two  or  three 
years  waged  against  another  lady,  relative  to  the 
bringing  in  of  their  rival  candidates  for  a  pension 
somewhere.  There  had  been  a  Cjuantity  of 
printing,  and  promising,  and  proxying,  and  poll- 
ing ;  and  it  apj)eared  to  have  imparted  great 
liveliness  to  all  concerned,  except  the  pensioners 
• — who  were  not  elected  yet. 

I  am  very  fond  of  being  confided  in  by  chil- 
dren, and  am  happy  in  being  usually  favoured 
in  that  respect,  but  on  this  occasion  it  gave  me 
great  uneasiness.  As  soon  as  we  were  out  of 
doors,  Egbert,  with  the  manner  of  a  little  foot- 
pad, demanded  a  shilling  of  me,  on  the  ground 


that  his  pocket-money  was  "  boned  "  from  him. 
On  my  pointing  out  the  great  impropriety  of 
the  word,  especially  in  connection  with  his 
parent  (for  he  added  sulkily  "  by  her ! "),  he 
l^inched  me  and  said  "  O  then  !  Now  !  Who 
are  you  !  You  wouldn't  like  it,  I  think  ?  What 
does  she  make  a  sham  for,  and  pretend  to  give 
me  money,  and  take  it  away  again  ?  Why  do 
you  call  it  my  allowance,  and  never  let  me  spend 
it  ?  "  These  exasperating  questions  so  inflamed 
his  mind,  and  the  minds  of  Oswald  and  Francis, 
that  they  all  pinched  me  at  once,  and  in  a 
dreadfully  expert  way :  screwing  up  such  little 
pieces  of  my  arms  that  I  could  hardly  forbear 
crying  out.  Felix,  at  the  same  time,  stamped 
upon  my  toes.  And  the  Bond  of  Joy,  who,  on 
account  of  always  having  the  whole  of  his  little 
income  anticipated,  stood  in  fact  pledged  to 
abstain  from  cakes  as  well  as  tobacco,  so  swelled 
with  grief  and  rage  when  we  passed  a  pastry- 
cook's shop,  that  he  terrified  me  by  becoming 
purple.  I  never  underwent  so  much,  both  in 
body  and  mind,  in  the  course  of  a  walk  with 
young  peopjle,  as  from  these  unnaturally  con- 
strained children,  when  they  paid  me  the  com- 
pliment of  being  natural. 

I  was  glad  when  we  came  to  the  brickmaker's 
house ;  though  it  was  one  of  a  cluster  of 
wretched  hovels  in  a  brick-field,  with  pigsties 
close  to  the  broken  windov/s,  and  miserable 
little  gardens  before  the  doors,  growing  nothing 
but  stagnant  pools.  Plere  and  there,  an  old  tub 
was  put  to  catch  the  droppings  of  rain-water 
from  a  roof,  or  they  were  banked  up  Avith  mud 
into  a  little  pond  like  a  large  dirt-pie.  At  the 
doors  and  AvindoAvs,  some  men  and  Avomen 
lounged  or  prowled  about,  and  took  little  notice 
of  us,  except  to  laugh  to  one  another,  or  to  say 
something  as  Ave  passed,  about  gentlefolks  mind- 
ing their  own  business,  and  not  troubling  their 
heads  and  muddying  their  shoes  Avith  coming 
to  look  after  other  people's. 

Mrs.  Pardiggle,  leading  the  way  with  a  great 
show  of  moral  determination,  and  talking  Avith 
much  volubility  about  the  untidy  habits  of  the 
people  (though  I  doubted  if  the  best  of  us  could 
have  been  tidy  in  such  a  place),  conducted  us 
into  a  cottage  at  the  farthest  corner,  the  ground- 
floor  room  of  Avhich  Ave  nearly  filled.  Besides 
ourselves,  there  Avere  in  this  damp  often sive 
room — a  Avoman  Avith  a  black  eye,  nursing  a 
poor  little  gasping  baby  by  the  fire ;  a  man,  all 
stained  Avith  clay  and  mud,  and  looking  very 
dissipated,  lying  at  full  length  on  the  ground, 
smoking  a  pipe  ;  a  powerful  young  man,  fasten- 
ing a  collar  on  a  dog ;  and  a  bold  girl,  doing 
some  kind  of  Avashing  in  very  dirty  Avater.    They 
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all  looked  up  as  we  came  in,  and  the  woman 
seemed  to  turn  her  face  towards  the  fire,  as  if  to 
hide  her  bruised  eye  ;  nobody  gave  us  any  wel- 
come. 

"  Well,  my  friends,"  said  Mrs.  Pardiggle  ;  but 
her  voice  had  not  a  friendly  sound,  I  thought ; 
it  was  much  too  business-like  and  systematic. 
"How  do  you  do,  all  of  you?  I  am  here 
again.  I  told  you,  you  couldn't  tire  me,  you 
know.  I  am  fond  of  hard  work,  and  am  true 
to  my  word." 

"  There  an't,"  growled  the  man  on  the  floor, 
whose  head  rested  on  his  hand  as  he  stared  at 
us,  "any  more  on  you  to  come  in,  is  there?" 

"  No,  my  friend,'''  said  Mrs.  Pardiggle,  seating 
herself  on  one  stool,  and  knocking  down  another. 
"  We  are  all  here." 

"  Because  I  thought  there  warn't  enough  of 
you,  perhaps?"  said  the  man,  with  his  pipe  be- 
tween his  lips  as  he  looked  round  upon  us. 

The  young  man  and  the  girl  both  laughed. 
Two  friends  of  the  young  man  whom  we  had 
attracted  to  the  doorway,  and  who  stood  there 
with  their  hands  in  their  pockets,  echoed  the 
laugh  noisily. 

"  You  can't  tire  me,  good  people,"  said  Mrs. 
Pardiggle  to  these  latter.  "  I  enjoy  hard  work  ; 
and  the  harder  you  make  mine,  the  better  I 
hke  it." 

"  Then  make  it  easy  for  her  ! "  growled  the 
man  upon  the  floor.  "  I  wants  it  done,  and 
over.  I  wants  a  end  of  these  liberties  took  with 
my  place.  I  wants  an  end  of  being  drawed  like 
a  badger.  Now  you're  a  going  to  poll-pry  and 
(juestion  according  to  custom — I  know  what 
you're  a  going  to  be  up  to.  Well !  You  haven't 
got  no  occasion  to  be  up  to  it.  I'll  save  you 
the  trouble.  Is  my  daughter  a  washin  ?  Yes, 
she  is  a  washin.  Look  at  the  water.  Smell  it ! 
That's  wot  we  drinks.  How  do  you  like  it,  and 
what  do  you  think  of  gin,  instead  !  An't  my 
place  dirty  ?  Yes,  it  is  dirty — it's  nat'rally  dirty, 
and  it's  nat'rally  onwholesome  ]  and  we've  had 
five  dirty  and  onwholesome  children,  as  is  all 
(lead  infants,  and  so  much  the  better  for  them, 
and  for  us  besides.  Have  I  read  the  little  book 
wot  you  left  ?  No,  I  an't  read  the  little  book 
wot  you  left.  There  an't  nobody  here  as  knows 
how  to  read  it ;  and  if  there  wos,  it  wouldn't  be 
suitable  to  me.  It's  a  book  fit  for  a  babby,  and 
I'm  not  a  babby.  If  you  was  to  leave  me  a  doll, 
I  shouldn't  nuss  it.  How  have  I  been  conduct- 
ing of  myself?  Why,  I've  been  drunk  for  three 
days  ;  and  I'd  a  been  drunk  four,  if  I'd  a  had 
the  money.  Don't  I  never  mean  for  to  go  to 
church  ?  No,  I  don't  never  mean  for  to  go  to 
church.    I  shouldn't  be  expected  there,  if  I  did  ; 


the  beadle's  too  gen-teel  for  me.  And  how  did 
my  wife  get  that  black  eye  ?  Why,  I  giv'  it  her ; 
and  if  she  says  I  didn't,  she's  a  Lie  ! " 

He  had  pulled  his  pipe  out  of  his  mouth  to 
say  all  this,  and  he  now  turned  over  on  his 
other  side,  and  smoked  again.  IVIrs.  Pardiggle, 
who  had  been  regarding  him  through  her  spec- 
tacles with  a  forcible  composure,  calculated,  I 
could  not  help  thinking,  to  increase  his  antago- 
nism, pulled  out  a  good  book,  as  if  it  were  a 
constable's  staff,  and  took  the  whole  family  into 
custody.  I  mean  into  religious  custody,  of 
course ;  but  she  really  did  it,  as  if  she  were  an 
inexorable  moral  Policeman  carrying  them  all 
off  to  a  station-house. 

Ada  and  I  were  very  uncomfortable.  We 
both  felt  intrusive  and  out  of  place ;  and  we 
both  thought  that  Mrs.  Pardiggle  would  have 
got  on  infinitely  better,  if  she  had  not  had  such 
a  mechanical  way  of  taking  possession  of  people. 
The  children  sulked  and  stared  ;  the  family  took 
no  notice  of  us  whatever,  except  when  the  young 
man  made  the  dog  bark  ;  which  he  usually  did 
when  Mrs.  Pardiggle  was  most  emphatic.  We 
both  felt  painfully  sensible  that  between  us  and 
these  people  there  was  an  iron  barrier,  which 
could  not  be  removed  by  our  new  friend.  By 
whom,  or  how,  it  could  be  removed,  we  did  not 
know ;  but  we  knew  that.  Even  what  she  read 
and  said,  seemed  to  us  to  be  ill  chosen  for  such 
auditors,  if  it  had  been  imparted  ever  so  mo- 
destly and  with  ever  so  much  tact.  As  to  the 
little  book  to  which  the  man  on  the  floor  had 
referred,  we  acquired  a  knowledge  of  it  after- 
wards; and  Mr.  Jarndycc  said  he  doubted  if 
Robinson  Crusoe  could  have  read  it,  though  he 
had  had  no  other  on  his  desolate  island. 

We  were  much  relieved,  under  these  circum- 
stances, when  Mrs.  Pardiggle  left  off  The  man 
on  the  floor  then  turning  his  head  round  again, 
said  morosely, 

"  Well !     You've  done,  have  you  ?  " 
"  For  to-day,  I  have,  my  friend.     But  I  am 
never- fatigued.     I  shall  come  to  you  again,  in 
your  regular  order,"  returned   !Mrs.   Pardiggle 
with  demonstrative  cheerfulness. 

"  So  long  as  you  goes  now,"  said  he,  folding 
his  arms  and  shutting  his  eyes  with  an  oath, 
"  you  may  do  wot  you  like  !  " 

Mrs.  Pardiggle  accordingly  rose,  and  made  a 
little  vortex  in  the  confined  room  from  which 
the  pipe  itself  very  narrowly  escaped.  Taking 
one  of  her  young  family  in  each  hand,  and  telling 
the  others  to  follow  closely,  and  expressing  her 
hope  that  the  brickmaker  and  all  his  house  would 
be  improved  when  she  saw  them  next,  she  then 
proceeded  to  another  cottage.     I  hope  it  is  not 
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unkind  in  mc  to  say  that  she  certainly  did  make, 
in  this,  as  in  everything  else,  a  show  that  was 
not  conciliatory,  of  doing  charity  by  wholesale, 
and  of  dealing  in  it  to  a  large  extent. 

She  supposed  that  we  were  following  her ;  but 
as  soon  as  the  space  was  left  clear,  we  aj)- 
])roached  the  woman  sitting  by  the  tire,  to  ask 
if  the  baby  were  ill. 

She  only  looked  at  it  as  it  lay  on  her  lap. 
We  had  observed  before,  that  when  she  looked 
at  it  she  covered  her  discoloured  eye  with  her 
hand,  as  though  she  wished  to  separate  any 
association  with  noise  and  violence  and  ill- 
treatment,  from  the  poor  little  child, 

Ada,  whose  gentle  heart  was  moved  by  its 
appearance,  bent  down  to  touch  its  little  face. 
As  she  did  so,  I  saw  what  haj^pened  and  drew 
her  back.     The  child  died. 

"  O  Esther  !"  cried  Ada,  sinking  on  her  knees 
beside  it.  "  Look  here  !  O  Esther,  my  love, 
the  little  thing  !  The  suffering,  quiet,  pretty 
little  thing  !  1  am  so  sorry  for  it.  I  am  so 
sorry  for  the  mother.  I  never  saw  a  sight  so 
pitiful  as  thib  before  !     O  baby,  baby  !" 

Such  compassion,  such  gentleness,  as  that 
with  which  she  bent  down  weeping,  and  put  her 
hand  upon  the  mother's,  might  have  softened 
any  mother's  heart  that  ever  beat.  The  woman 
first  gazed  at  her  in  astonishment,  and  then 
burst  into  tears. 

Presently  I  took  the  light  burden  from  her 
laj) ;  did  what  I  could  to  make  the  baby's  rest 
the  prettier  and  gentler  ;  laid  it  on  a  shelf,  and 
covered  it  with  my  own  handkerchief.  We  tried 
to  comfort  the  mother,  and  we  whispered  to  her 
what  our  Saviour  said  of  children.  She  answered 
nothing,  but  sat  weeping — weeping  very  nauch. 

When  I  turned,  I  found  that  the  young  man 
had  taken  out  the  dog,  and  was  standing  at  the 
door  looking  in  upon  us;  with  dry  eyes,  but 
quiet.  The  girl  was  quiet  too,  and  sat  in  a 
corner  looking  on  the  ground.  The  man  had 
risen.  He  still  smoked  his  pipe  with  an  air  of 
defiance,  but  he  was  silent. 

An  ugly  Avoman,  very  poorly  clothed,  hurried 
in  while  I  was  glancing  at  them,  and  coming 
straiglit  \\\i  to  the  mother,  said,  "Jenny  !  Jenny  ! " 
'i'he  mother  rose  on  being  so  addressed,  and  fell 
upon  the  v.oman's  neck. 

She  also  had  upon  her  face  and  arms  the 
marks  of  ill-usage.  She  had  no  kind  of  grace 
about  her,  but  the  grace  of  sympathy;  but 
when  she  condoled  with  the  woman,  and  her 
own  tears  fell,  she  wanted  no  beauty.  I  say 
condoled,  but  her  only  words  were,  "  Jenny  ! 
Jenny  ! "  All  the  rest  was  in  the  tone  in  whiclr 
she  said  them. 


I  thought  it  very  touching  to  see  these  two 
women,  coarse  and  shabby  and  beaten,  so 
united ;  to  see  what  they  could  be  to  one 
another ;  to  see  how  they  felt  for  one  another ; 
how  the  heart  of  each  to  each  was  softened  by 
the  hard  trials  of  their  lives.  I  think  the  best 
side  of  such  people  is  almost  hidden  from  us. 
What  the  poor  are  to  the  poor  is  little  known, 
excepting  to  themselves  and  God. 

We  felt  it  better  to  withdraw  and  leave  them 
uninterrupted.  We  stole  out  quietly,  and  with- 
out notice  from  any  one  except  the  man.  He 
was  leaning  against  the  wall  near  the  door ;  and 
finding  that  there  was  scarcely  room  for  us  to 
pass,  went  out  before  us.  He  seemed  to  want 
to  hide  that  he  did  this  on  our  account,  but  we 
perceived  that  he  did,  and  thanked  him.  He 
made  no  answer. 

Ada  was  so  full  of  grief  all  the  way  home,  and 
Richard,  whom  we  found  at  home,  was  so  dis- 
tressed to  see  her  in  tears  (though  he  said  to 
me  when  she  was  not  present,  how  beautiful  it 
was  too  !)  that  we  arranged  to  return  at  night 
with  some  little  comforts,  and  repeat  our  visit 
at  the  brickmaker's  house.  We  said  as  little  as 
we  could  to  Mr.  Jarndyce,  but  the  wind  changed 
directly. 

Richard  accompanied  us  at  night  to  the  scene 
of  our  morning  expedition.  On  our  way  there, 
we  had  to  pass  a  noisy  drinking-house,  where  a 
number  of  men  were  flocking  about  the  door. 
Among  them,  and  prominent  in  some  dispute, 
was  the  father  of  the  little  child.  At  a  short 
distance,  we  passed  the  young  man  and  the  dog, 
in  congenial  company.  The  sister  was  standing 
laughing  and  talking  with  some  other  young 
women,  at  the  corner  of  the  row  of  cottages ; 
but  she  seemed  asb.amed,  and  turned  away  as 
we  went  by. 

We  left  our  escort  within  sight  of  the  brick- 
maker's  dwelling,  and  proceeded  by  ourselves. 
When  we  came  to  the  door,  we  found  the 
woman  who  had  brought  such  consolation  with 
her,  standing  there,  looking  anxiously  out. 

"It's  you,  young  ladies,  is  it?"  she  said  in  a 
whisper.  "  I'm  a  watching  for  my  master.  My 
heart's  in  my  mouth.  If  he  was  to  catch  me 
away  from  home,  he'd  pretty  near  murder  me." 

"  Do  you  mean  your  husband  ?"  said  I. 

"  Yes,  miss,  my  master.  Jenny's  asleep,  quite 
worn  out.  She's  scarcely  had  the  child  off  her 
lap,  poor  thing,  these  seven  days  and  nights, 
except  when  I've  been  able  to  take  it  for  a 
minute  or  two." 

As  she  gave  way  for  us,  she  went  softly  in, 
and  put  Avhat  we  had  brought,  near  the  miserable 
bed  on  which  the  mother  slept.     No  eftbrt  had 


been  made  to  clean  the  room— it  seemed  in  its 
nature  almost  hopeless  of  being  clean  ;  but  the 
small  waxen  form,  from  which  so  much  solemnity 
diffused  itself,  had  been  composed  afresh,  and 
washed,  and  neatly  dressed  in  some  fragments 
of  white  linen  ;  and  on  my  handkerchief,  which 
still  covered  the  poor  baby,  a  little  bunch  of 
sweet  herbs  had  been  laid  by  the  same  rough 
scarred  hands,  so  lightly,  so  tenderly  ! 

"  May  heaven  reward  you  !"  we  said  to  her. 
"You  are  a  good  woman." 

"Me,  young  ladies?"  she  returned  with  sur- 
prise.    "  Hush  !     Jenny,  Jenny  !" 

The  mother  had  moaned  in  her  sleep,  and 
moved.  The  sound  of  the  familiar  voice  seemed 
to  calm  her  again.     She  was  quiet  once  more. 

How  little  I  thought,  when  I  raised  my  hand- 
kerchief to  look  upon  the  tiny  sleeper  under- 
neath, and  seemed  to  see  a  halo  shine  around 
the  child  through  Ada's  drooping  hair  as  her 
pity  bent  her  head — hov/-  little  I  thought  in 
whose  unquiet  bosom  that  handkerchief  would 
come  to  lie,  after  covering  the  motionless  and 
peaceful  breast !  I  only  thought  that  perhaps 
the  Angel  of  the  child  might  not  be  all  un- 
conscious of  the  woman  who  replaced  it  with 
so  compassionate  a  hand ;  not  all  unconscious 
of  her  presently,  when  we  had  taken  leave,  and 
left  her  at  the  door  by  turns  looking,  and  listen- 
ing in  terror  for  herself,  and  saying  in  her  old 
soothing  manner,  "  Jenny,  Jenny  ! " 


CHAPTER  IX. 

SIGNS     AND     TOKENS. 

DON'T  know  how  it  is,  I  seem  to 
be  always  writing  about  myself.  I 
mean  all  the  time  to  write  about 
other  people,  and  I  try  to  think 
1-4  about  myself  as  little  as  possible, 
and  I  am  sure,  when  I  find  myself 
coming  into  the  story  again,  I  am  really 
vexed  and  say,  "  Dear,  dear,  you  tire- 
some little  creature,  I  wish  you  wouldn't !  "  but 
it  is  all  of  no  use.  I  hope  any  one  who  may 
read  Avhat  I  write,  will  understand  that  if  these 
pages  contain  a  great  deal  about  me,  I  can  only 
suppose  it  m.ust  be  because  I  have  really  some- 
thing to  do  with  them,  and  can't  be  kept  out. 

My  darling  and  I  read  together,  and  worked, 
and  practised  ;  and  found  so  much  employment 
for  our  time,  that  the  winter  days  flew  by  us  like 
bright-winged  birds.  Generally  in  the  after- 
noons, and   always   in    the    evenings,    Richard 


gave  us  his  company.  Although  he  was  one  of 
the  most  restless  creatures  in  the  world,  he 
certainly  was  very  fond  of  our  society. 

He  was  very,  very,  very  fond  of  Ada.  I  mean 
it,  and  I  had  better  say  it  at  once.  I  had  never 
seen  any  young  people  falling  in  love  before, 
but  I  found  them  out  quite  soon.  I  could  not 
say  so,  of  course,  or  show  that  I  knew  anything 
about  it.  On  the  contrary,  I  was  so  demure, 
and  used  to  seem  so  unconscious,  that  some- 
times I  considered  within  myself  while  I  was 
sitting  at  work,  whether  I  was  not  growing  quite 
deceitful. 

But  there  was  no  help  for  it.  All  I  had  to 
do  was  to  be  quiet,  and  I  was  as  quiet  as  a 
mouse.  They  were  as  quiet  as  mice,  too,  so  far 
as  any  words  were  concerned  ;  but  the  innocent 
manner  in  which  they  relied  more  and  more 
upon  me,  as  they  took  more  and  more  to  one 
another,  was  so  charming,  that  I  had  great 
difficulty  in  not  showing  how  it  interested  me. 

"  Our  dear  little  old  woman  is  such  a  capital 
old  woman,"  Richard  would  say,  coming  up  to 
meet  me  in  the  garden  early,  with  his  pleasant 
laugh  and  perhaps  the  least  tinge  of  a  blush, 
"  that  I  can't  get  on  without  her.  Before  I 
begin  my  harum-scarum  day — grinding  away  at 
those  books  and  instruments,  and  then  galloping 
up  hill  and  down  dale,  all  the  country  round, 
like  a  highwayman — it  does  me  so  much  good 
to  come  and  have  a  steady  walk  with  our  com- 
fortable friend,  that  here  I  am  again." 

"  You  know.  Dame  Durden,  dear,"  Ada  would 
say  at  night,  with  her  head  upon  my  shoulder, 
and  the  firelight  shining  in  her  thoughtful  eyes, 
"  I  don't  want  to  talk  when  we  come  up-stairs 
here.  Only  to  sit  a  little  while,  thinking,  with 
your  dear  face  for  company ;  and  to  hear  the 
wind,    and     remember     the     poor    sailors    at 

sea " 

Ah  !  Perhaps  Richard  was  going  to  be  a 
sailor.  We  had  talked  it  over  very  often,  now. 
and  there  was  some  talk  of  gratifying  the  incli- 
nation of  his  childhood  for  the  sea.  Mr.  Jarn- 
dyce  had  written  to  a  relation  of  the  family,  a 
great  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  for  his  interest  in 
Richard's  favour,  generally;  and  Sir  Leicester 
had  replied  in  a  gracious  manner,  "  that  he 
would  be  happy  to  advance  the  prospects  of  the 
young  gentleman  if  it  should  ever  prove  to  be 
within  his  power,  \\hicli  was  not  at  all  probable 
— and  that  my  Lady  sent  her  compliments  to 
the  young  gentleman  (to  whom  she  perfectly 
remembered  that  she  was  allied  by  remote  con- 
sanguinity), and  trusted  that  he  would  ever  do 
his  duty  in  any  honourable  profession  to  which 
he  might  devote  himself." 
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''  So  I  apprehend  it's  pretty  clear,"  said 
Richard  to  me,  "  that  I  shall  have  to  work  my 
own  way.  Never  mind  !  Plenty  of  people  have 
had  to  do  that  before  now,  and  have  done  it. 
I  only  wish  I  had  the  command  of  a  clipping 
j)rivateer,  to  begin  Avith,  and  could  carry  off  the 
Chancellor  and  keep  him  on  short  allowance 
until  he  gave  judgment  in  our  cause.  He'd 
find  himself  growing  thin,  if  he  didn't  look 
sharp  ! " 

With  a  buoyancy  and  hopefulness  and  a 
gaiety  that  hardly  ever  flagged,  Richard  had  a 
carelessness  in  his  character  that  quite  perplexed 
me — principally  because  he  mistook  it,  in  such 
a  very  odd  way,  for  prudence.  It  entered  into 
all  his  calculations  about  money,  in  a  singular 
manner,  which  I  don't  think  I  can  better  ex- 
plain than  by  reverting  for  a  moment  to  our  loan 
to  Mr.  Skimpole. 

Mr.  Jarndyce  had  ascertained  the  amount, 
either  from  Mr.  Skimpole  himself  or  from 
Coavinses,  and  had  placed  the  money  in  my 
hands  with  instructions  to  me  to  retain  my  own 
part  of  it  and  hand  the  rest  to  Richard.  The 
number  of  little  acts  of  thoughtless  expenditure 
which  Richard  justified  by  the  recovery  of  his 
ten  pounds,  and  the  number  of  times  he  talked 
to  me  as  if  he  had  saved  or  realised  that 
amount,  would  form  a  sum  in  simple  addi- 
tion. 

"  My  prudent  Mother  Hubbard,  why  not  ?  " 
he  said  to  me,  when  he  wanted,  without  the 
least  consideration,  to  bestow  five  pounds  on 
the  brickmaker.  "  I  made  ten  pounds,  clear, 
out  of  Coavinses'  business." 

"  How  was  that?"  said  I. 

"  Why,  I  got  rid  of  ten  pounds  which  I  was 
quite  content  to  get  rid  of,  and  nevei:  expected 
to  see  any  more.     You  don't  deny  that  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  I. 

"  Very  well,  then  I  came  into  possession  of 
ten  pounds — " 

"  The  same  ten  pounds,"  I  hinted. 

_"  That  has  nothing  to  do  with  it  !  "  returned 
Richard.  "  I  have  got  ten  pounds  more  than  I 
expected  to  ha\-e,  and  consequently  I  can  afford 
to  spend  it  without  being  particular." 

In  exactly  the  same  way,  when  he  was  per- 
suaded out  of  the  sacrifice  of  these  five  pounds 
by  being  convinced  that  it  would  do  no  good, 
he  carried  that  sum  to  his  credit  and  drew 
upon  it. 

"  Let  me  see  !  "  he  would  say,  "  I  saved 
five  pounds  out  of  the  brickmaker's  affair ;  so,  if 
I  have  a  good  rattle  to  London  and  back  in  a 
post-chaise,  and  put  that  down  at  four  pounds,  I 
shall  have  saved  one.      And  it's  a  very  good 


thing  to  save   one,  let  me  tell  you ;    a  penny 
saved,  is  a  penny  got !  " 

I  believe  Richard's  was  as  frank  and  generous 
a  nature  as  there  possibly  can  be.  He  was 
ardent  and  brave,  and,  in  the  midst  of  all  his 
wild  restlessness,  was  so  gentle,  that  I  knew  him 
like  a  brother  in  a  few  weeks.  His  gentleness 
was  natural  to  him,  and  would  have  shown  itself 
abundantly,  even  without  Ada's  influence  ;  but, 
with  it,  he  became  one  of  the  most  winning  of 
companions,  always  so  ready  to  be  interested, 
and  always  so  happy,  sanguine,  and  light- 
hearted.  I  am  sure  that  I,  sitting  with  them, 
and  walking  with  them,  and  talking  with  them, 
and  noticing  from  day  to  day  how  they  went  on, 
falling  deeper  and  deeper  in  love,  and  saying 
nothing  about  it,  and  each  shyly  thinking  that 
this  love  was  the  greatest  of  secrets,  perhaps  not 
yet  suspected  even  by  the  other — I  am  sure  that 
I  was  scarcely  less  enchanted  than  they  were, 
and  scarcely  less  pleased  with  the  pretty  dream. 

We  were  going  on  in  this  way,  when  one 
morning  at  breakfast  Mr.  Jarndyce  received  a 
letter,  and  looking  at  the  superscription  said, 
"  From  Boythorn  ?  Aye,  aye  !  "  and  opened 
and  read  it  with  evident  pleasure,  announcing 
to  us,  in  a  parenthesis,  when  he  was  about  half- 
way through,  that  Boythorn  was  "coming  down" 
on  a  visit.  Now,  who  was  Boythorn  ?  we  all 
thought.  And  I  dare  say  we  all  thought,  too — 
I  am  sure  I  did,  for  one— would  Boythorn  at 
all  interfere  with  what  was  going  forward  ? 

"  I  went  to  school  with  this  fellow,  Lawrence 
Boythorn,"  said  INIr.  Jarndyce,  tapping  the  letter 
as  he  laid  it  on  the  table,  "  more  than  five-and- 
forty  years  ago.  He  was  then  the  most  im- 
petuous boy  in  the  Avorld,  and  he  is  now  the 
most  imjDetuous  man.  He  was  then  the  loudest 
boy  in  the  world,  and  he  is  now  the  loudest 
man.  He  was  then  the  heartiest  and  sturdiest 
boy  in  the  world,  and  he  is  now  the  heartiest 
and  sturdiest  man.  He  is  a  tremendous  fel- 
low." 

"  In  stature,  sir  ?  "  asked  Richard. 

"  Pretty  well.  Rick,  in  that  respect,"  said  Mr. 
Jarndyce  ;  "  being  some  ten  years  older  than  I, 
and  a  couple  of  inches  taller,  with  his  head 
thrown  back  like  an  old  soldier,  his  stalwart 
chest  squared,  his  hands  like  a  clean  black- 
smith's, and  his  lungs  ! — there's  no  simile  for 
his  lungs.  Talking,  laughing,  or  snoring,  they 
make  the  beams  of  the  house  shake." 

As  Mr.  Jarndyce  sat  enjoying  the  image  of 
his  friend  Boythorn,  we  observed  the  favourable 
omen  that  there  was  not  the  least  indication  of 
any  change  in  the  wind. 

"  But  it's   the  inside  of  the  man,  the  warm 
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heart  of  the  man,  the  passion  of  the  man,  the 
fresh  blood  of  the  man.  Rick — and  Ada,  and 
little  Cobweb  too,  for  you  are  all  interested  in  a 
visitor  ! — that  I  speak  of,"  he  pursued.  "  His 
language  is  as  sounding  as  his  voice.  He  is 
always  in  extremes  ;  perpetually  in  the  super- 
lative degree.  In  his  condemnation  he  is  all 
ferocity.  You  might  suppose  him  to  be  an 
Ogre,  from  what  he  says ;  and  I  believe  he  has 
the  reputation  of  one  from  some  people.  There ! 
I  tell  you  no  more  of  him  beforehand.  You  must 
not  be  surprised  to  see  him  take  me  under  his 
protection  ;  for  he  has  never  forgotten  that  I 
was  a  lowboy  at  school,  and  that  our  friendship 
began  in  his  knocking  two  of  my  head  tyrant's 
teeth  out  (he  says  six)  before  breakfast.  Boy- 
thorn  and  his  man,"  to  me,  "  will  be  here  this 
afternoon,  my  dear." 

I  took  care  that  the  necessary  preparations 
were  made  for  Mr.  Boythorn's  reception,  and 
we  looked  forward  to  his  arrival  with  some 
curiosity.  The  afternoon  wore  away,  however, 
and  he  did  not  appear.  The  dinner-hour  ar- 
rived, and  still  he  did  not  appear.  The  dinner 
Vt^as  put  back  an  hour,  and  we  were  sitting  round 
the  fire  with  no  light  but  the  blaze,  when  the 
hall-door  suddenly  burst  open,  and  the  hall 
resounded  with  these  words,  uttered  with  the 
greatest  vehemence  and  in  a  stentorian  tone  : 

"  We  have  been  misdirected,  Jarndyce,  by  a 
most  abandoned  ruffian,  who  told  us  to  take 
the  turning  to  the  right  instead  of  to  the  left. 
He  is  the  most  intolerable  scoundrel  on  the 
face  of  the  earth.  His  father  must  have  been  a 
most  consummate  villain,  ever  to  have  had  such 
a  son.  I  would  have  that  fellow  shot  without 
the  least  remorse  ! " 

'■'  Did  he  do  it  on  purpose  ? "  Mr.  Jarndyce 
inquired. 

"I  have  not  the  slightest  doubt  that  the 
scoundrel  has  passed  his  whole  existence  in 
misdirecting  travellers  ! "  returned  the  other. 
''  By  my  soul,  I  thought  him  the  worst-looking 
dog  I  had  ever  beheld,  when  he  was  telling  me 
to  take  the  turning  to  the  right.  And  yet  I 
stood  before  that  fellow  face  to  face,  and  didn't 
knock  his  brains  out  !  " 

"  Teeth,  you  mean  ? "'  said  Mr.  Jarndyce. 

"  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  "  laughed  Mr.  Lawrence  Boy- 
•thorn,  really  making  the  whole  house  vibrate. 
*'  What,  you  have  not  forgotten  it  yet !  Ha,  ha, 
ha ! — And  that  was  another  most  consummate 
vagabond!  By  my  soul,  the  countenance  of 
that  fellow,  when  he  was  a  boy,  was  the  blackest 
image  of  perfidy,  cowardice,  and  cruelty  ever 
set  up  as  a  scarecrow  in  a  field  of  scoundrels. 
If  I  were  to  meet  that  most  unparalleled  despot 


in  the  streets  to-morrow,  I  would  fell  him  like  a 
rotten  tree  !  " 

"  I  have  no  doubt  of  it,"  said  Mr.  Jarndyce. 
"  Now,  will  you  come  up-stairs  ?" 

"  By  my  soul,  Jarndyce,"  returned  his  guest, 
who  seemed  to  refer  to  his  watch,  "  if  you  had 
been  married,  I  would  have  turned  back  at  the 
garden  gate,  and  gone  away  to  the  remotest 
summits  of  the  Himalaya  Mountains,  sooner 
than  I  would  have  presented  myself  at  this  un- 
seasonable hour." 

"Not  quite  so  far,  I  hope?"  said  Mr.  Jarn- 
dyce. 

"  By  my  life  and  honour,  yes  ! "  cried  the 
visitor.  "  I  wouldn't  be  guilty  of  the  audacious 
insolence  of  keeping  a  lady  of  the  house  waiting 
all  this  time,  for  any  earthly  consideration.  I 
would  infinitely  rather  destroy  myself — infinitely 
rather  ! " 

Talking  thus,  they  went  up-stairs ;  and  pre- 
sently we  heard  him  in  his  bed-room  thundering 
"  Ha,  ha,  ha !  "  and  again,  "  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  "  until 
the  flattest  echo  in  the  neighbourhood  seemed 
to  catch  the  contagion,  and  to  laugh  as  enjoy- 
ingly  as  he  did,  or  as  we  did  when  we  heard 
him  laugh. 

We  all  conceived  a  prepossession  in  his 
favour ;  for  there  was  a  sterling  quality  in  this 
laugh,  and  in  his  vigorous  healthy  voice,  and  in 
the  roundness  and  fulness  with  which  he  uttered 
every  word  he  spoke,  and  in  the  very  fiiry  of 
his  superlatives,  which  seemed  to  go  off  like 
blank  cannons  and  hurt  nothing.  But  we  were 
hardly  prepared  to  have  it  so  confirmed  by  his 
appearance,  when  Mr.  Jarndyce  presented  him. 
He  was  not  only  a  very  handsome  old  gentleman 
— upright  and  stalwart  as  he  had  been  described 
to  us — with  a  massive  grey  head,  a  fine  com- 
posure of  face  when  silent,  a  figure  that  might 
have  become  corpulent  but  for  his  being  so 
continually  in  earnest  that  he  gave  it  no  rest, 
and  a  chin  that  might  have  subsided  into  a 
double  chin  but  for  the  vehement  emphasis  in 
which  it  was  constantly  required  to  assist ;  but 
he  was  such  a  true  gentleman  in  his  manner,  so 
chivalrously  polite,  his  face  was  lighted  by  a 
smile  of  so  much  sweetness  and  tenderness,  and 
it  seemed  so  plain  that  he  had  nothing  to  hide, 
but  showed  himself  exactly  as  he  was — in- 
capable (as  Richard  said)  of  anything  on  a 
limited  scale,  and  firing  away  with  those  blank 
great  guns,  because  he  carried  no  small  arms 
whatever — that  really  I  could  not  help  looking 
at  him  with  equal  pleasure  as  he  sat  at  dinner, 
whether  he  smilingly  conversed  with  Ada  and 
me,  or  was  led  by  IMr.  Jarndyce  into  some 
great  volley  of  superlatives,  or  threw  up  his  head 
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like  a  blood-hound,  and  gave  out  that  tremen- 
dous Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

"  You  have  brought  your  bird  with  you,  I 
suppose  ?  "  said  Mr.  Jarndyce. 

"  By  Heaven,  he  is  the  most  astonishing  bird 
in  Europe  ! "  replied  the  other.  "  He  is  the 
most  wonderful  creature  !  I  wouldn't  take  ten 
thousand  guineas  for  that  bird.  I  have  left  an 
annuity  for  his  sole  support,  in  case  he  should 
outlive  me.  He  is,  in  sense  and  attachment,  a 
phenomenon.  And  his  father  before  him  was  one 
of  the  most  astonishing  birds  that  ever  lived  !  " 

The  subject  of  this  laudation  was  a  very  little 
canary,  who  was  so  tame  that  he  was  brought 
down  by  Mr.  Boythorn's  man,  on  his  fore- 
finger, and,  after  taking  a  gentle  flight  round 
the  room,  alighted  on  his  master's  head.  To 
hear  Mr.  Boythorn  presently  expressing  the 
most  implacable  and  passionate  sentiments, 
with  this  fragile  mite  of  a  creature  quietly 
perched  on  his  forehead,  was  to  have  a  good 
illustration  of  his  character,  I  thought. 

"  By  my  soul,  Jarndyce,"  he  said,  very  gently 
holding  up  a  bit  of  bread  to  the  canary  to  peck 
at,  "  if  I  were  in  your  place,  I  would  seize  every 
IMaster  in  Chancery  by  the  throat  to-morrow 
morning,  and  shake  him  until  his  money  rolled 
out  of  his  pockets,  and  his  bones  rattled  in  his 
skin.  I  would  have  a  settlement  out  of  some- 
body, by  fair  means  or  by  foul.  If  you  would 
empower  me  to  do  it,  I  would  do  it  for  you  with 
the  greatest  satisfaction  !  "  (All  this  time  the 
very  small  canary  was  eating  out  of  his  hand.) 

"  I  thank  you,  Lawrence,  but  the  suit  is 
hardly  at  such  a  point  at  present,"  returned  Mr. 
Jarndyce,  laughing,  "  that  it  would  be  greatly 
advanced,  even  by  the  legal  process  of  shaking 
the  Bench  and  the  whole  Bar." 

"  There  never  was  such  an  infernal  cauldron 
as  that  Chancery,  on  the  face  of  the  earth  !  " 
said  Mr.  Boythorn.  '•  Nothing  but  a  mine 
below  it  on  a  busy  day  in  term  time,  with  all  its 
records,  rules,  and  precedents  collected  in  it, 
and  every  functionar)'  belonging  to  it  also,  high 
and  low,  upward  and  downward,  from  its  son 
the  Accountant-General  to  its  father  the  Devil, 
and  the  whole  blown  to  atoms  with  ten  thousand 
hundred-weight  of  gunpowder,  would  reform  it 
in  the  least !  " 

It  was  impossible  not  to  laugh  at  the  ener- 
getic gravity  with  which  he  recommended  tliis 
strong  measure  of  reform.  When  we  laughed, 
he  threw  up  his  head,  and  shook  his  broad 
chest,  and  again  the  whole  country  seemed  to 
echo  to  his  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  It  had  not  the  least 
effect  in  disturbing  the  bird,  whose  sense  of 
security  was  complete ;  and  who  hopped  about 


the  table  with  its  quick  head  now  on  this  side 
and  now  on  that,  turning  its  bright  sudden  eye 
on  its  master,  as  if  he  were  no  more  than  an- 
other bird. 

"  But  how  do  you  and  your  neighbour  get  on 
about  the  disputed  right  of  way  ? "  said  Mr. 
Jarndyce.  "  You  are  not  free  from  the  toils  of 
the  law  yourself?" 

"  The  fellow  has  brought  actions  against  me 
for  trespass,  and  I  have  brought  actions  against 
}iim  for  trespass,"  returned  Mr.  Boythorn.  "  By 
Heaven,  he  is  the  proudest  fellow  breathing. 
It  is  morally  impossible  that  his  name  can  be 
Sir  Leicester,     It  must  be  Sir  Lucifer." 

"  Complimentary  to  our  distant  relation  ! "' 
said  my  Guardian  laughingly,  to  Ada  and 
Richard. 

"  I  would  beg  Miss  Clare's  pardon  and  Mr, 
Carstone's  pardon,"  resumed  our  visitor,  "if  I 
were  not  reassured  by  seeing  in  the  fair  face  of 
the  lady,  and  the  smile  of  the  gentleman,  that  it 
is  quite  unnecessary,  and  that  they  keep  their 
distant  relation  at  a  comfortable  distance." 

"  Or  he  keeps  us,"  suggested  Richard. 

"By  my  soul!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Boythorn, 
suddenly  firing  another  volley,  "  that  fellow  is, 
and  his  father  was,  and  his  grandfather  was,  the 
most  stift'-necked,  arrogant,  imbecile,  pig-headed 
numskull,  ever,  by  some  inexplicable  mistake  of 
Nature,  born  in  any  station  of  life  but  a  walking- 
stick's  !  The  whole  of  that  family  are  the  most 
solemnly  conceited  and  consummate  block- 
heads ! — But  it's  no  matter ;  he  should  not  shut 
up  my  path  if  he  were  fifty  baronets  melted  into 
one,  and  living  in  a  hundred  Chesney  Wolds, 
one  within  another,  like  the  ivory  balls  in  a 
Chinese  carving.  The  fellow,  by  his  agent,  or 
secretary,  or  somebody,  writes  to  me,  '  Sir 
Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet,  presents  his  com- 
pliments to  Mr.  Lawrence  Boythorn,  and  has  to 
call  his  attention  to  the  fact  that  the  green  path- 
way by  the  old  parsonage-house,  now  the  property 
of  Mr.  Lawrence  Boythorn,  is  Sir  Leicester's 
right  of  way,  being  in  fact  a  portion  of  the 
park  of  Chesney  Wold  ;  and  that  Sir  Leicester 
finds  it  convenient  to  close  up  the  same.'  I 
write  to  the  fellow,  '  Mr.  Lawrence  Boythorn 
presents  his  compliments  to  Sir  Leicester  Ded- 
lock, Baronet,  and  has  to  call  his  attention  to 
the  fact  that  he  totally  denies  the  whole  of  Sir 
Leicester  Dedlock's  positions  on  every  possible 
subject,  and  has  to  add,  in  reference  to  closing 
up  the  pathway,  that  he  will  be  glad  to  see  the 
man  who  may  undertake  to  do  it.'  The  fellow 
sends  a  most  abandoned  villain  with  one  eye, 
to  construct  a  gateway.  I  play  upon  that  exe- 
crable  scoundrel  with   a  fire-engine,  until   the 
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breath  is  nearly  driven  out  of  his  body.  The 
fellow  erects  a  gate  in  the  night.  I  chop  it 
down  and  bum  it  in  the  morning.  He  sends 
his  myrmidons  to  come  over  the  fence,  and 
pass  and  repass.  I  catch  them  in  humane 
man-traps,  fire  split  peas  at  their  legs,  play  upon 
them  with  the  engine — resolve  to  free  mankind 
from  the  insupportable  burden  of  the  existence 
of  those  lurking  ruffians.  He  brings  actions  for 
trespass ;  I  bring  actions  for  trespass.  He 
brings  actions  for  assault  and  battery  ;  I  defend 
them,  and  continue  to  assault  and  batter.  Ha, 
ha,  ha  ! " 


To  hear  him  say  all  this  with  unimaginable 
energy,  one  might  have  thought  him  the  angriest 
of  mankind.  To  see  him,  at  the  very  same 
time,  looking  at  the  bird  now  perched  upon  his 
thumb,  and  softly  smoothing  its  feathers  with 
his  forefinger,  one  might  have  thought  him  the 
gentlest.  To  hear  him  laugh,  and  see  the 
broad  good-nature  of  his  face  then,  one  might 
have  supposed  that  he  had  not  a  care  in  the 
world,  or  a  dispute,  or  a  dislike,  but  that  his 
whole  existence  was  a  summer  joke. 

"  No,  no,"  he  said,  "  no  closing  up.  of  my 
paths   by  any  Dedlock  !     Though   I  willingly 


confess,"  here  he  softened  in  a  moment,  "  that 
Lady  Dedlock  is  the  most  accomplished  lady  in 
the  world,  to  whom  I  would  do  any  homage 
that  a  plain  gentleman,  and  no  baronet,  with  a 
head  seven  hundred  years  thick,  may.  A  man 
who  joined  his  regiment  at  twenty,  and,  within 
a  week,  challenged  the  most  imperious  and 
presumptuous  coxcomb  of  a  commanding  officer 
that  ever  drew  the  breath  of  life  through  a  tight 
waist — and  got  broke  for  it — is  not  the  man 
to  be  walked  over,  by  all  the  Sir  Lucifers,  dead 
or  alive,  locked  or  unlocked.     Ha,  ha,  ha  ! " 


"  Nor  the  man  to  allow  his  junior  to  be 
walked  over,  either  ?  "  said  my  Guardian. 

"Most  assuredly  not !  "  said  Mr.  Boythorn, 
clapping  him  on  the  shoulder  \s\\h  an  air  of 
protection,  that  had  something  serious  in  it, 
though  he  laughed.  "  He  will  stand  by  the 
low  boy,  always.  Jarndyce,  you  may  rely  upon 
him  !  But,  speaking  of  this  trespass — with 
apologies  to  Miss  Clare  and  Miss  Summerson 
for  the  length  at  which  I  have  pursued  so  dry  a 
subject — is  there  nothing  for  me  from  your  men, 
Kenge  and  Carboy  ? " 
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"  I  think  not,  Esther  ?  "  said  Mr.  Jarndyce. 

"  Nothing,  Guardian." 

"  Much  obHged  ! "  said  Mr.  Boy  thorn.  "  Had 
no  need  to  ask,  after  even  my  slight  experience 
of  Miss  Summerson's  forethought  for  every  one 
about  her."'  (They  all  encouraged  me ;  they 
were  determined  to  do  it.)  "1  inquired  be- 
cause, coming  from  Lincolnshire,  I  of  course 
have  not  yet  been  in  town,  and  I  thought  some 
letters  might  have  been  sent  down  here.  I 
dare  say  they  will  report  progress  to-morrow 
morning." 

I  saw  him  so  often,  in  the  course  of  the 
evening,  which  passed  very  pleasantly,  contem- 
plate Richard  and  Ada  with  an  interest  and  a 
satisfaction  that  made  his  fine  face  remarkably 
agreeable  as  he  sat  at  a  little  distance  from  the 
piano  listening  to  the  music — and  he  had  small 
occasion  to  tell  us  that  he  was  passionately 
fond  of  music,  for  his  face  showed  it — that  I 
asked  my  Guardian,  as  we  sat  at  the  backgam- 
mon board,  whether  Mr.  Boythorn  had  ever 
been  married. 

'•'  No,"  said  he.     *•'  No." 

"But  he  meant  to  be  ! "  said  I. 

'•' How  did  you  find  out  that?"  he  returned, 
with  a  smile. 

*•  Why,  Guardian,"  I  explained,  not  without 
reddening  a  little  at  hazarding  what  was  in  my 
thoughts,  "  there  is  something  so  tender  in  his 
manner,  after  all,  and  he  is  so  very  courtly  and 
gentle  to  us,  and " 

Mr.  Jarndyce  directed  his  eyes  to  where  he 
was  sitting,  as  I  have  just  described  him. 

I  said  no  more. 

"  You  are  right,  little  woman,"  he  answered. 
'•  He  was  all  but  married,  once.  Long  ago. 
And  once." 

"  Did  the  lady  die  ?  " 

"  No — but  she  died  to  him.  That  time  has 
had  its  influence  on  all  his  later  life.  Would 
you  suppose  him  to  have  a  head  and  a  heart 
full  of  romance  yet  ?  " 

"■  I  think.  Guardian,  I  might  have  supposed 
so.  But  it  is  easy  to  say  that,  when  you -have 
told  me  so." 

"  He  has  never  since  been  what  he  might 
have  been,"  said  Mr.  Jarndyce,  "  and  now  you 
see  him  in  his  age  w^ith  no  one  near  him  but  his 
servant,  and  his  little  yellow  friend.— It's  your 
throw,  my  dear  !  " 

I  felt,  from  my  Guardian's  manner,  that  beyond 
this  point  I  could  not  pursue  the  subject  with- 
out changing  the  wind.  I  therefore  forbore  to 
ask  any  further  questions.  I  was  interested 
but  not  curious.  I  thought  a  little  while  about 
this  old  love  story  in  the  night,  when  I  was 


awakened  by  Mr.  Boythorn's  lusty  snoring ;  and 
I  tried  to  do  that  very  difficult  thing — ima- 
gine old  people  young  again,  and  invested 
with  the  graces  of  youth.  But  I  fell  asleep 
before  I  had  succeeded,  and  dreamed  of  the 
days  when  I  lived  in  my  godmother's  house.  I 
am  not  sufficiently  acquainted  with  such  sub- 
jects to  know  whether  it  is  at  all  remarkable, 
that  I  almost  always  dreamed  of  that  period 
of  my  life. 

With  the  morning,  there  came  a  letter  from 
Messrs.  Kenge  and  Carboy  to  Mr.  Boythorn, 
informing  him  that  one  of  their  clerks  would 
wait  upon  him  at  noon.  As  it  was  the  day  of 
the  week  on  which  I  paid  the  bills,  and  added 
up  my  books,  and  made  all  the  household 
affairs  as  compact  as  possible,  I  remained  at 
home  while  Mr.  Jarndyce,  Ada,  and  Richard, 
took  advantage  of  a  very  fine  day  to  make  a 
litde  excursion.  Mr.  Boythorn  was  to  wait  for 
Kenge  and  Carboy's  clerk,  and  then  was  to  go 
on  foot  to  meet  them  on  their  return. 

Well  !  I  was  full  of  business,  examining 
tradesmen's  books,  adding  up  columns,  paying 
money,  filing  receijDts,  and  I  dare  say  making  a 
great  bustle  about  it,  when  Mr,  Guppy  w^as 
announced  and  shown  in.  I  had  had  some 
idea  that  the  clerk  who  was  to  be  sent  dowm, 
might  be  the  young  gentleman  who  had  met  me 
at  the  coach  office  ;  and  I  was  glad  to  see  him, 
because  he  was  associated  with  my  present 
happiness. 

I  scarcely  knew  him  again,  he  w^as  so  un- 
commonly smart.  He  had  an  entirely  nevv^ 
suit  of  glossy  clothes  on,  a  shining  hat,  lilac- 
kid  gloves,  a  neckerchief  of  a  variety  of 
colours,  a  large  hot-house  flower  in  his  button- 
hole, and  a  thick  gold  ring  on  his  little  finger. 
Besides  which,  he  quite  scented  the  dining-room 
with  bear's-grease  and  other  perfumery.  He 
looked  at  me  with  an  attention  that  quite  con- 
fused me,  when  I  begged  him  to  take  a  seat 
until  the  servant  should  return ;  and  as  he  sat 
there,  crossing  and  uncrossing  his  legs  in  a 
corner,  and  I  asked  him  if  he  had  had  a  plea- 
sant ride,  and  hoped  that  Mr.  Kenge  was  w^ell, 
I  never  looked  at  him,  but  I  found  him  looking 
at  me,  in  the  same  scrutinizing  and  curious  way. 
"W'hen  the  request  was  brought  to  him  that  he 
W'ould  go  up-stairs  to  Mr.  Boythorn's  room,  I 
mentioned  that  he  would  find  lunch  prepared 
for  him  when  he  came  down,  of  which  Mr. 
Jarndyce  hoped  he  would  partake.  He  said 
with  some  embarrassment,  holding  the  handle 
of  the  door,  "  Shall  I  have  the  honour  of  finding 
you  here,  miss  ?  "  I  replied  yes,  I  should  be  there ; 
and  he  went  out  with  a  bow  and  another  look. 
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I  thought  hun  only  awkward  and  shy,  for  he 
was  evidently  much  embarrassed ;  and  I  fancied 
that  the  best  thing  I  could  do,  would  be  to  wait 
until  I  saw  that  he  had  everything  he  wanted, 
and  then  to  leave  him  to  himself.  The  lunch 
was  soon  brought,  but  it  remained  for  some  time 
on  the  table.  The  interview  with  Mr.  Boy  thorn 
v/as  a  long  one — and  a  stormy  one  too,  I  should 
think  ;  for  although  his  room  was  at  some  dis- 
tance, I  heard  his  loud  voice  rising  every  now 
and  then  like  a  high  wind,  and  evidently  blow- 
ing perfect  broadsides  of  denunciation. 

At  last  Mr.  Guppy  came  back,  looking  "some- 
thing the  worse  for  the  conference.  "  My  eye, 
miss,"  he  said  in  a  low  voice,  "  he's  a  Tartar  !" 

"  Pray  take  some  refreshment,  sir,"  said  I. 

Mr.  Guppy  sat  down  at  the  table,  and  began 
nervously  sharpening  the  carving-knife  on  the 
carving-fork ;  still  looking  at  me  (as  I  felt  quite 
sure  without  looking  at  him),  in  the  same  un- 
usual manner.  The  sharpening  lasted  so  long, 
that  at  last  I  felt  a  kind  of  obligation  on  me  to 
raise  my  eyes,  in  order  that  I  might  break  the 
spell  under  which  he  seemed  to  labour,  of  not 
being  able  to  leave  off. 

He  immediately  looked  at  the  dish,  and 
began  to  carve. 

"What  will  you  take  yourself,  miss?  You'll 
take  a  morsel  of  something  ?" 

"  No,  thank  you,"  said  I. 

"  Shan't  I  give  you  a  piece  of  anything  at  all, 
miss  ?"  said  ]\Ir.  Guppy,  hurriedly  drinking  off 
a  glass  of  wine. 

"  Nothing,  thank  you,"  said  I.  "  I  have  only 
waited  to  see  that  you  have  everything  you 
want.     Is  there  anything  I  can  order  for  you?" 

"  No,  I  am  much  obliged  to  you,  miss,  I'm 
sure.  I've  everything  I  can  require  to  make 
me  comfortable — at  least  I — not  comfortable — 
I'm  never  that :  "  he  drank  off  two  more  glasses 
of  wine,  one  after  another. 

I  thought  I  had  better  go. 

'•  I  beg  your  pardon,  miss  !"  said  Mr.  Guppy, 
rising,  when  he  saw  me  rise,  "  But  would  you 
allow  me  the  favour  of  a  minute's  private  con- 
versation ?" 

Not  knowing  what  to  say,  I  sat  down  again. 

"What  follows  is  without  prejudice,  miss?" 
said  Mr.  Guppy,  anxiously  bringing  a  chair 
towards  my  table. 

"  I  don't  understand  what  you  mean,"  said  I, 
v>'ondering. 

"  It's  one  of  our  law  terms,  miss.  You  won't 
make  any  use  of  it  to  my  detriment,  at  Kenge 
and  Carboy's,  or  elsewhere.  If  our  conversa- 
tion shouldn't  lead  to  anything,  I  am  to  be  as  I 
was,  and  am  not  to  be  prejudiced  in  my  situa- 


tion or  worldly  prospects.     In  short,  it's  in  total 
confidence." 

"  I  am  at  a  loss,  sir,"  said  I,  '^  to  imagine 
what  you  can  have  to  communicate  in  total 
confidence  to  me,  whom  you  have  never  seen 
but  once ;  but  I  should  be  very  sony  to  do  you 
any  injury." 

"Thank  you,  miss.  I'm  sure  of  it — that's 
quite  sufficient."  All  this  time  Mr.  Guppy  was 
either  planing  his  forehead  with  his  handker- 
chief, or  tightly  rubbing  the  palm  of  his  left 
hand  with  the  palm  of  his  right.  "  If  you  would 
excuse  my  taking  another  glass  of  wine,  miss,  I 
think  it  might  assist  me  in  getting  on,  v^'ithout  a 
continual  choke  that  cannot  fail  to  be  mutually 
unpleasant." 

He  did  so,  and  came  back  again.  I  took 
the  opportunity  of  moving  well  behind  my 
table. 

"You  wouldn't  allow  me  to  offer  you  one, 
would  you,  miss?"  said  Mr.  GujDpy,  apparently 
refreshed. 

"  Not  any,"  said  I. 

"Not  half  a  glass?"  said  ]\Ir.  Guppy,  "quarter? 
No  !  Then,  to  proceed.  My  present  salary, 
Tvliss  Summerson,  at  Kenge  and  Carboy's,  is 
two  pound  a-week.  ^^■hen  I  first  had  the  hap- 
piness of  looking  upon  you,  it  was  one-fifteen, 
and  had  stood  at  that  figure  for  a  lengthened 
period.  A  rise  of  five  has  since  taken  place, 
and  a  further  rise  of  five  is  guaranteed  at  the 
expiration  of  a  term  not  exceeding  twelve 
months  from  the  present  date.  My  mother  has 
a  little  property,  which  takes  the  form  of  a 
small  life  annuity ;  upon  which  she  lives  in  an 
independent  though  unassuming  manner  in  the 
Old  Street  Road.  She  is  eminently  calculated 
for  a  mother-in-law.  She  never  interferes,  is  all 
for  peace,  and  her  disposition  easy.  She  has  her 
failings — as  who  has  not  ? — but  I  never  knew 
her  to  do  it  when  company  was  present;  at 
which  time  you  may  freely  trust  her  with  wines, 
spirits,  or  malt  liquors.  My  own  abode  is 
lodgings  at  Penton  Place,  Pentonville.  It  is 
lowly,  but  air)',  open  at  the  back,  and  consi- 
dered one  of  the  'ealthiest  outlets.  ]\Iiss  Sum- 
merson !  In  the  mildest  language,  I  adore  )'0u. 
Would  you  be  so  kind  as  to  allow  me  (as  I  may 
say)  to  file  a  declaration — to  make  an  offer  !  ' 

Mr.  Guppy  went  down  on  his  knees.  I  was 
well  behind  my  table,  and  not  much  frightened. 
I  said,  "  Get  up  from  that  ridiculous  position 
immediately,  sir,  or  you  will  oblige  me  to  break 
my  implied  promise  and  ring  the  bell !  " 

"  Hear  me  out,  miss  !  "  said  Mr.  Guppy, 
folding  his  hands. 

"  I  cannot  consent  to  hear  another  w^ord,  sir," 
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I  returned,  "  unless  you  get  up  from  the  carpet 
directly,  and  go  and  sit  down  at  the  table, 
as  you  ought  to  do  if  you  have  any  sense 
at  all." 

He  looked  piteously,  but  slowly  rose  and  did 
so. 

"  Yet  what  a  mockery  it  is,  miss,"  he  said, 
with  his  hand  upon  his  heart,  and  shaking  his 
head  at  me  in  a  melancholy  manner  over  the 
tray,  "  to  be  stationed  behind  food  at  such  a 
moment.  The  soul  recoils  from  food  at  such  a 
moment,  miss." 

"  I  beg  you  to  conclude,"  said  I ;  "  you  have 
asked  me  to  hear  you  out,  and  I  beg  you  to 
conclude." 

"  I  will,  miss,"  said  Mr.  Guppy.  "  As  I  love 
and  honour,  so  likewise  I  obey.  Would  that  I 
could  make  Thee  the  subject  of  that  vow,  before 
the  shrine  ! " 

"That  is  quite  impossible,"  said  I;  "and 
entirely  out  of  the  question." 

"I  am  aware,"  said  Mr.  Guppy,  leaning  for- 
ward over  the  tray,  and  regarding  me,  as  I  again 
strangely  felt,  though  my  eyes  were  not  directed 
to  him,' with  his  late  intent  look,  "  I  am  aware 
that  in  a  worldly  point  of  view,  according  to  all 
appearances,  my  offer  is  a  poor  one.  But,  Miss 
Summerson  !  Angel ! — No,  don't  ring — I  have 
been  brought  up  in  a  sharp  school,  and  am 
accustomed  to  a  variety  of  general  practice. 
Though  a  young  man,  I  have  ferreted  out  evi- 
dence, got  up  cases,  and  seen  lots  of  life.  Blest 
with  your  hand,  what  means  might  I  not  find  of 
advancing  your  interests,  and  pushing  your  for- 
tunes !  What  might  I  not  get  to  know,  nearly 
concerning  you?  I  know  nothing  now,  cer- 
tainly ;  but  what  anight  I  not,  if  I  had  your  con- 
fidence, and  you  set  me  on  ?  " 

I  told  him  that  he  addressed  my  interest,  or 
what  he  supposed  to  be  my  interest,  quite  as  un- 
successfully as  he  addressed  my  inclination  ; 
and  he  would  now  understand  that  I  requested 
him,  if  he  pleased,  to  go  away  immediately. 

"  Cruel  miss,"  said  Mr.  Guppy,  "  hear  but 
another  word !  I  think  you  must  have  seen  that 
I  was  struck  with  those  charms,  on  the  day 
when  I  waited  at  the  Whytorseller.  I  think  you 
must  have  remarked  that  I  could  not  forbear 
a  tribute  to  those  charms  when  I  put  up  the 
steps  of  the  'ackney-coach.  It  was  a  feeble  tri- 
bute to  Thee,  but  it  was  well  meant.  Thy 
image  has  ever  since  been  fixed  in  my  breast. 
I  have  walked  up  and  down,  of  an  evening, 
opposite  Jellyby's  house,  only  to  look  upon  the 
bricks  that  once  contained  Thee.  This  out  of 
to-day,  quite  an  unnecessary  out  so  far  as  the 
attendance,   which   was   its   pretended   object, 


went,  was  planned  by  me  alone  for  Thee  alone. 
If  I  speak  of  interest,  it  is  only  to  recommend 
myself  and  my  respectful  wretchedness.  Love 
was  before  it,  and  is  before  it." 

"  I  should  be  pained,  Mr.  Guppy,"  said  \., 
rising  and  putting  my  hand  upon  the  bell-rope, 
"  to  do  you,  or  any  one  who  was  sincere,  the  in- 
justice of  slighting  any  honest  feeling,  however 
disagreeably  expressed.  If  you  have  really 
meant  to  give  me  a  proof  of  your  good  opinion, 
though  ill-timed  and  misplaced,  I  feel  that  I 
ought  to  thank  you.  I  have  very  little  reason 
to  be  proud,  and  I  am  not  proud.  I  hope,"  I 
think  I  added,  without  very  well  knowing  what 
I  said,  "  that  you  will  now  go  away  as  if  you 
had  never  been  so  exceedingly  foolish,  and 
attend  to  Messrs.  Kenge  and  Carboy's  busi- 
ness." 

"  Half  a  minute,  miss  !  "  cried  Mr.  Guppy, 
checking  me  as  I  was  about  to  ring.  '•  This  has 
been  without  prejudice  ?  " 

"  I  will  never  mention  it,"  said  I,  "  unless  you 
should  give  me  future  occasion  to  do  so." 

"  A  quarter  of  a  minute,  miss  !  In  case  you 
should  think  better — at  any  time,  however  dis- 
tant, thafs  no  consequence,  for  my  feelings  can 
never  alter — of  anything  I  have  said,  particu- 
larly what  might  I  not  do — Mr.  William  Guppy, 
eighty-seven,  Penton  Place,  or,  if  removed,  or 
dead  (of  blighted  hopes  or  anything  of  that  sort), 
care  of  Mrs.  Guppy,  three  hundred  and  two, 
Old  Street  Road,  will  be  sufficient." 

I  rang  the  bell,  the  servant  came,  and  Mr. 
Guppy,  laying  his  written  card  upon  the  table, 
and  making  a  dejected  bow,  departed.  Raising 
my  eyes  as  he  went  out,  I  once  more  saw 
him  looking  at  me  after  he  had  passed  the 
door. 

I  sat  there  for  another  hour  or  more,  finishing 
my  books  and  payments,  and  getting  through 
plenty  of  business.  Then,  I  arranged  my  desk, 
and  put  everything  away,  and  was  so  composed 
and  cheerful  that  I  thought  I  had  quite  dis- 
missed this  unexpected  incident.  But,  when  I 
went  up-stairs  to  my  own  room,  I  surprised  my- 
self by  beginning  to  laugh  about  it,  and  then 
surprised  myself  still  more  by  beginning  to  cry 
about  it.  In  short,  I  was  in  a  flutter  for  a  little 
while  ;  and  felt  as  if  an  old  chord  had  been 
more  coarsely  touched  than  it  ever  had  been 
since  the  days  of  the  dear  old  doll,  long  buried 
in  the  garden. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


THE      LAW-WRITER. 


N  the  eastern  borders  of  Chancery 
Lane,  that  is  to  say,  more  particu- 
larly in  Cook's  Court,  Cursitor 
Street,  Mr.  Snagsby,  Law  Stationer, 
pursues  his  lawful  calling.  In  the 
shade  of  Cook's  Court,  at  most 
times  a  shady  place,  Mr.  Snagsby  has 
dealt  in  all  sorts  of  blank  forms  of  legal 
process ;  in  skins  and  rolls  of  parchment ;  in 
paper — foolscap,  brief,  draft,  brown,  white, 
whitey-brown,  and  blotting  ;  in  stamps ;  in  office- 
quills,  pens,  ink.  India-rubber,  pounce,  pins, 
pencils,  sealing-wax,  and  wafers  ;  in  red  tape, 
and  green  ferret;  in  pocket-books,  almanacks, 
diaries,  and  law  lists ;  in  string  boxes,  rulers, 
inkstands — glass  and  leaden,  penknives,  scissors, 
bodkins,  and  other  small  office-cutlery;  in  short, 
in  articles  too  numerous  to  mention  ;  ever  since 
he  was  out  of  his  time,  and  went  into  partner- 
ship with  Peffer.  On  that  occasion,  Cook's 
Court  was  in  a  manner  revolutionised  by  the 
new  inscription  in  fresh  paint,  Peffer  and 
Snagsby,  displacing  the  time-honoured  and  not 
easily  to  be  deciphered  legend,  Peffer,  only. 
For  smoke,  which  is  the  London  ivy,  had  so 
wreathed  itself  round  Peffer's  name,  and  clung 
to  his  dwelling-place,  that  the  affectionate  para- 
site quite  overpowered  the  parent  tree. 

Peffer  is  never  seen  in  Cook's  Court  now. 
He  is  not  expected  there,  for  he  has  been  re- 
cumbent this  quarter  of  a  century  in  the  church- 
yard of  St.  Andrew's,  Holborn,  with  the  waggons 
and  hackney-coaches  roaring  past  him,  all  the 
day  and  half  the  night,  like  one  great  dragon. 
If  he  ever  steal  forth  when  the  dragon  is  at  rest, 
to  air  himself  again  in  Cook's  Court,  until  ad- 
monished to  return  by  the  crowing  of  the  san- 
guine cock  in  the  cellar  at  the  litUe  dairy  in 
Cursitor  Street,  whose  ideas  of  daylight  it  would 
be  curious  to  ascertain,  since  he  knows  from  his 
personal  observation  next  to  nothing  about  it — 
if  Peffer  ever  do  revisit  the  pale  glimpses  of 
Cook's  Court,  which  no  law-stationer  in  the 
trade  can  positively  deny,  he  comes  invisibly, 
and  no  one  is  the  worse  or  wiser. 

In  his  lifetime,  and  likewise  in  the  period  of 
Snagsby's  "  time "  of  seven  long  years,  there 
dwelt  with  Peffer,  in  the  same  law-stationering 
premises,  a  niece — a  short,  shrewd  niece,  some- 
thing too  violently  compressed  about  the  waist, 
and  with  a  sharp  nose  like  a  sharp  autumn  even- 
ing, inclining  to  be  frosty  towards  the  end.  The 
Cook's-Courtiers  had    a   rumour  flying   among 


them,  that  the  mother  of  this  niece  did,  in  her 
daughter's  childhood,  moved  by  too  jealous  a 
solicitude  that  her  figure  should  approach  per- 
fection, lace  her  up  every  morning  with  her  ma- 
ternal foot  against  the  bed-post  for  a  stronger 
hold  and  purchase ;  and  further,  that  she  exhi- 
bited internally  pints  of  vinegar  and  lemon- 
juice  :  which  acids,  they  held,  had  mounted  to 
the  nose  and  temper  of  the  patient.  With 
whichsoever  of  the  many  tongues  of  Rumour 
this  frothy  report  originated,  it  either  never 
reached,  or  never  influenced,  the  ears  of  young 
Snagsby ;  who,  having  wooed  and  won  its  fair 
subject  on  his  arrival  at  man's  estate,  entered 
into  two  partnerships  at  once.  So  now,  in 
Cook's  Court,  Cursitor  Street,  Mr.  Snagsby  and 
the  niece  are  one  ;  and  the  niece  still  cherishes 
her  figure — which,  however  tastes  may  differ,  is 
unquestionably  so  far  precious,  that  there  is 
mighty  little  of  it. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Snagsby  are  not  only  one  bone 
and  one  flesh,  but,  to  the  neighbours'  thinking, 
one  voice  too.  That  voice,  appearing  to  pro- 
ceed from  Mrs.  Snagsby  alone,  is  heard  in 
Cook's  Court  very  often.  Mr.  Snagsby,  other- 
wise than  as  he  finds  expression  through  these 
dulcet  tones,  is  rarely  heard.  He  is  a  mild, 
bald,  timid  man,  with  a  shining  head,  and  a 
scrubby  clump  of  black  hair  sticking  out  at  the 
back.  He  tends  to  meekness  and  obesity.  As 
he  stands  at  his  door  in  Cook's  Court,  in  his 
grey  shop-coat  and  black  calico  sleeves,  looking 
up  at  the  clouds ;  or  stands  behind  a  desk  in  his 
dark  shop,  with  a  heavy  flat  ruler,  snipping  and 
slicing  at  sheepskin,  in  company  with  his  two 
'Prentices  ;  he  is  emphatically  a  retiring  and  un- 
assuming man.  From  beneath  his  feet,  at  such 
times,  as  from  a  shrill  ghost  unquiet  in  its  grave, 
there  frequently  arise  complainings  and  lamen- 
tations in  the  voice  already  mentioned;  and 
haply,  on  some  occasions,  when  these  reach  a 
sharper  pitch  than  usual,  ]\Ir.  Snagsby  mentions 
to  the  'Prentices,  "  I  think  my  little  woman  is 
a-giving  it  to  Ouster  !  " 

This  proper  name,  so  used  by  Mr.  Snagsby, 
has  before  now  sharpened  the  wit  of  the  Cook's- 
Courtiers  to  remark  that  it  ought  to  be  the  name 
of  Mrs.  Snagsby;  seeing  that  she  might  with 
great  force  and  expression  be  termed  a  Ouster, 
in  compliment  to  her  stormy  character.  It  is, 
however,  the  possession,  and  the  only  possession, 
except  fifty  shillings  per  annum  and  a  very 
small  box  indifferently  filled  with  clothing,  of  a 
lean  young  woman  from  a  workhouse  (by  some 
supposed  to  have  been  christened  Augusta) ; 
v.-ho,  although  she  was  farmed  or  contracted  for, 
during  her  growing  time,  by  an  amiable  bene- 
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factor  of  his  species  resident  at  Tooting,  and 
cannot  foil  to  have  been  developed  under  the 
most  favourable  circumstances," has  fits" — which 
the  parish  can't  account  for. 

Guster,  really  aged  three  or  four  and  twenty, 
but  looking  a  round  ten  years  older,  goes  cheap 
with  this  unaccountable  drawback  of  fits ;  and 
is  so  apprehensive  of  being  returned  on  the 
hands  of  her  patron  Saint,  that  except  when  she 
is  found  with  her  head  in  the  pail,  or  the  sink, 
or  the  copper,  or  the  dinner,  or  anything  else 
that  happens  to  be  near  her  at  the  time  of  her 
seizure,  she  is  always  at  work.  She  is  a  satis- 
faction to  the  parents  and  guardians  of  the 
'Prentices,  who  feel  that  there  is  little  danger  of 
her  inspiring  tender  emotions  in  the  breast  of 
youth  ;  she  is  a  satisfaction  to  Mrs.  Snagsby,  who 
can  always  find  fault  with  her ;  she  is  a  satisfaction 
to  Wx.  Snagsby,  who  thinks  it  a  charity  to  keep 
her.  The  Law-stationer's  establishment  is,  in 
Ouster's  eyes,  a  Temple  of  plenty  and  splendour. 
She  believes  tlie  little  drawing-room  up-stairs,  al- 
ways kept,  as  one  may  say,  with  its  hair  in  papers 
and  its  pinafore  on,  to  be  the  most  elegant  apart- 
ment in  Christendom.  The  view  it  commands 
of  Cook's  Court  at  one  end  (not  to  mention  a 
squint  into  Cursitor  Street),  and  of  Coavinses'  the 
sheriti's  officer's  back-yard  at  the  other,  she  regards 
as  a  prospect  of  unequalled  beauty.  The  por- 
traits it  displays  in  oil — and  plenty  of  it  too — of 
Mr.  Snagsby  looking  at  ]\Irs.  Snagsby,  and  of 
Airs.  Snagsby  looking  at  Mr.  Snagsby,  are  in  her 
eyes  as  achievements  of  Raphael  or  Titian.  Guster 
has  some  recompenses  for  her  many  privations. 

jMr.  Snagsby  refers  everything  not  in  the 
practical  mysteries  of  the  business  to  Mrs. 
Snagsby.  She  manages  the  money,  reproaches 
the  Tax-gatherers,  appoints  the  times  and  places 
of  devotion  on  Sundays,  licenses  Mr.  Snagsby's 
entertainments,  and  acknowledges  no  responsi- 
bility as  to  what  she  thinks  fit  to  provide  for 
dinner ;  insomuch  that  she  is  the  high  standard 
of  comparison  among  the  neighbouring  wives, 
a  long  way  down  Chancery  Lane  on  both  sides, 
and  even  out  in  Holborn,  who,  in  any  domestic 
passages  of  arms,  habitually  call  upon  their  hus- 
bands to  look  at  the  difference  between  their 
(the  wives')  position  and  Mrs.  Snagsby's,  and 
their  (the  husbands')  behaviour  and  Mr.  Snagsby's. 
Rumour,  always  flying,  bat-like,  about  Cook's 
Court,  and  skimming  in  and  out  at  everybody's 
windows,  does  say  that  Mrs.  Snagsby  is  jealous 
and  inquisitive  ;  and  that  \lx.  Snagsby  is  some- 
times worried  out  of  house  and  home,  and  that 
if  he  had  the  spirit  of  a  mouse  he  wouldn't 
stand  it.  It  is  even  observed,  that  the  wives 
v>ho  quote  him  to  their  self-willed  husbands  as  a 


shining  example,  in  reality  look  down  upon 
him  ;  and  that  nobody  does  so  with  greater 
superciliousness  than  one  particular  lady,  whose 
lord  is  more  than  suspected  of  laying  his 
umbrella  on  her  as  an  instrument  of  correction. 
But  these  vague  whisperings  may  arise  from 
Mr.  Snagsby's  being,  in  his  way,  rather  a  medi- 
tative and  poetical  man ;  loving  to  walk  in 
Staple  Inn  in  the  summer  time,  and  to  observe 
how  countrified  the  sparrows  and  the  leaves  are  ; 
also  to  lounge  about  the  Rolls  Yard  of  a  Sunday 
afternoon,  and  to  remark  (if  in  good  spirits)  that 
there  were  old  times  once,  and  that  you'd  find 
a  stone  coffin  or  two,  now%  under  that  chapel, 
he'll  be  bound,  if  you  was  to  dig  for  it.  He 
solaces  his  imagination,  too,  by  thinking  of  the 
many  Chancellors  and  Vices,  and  Masters  of  the 
Rolls,  who  are  deceased ;  and  he  gets  such  a 
flavour  of  the  country  out  of  telling  the  two 
'Prentices  how  he  has  heard  say  that  a  brook 
"  as  clear  as  crystial  "  once  ran  right  down  the 
middle  of  Holborn,  when  Turnstile  really  was 
a  turnstile  leading  slap  away  into  the  meadows 
— gets  such  a  flavour  of  the  country  out  of  this, 
that  he  never  wants  to  go  there. 

The  day  is  closing  in  and  the  gas  is  lighted, 
but  it  is  not  yet  fully  effective,  for  it  is  not  quite 
dark.  Mr.  Snagsby  standing  at  his  shop-door 
looking  up  at  the  clouds,  sees  a  crow,  who  is 
out  late,  skim  westward  over  the  leaden  slice 
of  sky  belonging  to  Cook's  Court.  The  crow 
flies  straight  across  Chancery  Lane  and  Lincoln's 
Inn  Garden,  into  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields. 

Here,  in  a  large  house,  formerly  a  house  of 
state,  lives  Mr.  Tulkinghorn.  It  is  let  off  in 
sets  of  chambers  now ;  and  in  those  shrunken 
fragments  of  its  greatness,  lawyers  lie  like  mag- 
gots in  nuts.  But  its  roomy  staircases,  passages, 
and  antechambers,  still  remain ;  and  even  its 
painted  ceilings,  Avhere  Allegory,  in  Roman 
helmet,  and  celestial  linen,  sprawls  among 
balustrades  and  pillars,  flowers,  clouds,  and  big- 
legged  boys,  and  makes  the  head  ache — as  would- 
seem  to  be  Allegory's  object  always,  more  or  less. 
Here,  among  his  many  boxes  labelled  with  tran- 
scendant  names,  lives  Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  when  not 
speechlessly  at  home  in  country-houses  where  the 
great  ones  of  the  earth  are  bored  to  death.  Here 
he  is  to-day,  quiet  at  his  table.  An  Oyster  of 
the  old  school,  whom  nobody  can  open. 

Like  as  he  is  to  look  at,  so  is  his  apartment 
in  the  dusk  of  the  present  afternoon.  Rusty, 
out  of  date,  withdrawing  from  attention,  able  to 
afford  it.  Heavy  broad-backed  old-fashioned 
mahogany  and  horsehair  chairs,  not  easily  lifted, 
obsolete  tables  with  spindle-legs  and  dusty 
baize  covers,  presentation  prints  of  the  holders 
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of  great  titles  in  the  last  generation,  or  the  last 
but  one,  environ  him.  A  thick  and  clingy 
Turkey-carpet  muffles  the  floor  where  he  sits, 
attended  by  two  candles  in  old-fashioned  silver 
candlesticks,  that  give  a  very  insufficient  light 
to  his  large  room.  The  titles  on  the  backs  of 
his  books  have  retired  into  the  binding ;  every- 
thing that  can  have  a  lock  has  got  one ;  no  key 
is  visible.  Very  few  loose  papers  are  about. 
He  has  some  manuscript  near  him,  but  is  not 
referring  to  it.  With  the  round  top  of  an  ink- 
stand, and  two  broken  bits  of  sealing-wax,  he  is 
silently  and  slowly  working  out  whatever  train 
of  indecision  is  in  his  mind.  Now,  the  ink- 
stand top  is  in  the  middle  :  now,  the  red  bit  of 
sealing-wax,  now  the  black  bit.  That's  not  it. 
Mr.  Tulkinghorn  must  gather  them  all  up,  and 
begin  again. 

Here,  beneath  the  painted  ceiling,  with  fore- 
shortened Allegory  staring  down  at  his  intrusion 
as  if  it  meant  to  swoop  upon  him,  and  he  cut- 
ting it  dead,  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  has  at  once  his 
house  and  office.  He  keeps  no  staff";  only  one 
middle-aged  man,  usually  a  little  out  at  elbows, 
who  sits  in  a  high  Pew  in  the  hall,  and  is  rarely 
over-burdened  with  business.  Mr.  Tulkinghorn 
is  not  in  a  common  way.  He  wants  no  clerks. 
He  is  a  great  reservoir  of  confidences,  not  to  be 
so  tapped.  His  clients  want  Jiini;  he  is  all  in 
nil.  Drafts  that  he  requires  to  be  drawn  are 
drawn  by  special-pleaders  in  the  Temple  on 
mysterious  instructions  ;  fair  copies  that  he  re- 
quires to  be  made,  are  made  at  the  stationer's, 
expense  being  no  consideration.  The  middle- 
aged  man  in  the  Pew,  knows  scarcely  more  of 
the  affairs  of  the  Peerage,  than  any  crossing- 
sweeper  in  Holborn. 

The  red  bit,  the  black  bit,  the  inkstand  top, 
the  other  inkstand  top,  the  little  sand-box.  So ! 
You  to  the  middle,  you  to  the  right,  you  to  the 
left.  This  train  of  indecision  must  surely  be 
worked  out  now  or  never, — Now  !  Mr.  Tulking- 
horn gets  up,  adjusts  his  spectacles,  puts  on  his 
hat,  puts  the  manuscript  in  his  pocket,  goes 
out,  tells  the  middle-aged  man  out  at  elbows, 
"I  shall  be  back  presently."  Very  rarely  tells 
him  anything  more  explicit. 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn  goes,  as  the  crow  came — 
not  quite  so  straight,  but  nearly — to  Cook's 
Court,  Cursitor  Street.  To  Snagsby's,  Law 
Stationer's,  Deeds  engrossed  and  copied,  Law- 
Writing  executed  in  all  its  branches,  &c., 
&c.,  &c. 

It  is  somewhere  about  five  or  six  o'clock  in 
the  afternoon,  and  a  balmy  fragrance  of  warm 
tea  hovers  in  Cook's  Court.  It  hovers  about 
Snagsby's  door.     The    hours   are   early   there; 


dinner  at  half-past  one,  and  supper  at  half-past 
nine,  Mr.  Snagsby  was  about  to  descend  into 
the  subterranean  regions  to  take  tea,  when  he 
looked  out  of  his  door  just  now,  and  saw  the 
crow  who  was  out  late. 

"  Master  at  home  ?  " 

Ouster  is  minding  the  snop,  for  the  'Prentices 
take  tea  in  the  kitchen,  with  Mr.  and  Mrs, 
Snagsby;  consequently,  the  robe-maker's  two 
daughters,  combing  their  curls  at  the  two  glasses 
in  the  two  second-floor  windows  of  the  opposite 
house,  are  not  driving  the  two  'Prentices  to 
distraction,  as  they  fondly  suppose,  but  are 
merely  awakening  the  unprofitable  admiration 
of  Guster,  whose  hair  won't  grow,  and  never 
would,  and,  it  is  confidently  thought,  never  will. 

"  Master  at  home  ?  "  says  Mr,  Tulkinghorn. 

Master  is  at  home,  and  Guster  will  fetch  him, 
Guster  disappears,  glad  to  get  out  of  the  shop, 
which  she  regards  with  mingled  dread  and  vene- 
ration as  a  storehouse  of  awful  implements  of 
the  great  torture  of  the  law :  a  place  not  to  be 
entered  after  the  gas  is  turned  off. 

Mr.  Snagsby  appears  :  greasy,  warm,  herba- 
ceous, and  chewing.  Bolts  a  bit  of  bread  and 
butter.  Says,  "  Bless  my  soul,  sir !  Mr.  Tul- 
kinghorn !  " 

"  I  want  half  a  word  with  you,  Snagsby," 

"  Certainly,  sir  !  Dear  me,  sir,  why  didn't 
you  send  your  young  man  round  for  me  ?  Pray 
walk  into  the  back  shop,  sir,"  Snagsby  has 
brightened  in  a  moment. 

The  confined  room,  strong  of  parchment- 
grease,  is  warehouse,  counting-house,  and  copy- 
ing-office. Mr.  Tulkinghorn  sits,  facing  round, 
on  a  stool  at  the  desk, 

"  Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce,  Snagsby." 

"  Yes,  sir,"  Mr.  Snagsby  turns  up  the  gas, 
and  coughs  behind  his  hand,  modestly  anticipat- 
ing profit.  Mr.  Snagsby,  as  a  timid  man,  is  ac- 
customed to  cough  with  a  variety  of  expressions, 
and  so  to  save  words. 

"  You  copied  some  affidavits  in  that  cause  for 
me  lately." 

"  Yes,  sir,  we  did." 

"  There  was  one  of  them,"  sa\-5  ]\Ir.  Tulking- 
horn, carelessly  feeling — tight,  unopenable  Oyster 
of  the  old  school ! — in  the  wrong  coat-pocket, 
"  the  handwriting  of  which  is  peculiar,  and  I 
rather  like.  As  I  happened  to  be  passing,  and 
thought  I  had  it  about  me,  I  looked  in  to  ask 
you — but  I  haven't  got  it.  No  matter,  any 
other  time  will  do — Ah  !  here  it  is  ! — I  looked 
in  to  ask  you  who  copied  this  ?  " 

"  "Who  copied  this,  sir  ?  "  says  Mr.  Snagsby, 
taking  it,  laying  it  flat  on  the  desk,  and  separat- 
\\\"  all  the   sheets  at  once  with  a  twirl  and  a 
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twist  of  the  left  hand  pecuhar  to  law-stationers. 
"We  gave  this  out,  sir.  AVe  were  giving  out 
rather  a  large  quantity  of  work  just  at  that  time. 
I  can  tell  you  in  a  moment  who  copied  it,  sir, 
by  referring  to  my  Book." 

Mr.  Snagsby  takes  his  Book  down  from  tlie 
safe,  makes  another  bolt  of  the  bit  of  bread  and 
butter  which  seemed  to  have  stopped  short, 
eyes  the  afiidavit  aside,  and  brings  his  right  fore- 
finger travelling  down  a  page  of  the  Book. 
"  Jewby — Packer — Jarndyce." 

"  Jarndyce !  Here  we  are,  sir,"  says  Mr. 
Snagsby.  "  To  be  sure  !  I  might  have  remem- 
bered it.  This  was  given  out,  sir,  to  a  Writer 
who  lodges  just  over  on  the  opposite  side  of  the 
lane." 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn  has  seen  the  entry,  found  it 
before  the  Law-stationer,  read  it  while  the  fore- 
finger was  coming  downi  the  hill. 

"  What  do  you  call  him  ?  Nemo  ?  "  says  Mr. 
Tulkinghorn. 

"  Nemo,  sir.  Here  it  is.  Forty-two  folio. 
Given  out  on  the  Wednesday  night,  at  eight 
o'clock  ;  brought  in  on  the  Thursday  morning, 
at  half  after  nine." 

"  Nemo  ! "  repeats  Mr.  Tulkinghorn.  "  Nemo 
is  Latin  for  no  one." 

"  It  must  be  English  for  some  one,  sir,  1 
tliink,"  Mr.  Snagsby  submits,  with  his  deferential 
cough.  "  It  is  a  person's  name.  Here  it  is,  you 
see,  sir  !  Forty-two  folio.  Given  out  Wednes- 
day night,  eight  o'clock  ;  brought  in  Thursday 
niorning,  half  after  nine." 

The  tail  of  Mr.  Snagsby's  eye  becomes  con- 
scious of  the  head  of  Mrs.  Snagsby  looking  in 
at  the  shop-door  to  know  what  he  means  by  de- 
serting his  tea.  Mr.  Snagsby  addresses  an  ex- 
|)lanatory  cough  to  Mrs.  Snagsby,  as  wlio  should 
say,  "  My  dear,  a  customer  !  " 

'•  Half  after  nine,  sir,"  repeats  IMr.  Snagsby. 
"  Our  law-writers,  who  live  by  job-work,  are  a 
([ueer  lot ;  and  this  may  not  be  his  name,  but 
it's  the  name  he  goes  by.  I  remember  now, 
sir,  that  he  gives  it  in  a  written  advertisement 
he  sticks  up  down  at  the  Rule  Ofiict;,  and  the 
King's  Bench  Office,  and  the  Judges'  Chambers, 
and  so  forth.  You  know  the  kind  of  document, 
sir — wanting  employ  ?  " 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn  glances  through  the  little 
window  at  the  back  of  Coavinses',  the  sheriffs 
officer's,  where  lights  shine  in  Coavinses'  win- 
dows. Coavinses'  coffee-room  is  at  the  back, 
and  the  shadows  of  several  gentlemen  under  a 
cloud  loom  cloudily  upon  the  blinds.  Mr. 
Snagsby  takes  the  opportunity  of  slightly  turning 
liis  head,  to  glance  over  his  shoulder  at  his 
Jittle  woman,  and  to  make  apologetic  motions 


with  his  mouth  to  this  effect:  "  Tul-king-horn — 
rich — in-tlu-en-tial  !  " 

"  Have  you  given  this  man  work  before  ?  " 
asks  Mr.  Tulkinghorn. 

"  O  dear,  yes,  sir  !     Work  of  yours." 

"  Thinking  of  more  important  matters,  I  for- 
get where  you  said  he  lived  ?  " 

"  Across  the  lane,  sir.  In  fact,  he  lodges  at 
a — ■"  Mr.  Snagsby  makes  another  bolt,  as  if  the 
bit  of  bread  and  butter  were  insurmountable — 
"  at  a  rag  and  bottle  shop." 

"  Can  you  show  me  the  place  as  I  go  back  ?" 

"  With  the  greatest  pleasure,  sir  !  " 

Mr.  Snagsby  pulls  off  his  sleeves  and  his  grey 
coat,  pulls  on  his  black  coat,  takes  his  hat  from 
its  peg.  "  Oh  !  here  is  my  little  woman  !  "  he 
says  aloud.  "  My  dear,  will  you  be  so  kind  as 
to  tell  one  of  the  lads  to  look  after  the  shop, 
while  I  step  across  the  lane  with  Mr.  Tulking- 
horn ?  Mrs.  Snagsby,  sir — I  shan't  be  two 
minutes,  my  love  ! " 

Mrs.  Snagsby  bends  to  the  lawyer,  retires  be- 
hind the  counter,  peeps  at  them  through  the 
window-blind,  goes  softly  into  the  back  office, 
refers  to  the  entries  in  the  book  still  lying  open. 
Is  evidently  curious. 

"  You  will  find  that  the  place  is  rough,  sir," 
said  Mr.  Snagsby,  walking  deferentially  in  the 
road,  and  leaving  the  narrow  pavement  to  the 
lawyer ;  "  and  the  party  is  very  rough.  But 
they're  a  wild  lot  in  general,  sir.  The  advantage 
of  this  particular  man  is,  that  he  never  wants 
sleep.  He'll  go  at  it  right  on  end,  if  you  want 
him  to,  as  long  as  ever  you  like." 

It  is  quite  dark  now,  and  the  gas-lamps  have 
acquired  their  full  effect.  Jostling  against  clerks 
going  to  post  the  day's  letters,  and  against 
counsel  and  attorneys  going  home  to  dinner, 
and  against  plaintiffs  and  defendants,  and  suitors 
of  all  sorts,  and  against  the  general  crowd,  in 
whose  way  the  forensic  wisdom  of  ages  has 
interposed  a  million  of  obstacles  to  the  transac- 
tion of  the  commonest  business  of  life — diving 
through  law  and  equity,  and  through  that  kin- 
dred mystery,  the  street  mud,  which  is  made  of 
nobody  knows  what,  and  collects  about  us  no- 
body knows  whence  or  how  :  we  only  knowing 
in  general  that  when  there  is  too  much  of  it,  we 
find  it  necessary  to  shovel  it  away — the  lawyer 
and  the  law-stationer  come  to  a  Rag  and  Bottle 
shop,  and  general  emporium  of  much  disregarded 
merchandise,  lying  and  being  in  the  shadow  of 
the  wall  of  Lincoln's  Inn,  and  kept,  as  is 
announced  in  paint,  to  all  whom  it  may  concern, 
by  one  Krook. 

"  This  is  where  he  lives,  sir,"  says  the  law- 
stationer. 
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"  This  is  where  he  lives,  is  it  ? "  says  the 
lawyer  unconcernedly.     "  Thank  you." 

"  Are  you  not  going  in,  sir  ?  " 

"  No,  thank  you,  no ;  I  am  going  on  to  the 
Fields  at  present.  Good  evening.  Thank 
you  1"  Mr.  Snagsby  lifts  his  hat,  and  returns  to 
his  little  v/oman  and  his  tea. 

But  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  does  not  go  on  to  the 
Fields  at  present.  He  goes  a  short  way,  turns 
back,  comes  again  to  the  shop  of  Mr.  Krook, 
and  enters  it  straight.     It  is  dim  enough,  with  a 


blot-headed  candle  or  so  in  the  windows,  and 
an  old  man  and  a  cat  sitting  in  the  back  part  by 
a  fire.     The   old  man  rises  and  comes  forward, 
with  another  blot-headed  candle  in  his  hand. 
"  Pray  is  your  lodger  within  ?  " 
"  Male  or  female,  sir  ?  "  says  Mr.  Krook. 
"  Male.     The  person  who  does  copying." 
Mr.    Krook   has    eyed    his    man    narrowl3% 
Knows  him  by  sight.     Has  an  indistinct  im- 
pression of  his  aristocratic  repute. 
"  Did  you  wish  to  see  him,  sir  ?  " 


"  Yes." 

^'  It's  what  I  seldom  do  myself,"  says  Mr. 
Krook  with  a  grin.  "  Shall  I  call  him  down  ? 
But  it's  a  weak  chance  if  he'd  come,  sir  ! " 

"  I'll  go  up  to  him,  then,"  says  Mr.  Tulking- 
horn. 

"Second  floor,  sir.  Take  the  candle.  Up 
there  ! "  INIr.  Krook,  with  his  cat  beside  him, 
stands  at  the  bottom  of  the  staircase,  looking 
after  Mr.  Tulkinghorn.  "  Hi— hi  !  "  he  says, 
when  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  has  nearly  disappeared. 
Bleak  House,  6. 


The  lawyer  looks  down  over  the  hand-rail.  The 
cat  expands  her  wicked  niouth,  and  snarls  at 
him. 

"  Order,  Lady  Jane !  Behave  yourself  to 
visitors,  my  lady  !  You  know  what  they  say  of 
m}'  lodger  ?  "  whispers  Krook,  going  up  a  step 
or  two. 

"  What  do  they  say  of  him  ?  " 

"  They  say  he  has  sold  himself  to  the  Enemy  ; 
but  you  and  I  know  better — he  don't  buy.  I'll 
tell  you  what,  though ;  my  lodger  is  so  black- 
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humoured  and  gloomy,  that  I  believe  he'd  as 
soon  make  that  bargain  as  any  other.  Don't 
put  him  out,  sir.     That's  my  advice  !  " 

Mr.  Tuikinghorn  with  a  nod  goes  on  his  way. 
He  comes  to  the  dark  door  on  the  second  floor. 
He  knocks,  receives  no  answer,  opens  it,  and 
accidentally  extinguishes  his  candle  in  doing  so. 

The  air  of  the  room  is  almost  bad  enough  to 
have  extinguished  it,  if  he  had  not.  It  is  a 
small  room,  nearly  black  with  soot,  and  grease, 
and  dirt.  In  the  rusty  skeleton  of  a  grate, 
pinched  at  the  middle  as  if  Poverty  had  grij^ped 
it,  a  red  coke  fire  burns  low.  In  the  corner  by 
the  chimney,  stand  a  deal  table  and  a  broken 
desk ;  a  wilderness  marked  with  a  rain  of  ink. 
In  another  corner,  a  ragged  old  portmanteau  on 
one  of  the  two  chairs,  serves  for  cabinet  or  ward- 
robe ;  no  larger  one  is  needed,  for  it  collapses 
like  the  cheeks  of  a  starved  man.  The  floor  is 
bare ;  except  that  one  old  mat,  trodden  to 
shreds  of  rope  yarn,  lies  perishing  upon  the 
hearth.  No  curtain  veils  the  darkness  of  the 
night,  but  the  discoloured  shutters  are  drawn  to- 
gether; and  through  the  two  gaunt  holes 
j)ierced  in  them,  famine  might  be  staring  in— 
the  Banshee  of  the  man  upon  the  bed. 

For,  on  a  low  bed  opposite  the  fire,  a  confu- 
sion of  dirty  patchwork,  lean-ribbed  ticking,  and 
coarse  sacking,  the  lawyer,  hesitating  just  within 
the  doorway,  sees  a  man.  He  lies  there,  dressed 
in  shirt  and  trousers,  with  bare  feet.  He  has  a 
yellow  look  in  the  spectral  darkness  of  a  candle 
that  has  guttered  down,  until  the  whole  length 
of  its  wick  (still  burning)  has  doubled  over,  and 
left  a  tower  of  winding-sheet  above  it.  His 
hair  is  ragged,  mingling  with  his  whiskers  and 
his  beard — the  latter,  ragged  too,  and  grown, 
like  the  scum  and  mist  around  him,  in  neglect. 
Foul  and  filthy  as  the  room  is,  foul  and  filthy  as 
the  air,  it  is  not  easy  to  perceive  what  fumes 
those  are  which  most  oppress  the  senses  in  it ; 
but  through  the  general  sickliness  and  faintness, 
and  the  odour  of  stale  tobacco,  there  comes  into 
the  lawyer's  mouth  the  bitter,  vapid  taste  of 
opium. 

"  Hallo,  my  friend  ! "  he  cries,  and  strikes  his 
iron  candlestick  against  the  door. 

He  tliinks  he  has  awakened  his  friend.  He 
lies  a  little  turned  away,  but  his  eyes  are  surely 
open. 

"  Hallo,  my  friend  !"  he  cries  again.  "Hallo! 
Hallo  ! " 

As  he  rattles  on  the  door,  the  candle  which 
has  drooped  so  long,  goes  out,  and  leaves  him 
in  the  dark ;  with  the  gaunt  eyes  in  the  shutters 
staring  down  upon  the  bed. 


CHAPTER  XL 
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TOUCH  on  the  lawyer's  wrinkled 
hand,  as  he  stands  in  the  dark  room, 
irresolute,  makes  him  start  and  say, 
"  \Vhat's  that  ?  " 

"  It's  me,"  returns  the  old  man  of 
the  house,  whose  breath  is  in  his  ear. 
"  Can't  you  wake  him  ?  " 
No." 


"What  have  you  done  Avith  5^our  candle?" 

"  It's  gone  out.     Here  it  is." 

Krook  takes  it,  goes  to  the  fire,  stoops  over 
the  red  embers,  and  tries  to  get  a  light.  The 
dying  ashes  have  no  light  to  spare,  and  his  en- 
deavours are  vain.  Muttering,  after  an  ineffec- 
tual call  to  his  lodger,  that  he  will  go  down- 
stairs and  bring  a  lighted  candle  from  the  sliop, 
the  old  man  departs.  Mr.  Tuikinghorn,  for 
some  new  reason  that  he  has,  does  not  await  his 
return  in  the  room,  but  on  the  stairs  outside. 

The  welcome  light  soon  shines  upon  the  wall, 
as  Krook  comes  slowly  up,  with  his  green-eyed 
cat  following  at  his  heels.  "  Does  the  man 
generally  sleep  like  this?"  inquires  the  lawyer, 
in  a  low  voice.  "  Hi !  I  don't  know,"  says 
Krook,  shaking  his  head  and  lifting  his  eye- 
brows. "  I  know  next  to  nothing  of  his  habits, 
except  that  he  keeps  himself  very  close." 

Thus  whispering,  they  both  go  in  together. 
As  the  light  goes  in,  the  great  eyes  in  the  shut- 
ters, darkening,  seem  to  close.  Not  so  the  eyes 
upon  the  bed. 

"  God  save  us  ! '"'  exclaims  Mr.  Tuikinghorn. 
"  He  is  dead  !  " 

Krook  drops  the  heavy  hand  he  has  taken 
up,  so  suddenly  that  the  arm  swings  over  the 
bedside. 

They  look  at  one  another  for  a  moment. 

"  Send  for  some  doctor  !  Call  for  Miss  Flite 
up  the  stairs,  sir.  Here's  poison  by  the  bed  ! 
Call  out  for  Flite,  will  you  ?  "  says  Krook,  with 
his  lean  hands  sjDread  out  above  the  body  like  a 
vampire's  wings. 

Mr.  Tuikinghorn  hurries  to  the  landing,  and 
calls  "  Miss  Flite  !  Flite  !  Make  haste,  here, 
whoever  you  are  !  Flite  !  "  Krook  follows  him 
v^'ith  his  eyes,  and,  while  he  is  calling,  finds 
opportunity  to  steal  to  the  old  portmanteau,  and 
steal  back  again. 

"  Run,  Fhte,  run  !  The  nearest  doctor  ! 
Run  !  "  So  Mr.  Krook  addresses  a  crazy  little 
woman,  who  is  his  female  lodger  :  who  appears 
and  A-anishes  in  a  breath  :  who  soon  returns, 
accompanied  by  a  testy  medical  man,  brought 


TOO  MUCH  OPIUM. 


from  his  dinner — with  a  broad  snufty  upper  Up, 
and  a  broad  Scotch  tongue. 

"  Ey !  Bless  the  hearts  o'  ye,"  says  the 
medical  man,  looking  up  at  them  after  a  mo- 
ment's examination.  "He's  just  as  dead  as 
Phairy !  " 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn  (standing  by  the  old  port- 
manteau) inquires  if  he  has  been  dead  any 
time  ? 

"  Any  time,  sir  ?  "  says  the  medical  gentle- 
man. "  It's  probable  he  wull  have  been  dead 
aboot  three  hours." 

"  About  that  time,  I  should  say,"  observes  a 
dark  young  man,  on  the  other  side  of  the  bed. 

"Air  you  in  the  maydickle  prayfession  your- 
self, sir  ?  "  inquires  the  first. 

The  dark  young  man  says  yes. 

"Then  I'll  just  tak'  my  depairture,"  raphes 
the  other ;  "  for  I'm  nae  gude  here  ! "  With 
which  remark,  he  finishes  his  brief  attendance, 
and  returns  to  finish  his  dinner. 

The  dark  young  surgeon  passes  the  candle 
across  and  across  the  face,  and  carefully  ex- 
amines the  law-writer,  who  has  established  his 
pretensions  to  his  name  by  becoming  indeed 
No  one. 

"  I  knew  this  person  by  sight,  very  well,"  says 
he.  "  He  has  purchased  opium  of  me,  for  the 
last  year  and  a  half.  Was  anybody  present  re- 
lated to  him  ?  "  glancing  round  upon  the  three 
bystanders. 

"  I  was  his  landlord,"  grimly  answers  Krook, 
taking  the  candle  from  the  surgeon's  outstretched 
hand,  "He  told  me  once,  I  was  the  nearest 
relation  he  had." 

"  He  has  died,"  says  the  surgeon,  "  of  an 
over-dose  of  opium,  there  is  no  doubt.  The 
room  is  strongly  flavoured  with  it.  There  is 
enough  here  now,"  taking  an  old  teapot  from 
Mr.  Krook,  "to  kill  a  dozen  people." 

"  Do  you  think  he  did  it  on  purpose?"  asks 
Krook. 

"  Took  the  over-dose  ?  " 

"  Yes  !  "  Krook  almost  smacks  his  lips  Avith 
the  unction  of  a  honible  interest. 

"  I  can't  say.  I  should  think  it  unlikely,  as 
he  has  been  in  the  habit  of  taking  so  much. 
But  nobody  can  tell.  He  was  very  poor,  I 
suppose?" 

"  I  suppose  he  was.  His  room — don't  look 
rich,"  says  Krook  ;  who  might  have  changed 
eyes  with  his  cat,  as  he  casts  his  sharp  glance 
around.  "  But  I  have  never  been  in  it  since  he 
had  it,  and  he  was  too  close  to  name  his  circum- 
stances to  me." 

"  Did  he  owe  you  any  rent  ?  " 

"  Six  weeks." 


"  He  will  never  pay  it ! "  says  the  ycmng 
man,  resuming  his  examination.  "  It  is  beyond 
a  doubt  that  he  is  indeed  as  dead  as  Pharaoh  3 
and  to  judge  from  his  appearance  and  condition, 
I  should  think  it  a  happy  release.  Yet  he  must 
have  been  a  good  figure  when  a  youth,  and  I 
dare  say  good-looking."  He  says  this,  not  un- 
feelingly, while  sitting  on  the  bedstead's  edge, 
with  his  face  towards  that  other  face,  and  his 
hand  upon  the  region  of  the  heart.  "  I  recollect 
once  thinking  there  was  something  in  his  manner, 
uncouth  as  it  was,  that  denoted  a  fall  in  life. 
Was  that  so  ?  "  he  continues,  looking  round. 

Krook  rephes,  "  You  might  as  well  ask  me  to 
describe  the  ladies  v.hose  heads  of  hair  I  have 
got  in  sacks  down-stairs.  Than  that  he  was  my 
lodger  for  a  year  and  a  half,  and  lived — or  didn't 
live — by  law-WTiting,  I  know  no  more  of  him." 

During  this  dialogue,  ]\Ir.  Tulkinghorn  has 
stood  aloof  by  the  old  portmanteau,  with  his 
hands  behind  him,  equally  removed,  to  all  ap- 
pearance, from  all  three  kinds  of  interest  exlii- 
bited  near  the  bed — from  the  young  surgeon's 
professional  interest  in  death,  noticeable  as 
being  quite  apart  from  his  remarks  on  the  de- 
ceased as  an  individual;  from  the  old  man's 
unction ;  and  the  little  crazy  woman's  awe. 
His  imperturbable  face  has  been  as  inexpressive 
as  his  rusty  clothes.  One  could  not  even  say 
he  has  been  thinking  all  this  while.  He  has 
shown  neither  patience  nor  impatience,  nor  at- 
tention nor  abstraction.  He  has  shown  nothing 
but  his  shell.  As  easily  might  the  tone  cf  a 
delicate  musical  instrument  be  inferred  from  its 
case,  as  the  tone  of  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  from  Jiis 
case. 

He  now  interposes:  addressing  the  young 
surgeon,  in  his  unmoved,  professional  way : — 

"  I  looked  in  here,"'  he  observes,  "just  before 
you,  with  the  intention  of  giving  this  deceased 
man,  whom  I  never  saw  alive,  some  employment 
at  his  trade  of  copying.  I  had  heard  of  him 
from  my  stationer — Snagsby  of  Cook's  Court. 
Since  no  one  here  knows  anything  about  him,  it 
might  be  as  well  to  send  for  Snagsby.  Ah !  " 
to  the  little  crazy  woman,  who  has  often  seen 
him  in  Court,  and  whom  he  has  often  seen,  and 
v>ho  i)roposes,  in  frightened  dumb-show,  to  go 
for  the  law-stationer.     "  Suppose  you  do  !  " 

\\"hile  she  is  gone,  the  surgeon  abandons  his 
hopeless  investigation,  and  covers  its  subject 
with  the  patchwork  counterpane.  Mr.  Krook 
and  he  interchange  a  word  or  two.  Mr.  Tul- 
kinghorn says  nothing ;  but  stands,  ever,  near 
the  old  portmanteau. 

Mr.  Snagsby  arrives  hastily,  in  his  grey  coat 
and  his  black  sleeves.     "  Dear  me,  dear  me,"  he 
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says  ;  "  and  it  has  come  to  this,  has  it  1     Bless 
my  soul  I  " 

"  Can  you  give  the  person  of  the  house  any 
information  about  this  unfortunate  creature, 
Snagsby?"  inquires  Mr.  Tulkinghorn.  "He 
was  in  arrears  with  his  rent,  it  seems.  And  he 
must  be  buried,  you  know." 

"  Well,  sir,"  says  Mr.  Snagsby,  coughing  his 
apologetic  cough  behind  his  hand  ;  "  I  really 
don't  know  what  advice  I  could  offer,  except 
sending  for  the  beadle." 

"  I  don't  speak  of  advice,''  returns  Mr.  Tul- 
kinghorn.    "  /  could  advise " 

("  No  one  better,  sir,  I  am  sure,"  says  Mr. 
Snagsby,  with  his  deferential  cough.) 

"  I  speak  of  affording  some  clue  to  his  con- 
nexions, or  to  where  he  came  from,  or  to  any- 
thing concerning  him." 

"  I  assure  you.  sir,"  says  Mr.  Snagsby,  after 
prefacing  his  reply  with  his  cough  of  general 
propitiation,  "  that  I  no  more  know  where  he 

came  from,  than  I  know " 

"Where  he  has  gone  to,  perhaps,"  suggests 
the  surgeon,  to  help  him  out. 

A  pause.  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  looking  at  the 
law-stationer.  Mr.  Krook,  with  his  mouth  open, 
looking  for  somebody  to  speak  next. 

"As" to  his  connexions,  sir,"  says  Mr.  Snagsby, 
"  if  a  person  was  to  say  to  me,  '  Snagsby,  here's 
twenty  thousand  pound  down,  ready  for  you  in 
the  Bank  of  England,  if  you'll  only  name  one  of 
'em,'  I  couldn't  do  it,  sir !  About  a  year  and  a 
half  ago — to  the  best  of  my  belief  at  the  time 
when  he  first  came  to  lodge  at  the  present  Rag 
and  Bottle  Shop—" 

"  That  v>as  the  time  ! "  says  Krook,  with  a 
nod. 

"  About  a  year  and  a  half  ago,"  says  Mr. 
Snagsby,  strengthened,  "  he  came  into  our  place 
one  morning  after  breakfast,  and,  finding  my 
little  woman  (which  I  name  Mrs.  Snagsby  when 
I  use  that  api)ellation)  in  our  shop,  produced  a 
specimen  of  his  handwTiting,  and  gave  her  to 
understand  that  he  was  in  want  of  copying  work 
to  do,  and  was — not  to  put  too  fine  a  point 
upon  it — "  a  favourite  apology  for  plain- 
speaking  with  Mr.  Snagsby,  which  he  always 
offers  with  a  sort  of  argumentative  frankness, 
"hard  up  !  IMy  little  woman  is  not  in  general 
partial  to  strangers,  particular — not  to  put  too 
fine  a  point  upon  it — when  they  want  anything. 
But  she  was  rather  took  by  something  about  this 
person  ;  whether  by  his  being  unshaved,  or  by 
his  hair  being  in  want  of  attention,  or  by  what 
other  ladies'  reasons,  I  leave  you  to  judge  ;  and 
she  accepted  of  the  specimen,  and  likewise  of 
the  address.     My  little  woman  hasn't  a  good 


car  for  names,"  proceeds  Mr.  Snagsby,  after 
consulting  his  cough  of  consideration  behind 
his  hand,  "  and  she  considered  Nemo  equally 
the  same  as  Nimrod.  In  consequence  of  which 
she  got  into  a  habit  of  saying  to  me  at  meal<;, 
'  Mr.  Snagsby,  you  haven't  found  Nimrod  any 
work  yet ! '  or  *  Mr.  Snagsby,  why  didn't  you 
give  that  eight-and-thirty  Chancery  folio  in 
Jarndyce,  to  Nimrod  ? '  or  such  like.  And 
that  is  the  way  he  gradually  fell  into  job-work 
at  our  place ;  and  that  is  the  most  I  know  of 
him,  except  that  he  was  a  quick  hand,  and  a 
hand  not  sparing  of  night-work  ;  and  that  if  you 
gave  him  out,  say  five-and-forty  folio  on  the 
Wednesday  night,  you  would  have  it  brought  in 
on  the  Thursday  morning.  All  of  which — "  Mr. 
Snagsby  concludes  by  politely  motioning  with 
his  hat  towards  the  bed,  as  much  as  to  add,  "  1 
have  no  doubt  my  honourable  friend  would  con- 
firm, if  he  were  in  a  condition  to  do  it." 

"  Hadn't  you  better  see,"  says  Mr.  Tulking- 
horn to  Krook,  "whether  he  had  any  papers 
that  may  enlighten  you  ?  There  will  be  an  In- 
quest, and  you  will  be  asked  the  question.  You 
can  read  ?  " 

"  No,  I  can't,"  returns  the  old  man,  with  a 
sudden  grin. 

"Snagsby,"  says  Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  "look 
over  the  room  for  him.  He  will  get  into  some 
trouble  or  difiiculty,  otherwise.  Being  here.  Til 
wait,  if  you  make  haste  ;  and  then  I  can  testify 
on  his  behalf,  if  it  should  ever  be  necessary,  that 
all  was  fair  and  right.  If  you  will  hold  the 
candle  for  Mr.  Snagsby,  my  friend,  he'll  soon 
see  whether  there  is  anything  to  help  you." 

"  In  the  first  place,  here's  an  old  portmanteau, 
sir,"  says  Snagsby. 

Ah,  to  be  sure,  so  there  is !  Mr.  Tulkinghorn 
does  not  appear  to  have  seen  it  before,  though 
he  is  standing  so  close  to  it,  and  though  there 
is  very  little  else.  Heaven  knows. 

The  marine-store  merchant  holds  the  hght, 
and  the  law-stationer  conducts  the  search.  The 
surgeon  leans  against  a  corner  of  the  chimney- 
piece  ;  Miss  Flite  peeps  and  trembles  just  within 
the  door.  The  apt  old  scholar  of  the  old 
school,  with  his  dull  black  breeches  tied  with 
ribbons  at  the  knees,  his  large  black  waistcoat, 
his  long-sleeved  black  coat,  and  his  wisp  of 
limp  white  neckerchief  tied  in  the  bow  the  Peer- 
age knows  so  well,  stands  in  exactly  the  same 
place  and  attitude. 

There  are  some  worthless  articles  of  clothing 
in  the  old  poirtmanteau;  there  is  a  bundle  Oi 
pawnbroker's  duplicates,  those  turnpike  tickets 
on  the  road  of  Poverty;  there  is  a  crumpled 
paper,  smelling  of  opium,  on  which  are  scrawled 
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rough  memoranda — as,  took,  such  a  day,  so 
many  grains ;  took,  such  another  day,  so  many 
more — begun  some  time  ago,  as  if  with  the  in- 
tention of  being  regularly  continued,  but  soon 
left  off.  There  are  a  few  dirty  scraps  of  news- 
papers, all  referring  to  Coroners'  Inquests; 
there  is  nothing  else.  They  search  the  cup- 
board, and  the  drawer  of  the  ink-splashed  table. 
There  is  not  a  morsel  of  an  old  letter,  or  of  any 
other  writing,  in  either.  The  young  surgeon 
examines  the  dress  on  the  law-writer.  A  knife 
and  some  odd  halfpence  are  all  he  finds.  Mr. 
Snagsby's  suggestion  is  the  practical  suggestion 
after  all,  and  the  beadle  must  be  called  in. 

So  the  little  crazy  lodger  goes  for  the  beadle, 
and  the  rest  come  out  of  the  room.  "  Don't 
leave  the  cat  there  !  "  says  the  surgeon  :  "  that 
won't  do ! "  Mr.  Krook  therefore  drives  her 
out  before  him;  and  she  goes  furtively  down- 
stairs, winding  her  lithe  tail  and  licking  her  lips. 

"  Good  night  !  "  says  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  ;  and 
goes  home  to  Allegory  and  meditation. 

By  this  time  the  news  has  got  into  the  court. 
Groups  of  its  inhabitants  assemble  to  discuss 
the  thing ;  and  the  outposts  of  the  army  of  ob- 
servation (principally  boys)  are  pushed  forward 
to  Mr.  Krook's  window,  which  they  closely  in- 
vest. A  policeman  has  already  walked  up  to 
the  room,  and  walked  down  again  to  the  door, 
where  he  stands  like  a  tower,  only  condescend- 
ing to  see  the  bo3's  at  his  base  occasionally ;  but 
whenever  he  does  see  them,  they  quail  and  fall 
back.  Mrs.  Perkins,  who  has  not  been  for  some 
weeks  on  speaking  terms  with  Mrs.  Piper,  in 
consequence  of  an  unpleasantness  originating  in 
young  Perkins  having  "fetched"  young  Pipei 
"a  crack,'  renews  her  friendly  intercourse  on 
this  auspicious  occasion.  The  potboy  at  the 
corner,  who  is  a  privileged  amateur,  as  possess- 
ing official  knowledge  of  life,  and  having  to  deal 
with  drunken  men  occasionally,  exchanges  confi- 
dential communications  with  the  policeman,  and 
has  the  appearance  of  an  impregnable  youth,  un- 
assailable by  truncheons  and  unconfinable  in 
station-houses.  People  talk  across  the  court  out 
of  window,  and  bare-headed  scouts  come  hurry- 
ing in  from  Chancery  Lane  to  know  what's  the 
matter.  The  general  feeling  seems  to  be  that 
it's  a  blessing  Mr.  Krook  warn't  made  away  with 
first,  mingled  with  a  little  natural  disappointment 
that  he  was  not.  In  the  midst  of  this  sensation, 
the  beadle  arrives. 

The  beadle,  though  generally  understood  in 
the  neighbourhood  to  be  a  ridiculous  institu- 
tion, is  not  without  a  certain  popularity  for  the 
moment,  if  it  were  only  as  a  man  who  is  going 
to  see  the  body.     The  policeman  considers  him 


an  imbecile  civilian,  a  remnant  of  the  barbarous 
watchmen-times;  but  gives  him  admission,  as 
something  that  must  be  borne  with  until  Govern- 
ment shall  abohsh  him.  The  sensation  is  height- 
ened, as  the  tidings  spread  from  mouth  to  mouth 
that  the  beadle  is  on  the  ground,  and  has 
gone  in. 

By-and-by  the  beadle  comes  out,  once  more 
intensifying  the  sensation,  which  has  rather  lan- 
guished in  the  interval.  He  is  understood  to  be 
in  want  of  witnesses,  for  the  Intiuest  to-morrow, 
who  can  tell  the  Coroner  and  Jury  anything 
whatever  respecting  the  deceased.  Is  imme- 
diately referred  to  innumerable  people  who  can 
tell  nothing  whatever.  Is  made  more  imbecile 
by  being  constantly  informed  that  Mrs.  Green's 
son  "  was  a  law-writer  his-self,  and  knowed  him 
better  than  anybody" — which  son  of  Mrs.  Green's 
appears,  on  inquiry,  to  be  at  the  present  time 
aboard  a  vessel  bound  for  China,  three  months 
out,  but  considered  accessible  by  telegraph,  on 
application  to  the  Lords  of  the  Admiralty.  Beadle 
goes  into  various  shops  and  parlours,  examining 
the  inhabitants ;  always  shutting  the  door  first, 
and  by  exclusion,  delay,  and  general  idiotcy, 
exasperating  the  public.  Policem.an  seen  to 
smile  to  potboy.  Public  loses  interest,  and  un- 
dergoes reaction.  Taunts  the  beadle,  in  shrill 
youthful  voices,  with  having  boiled  a  boy ;  cho- 
ruses fragments  of  a  popular  song  to  that  effect, 
and  importing  that  the  boy  was  made  into  soup 
for  the  workhouse.  Policeman  at  last  finds  it 
necessary  to  support  the  law,  and  seize  a  vocalist ; 
who  is  released  upon  the  flight  of  the  rest,  on 
condition  of  his  getting  out  of  this  then,  come  ! 
and  cutting  it— a  condition  he  immediately  ob- 
serves. So  the  sensation  dies  oft"  for  the  time ; 
and  the  unmoved  policeman  (to  whom  a  little 
opium,  more  or  less,  is  nothing),  with  his  shining 
hat,  stiff"  stock,  inflexible  great-coat,  stout  belt 
and  bracelet,  and  all  things  fitting,  pursues  his 
lounging  way  with  a  heavy  tread  :  beating  the 
palms  of  his  white  gloves  one  against  the  other, 
and  stopping  now  and  then,  at  a  street-corner, 
to  look  casually  about  for  anything  between  a 
lost  child  and  a  murder. 

Under  cover  of  the  night,  the  feeble-minded 
beadle  comes  flitting  about  Chancery  Lane  with 
his  summonses,  in  which  every  Juror's  name  is 
wrongly  spelt,  and  nothing  is  rightly  spelt  but 
the  beadle's  own  name,  which  nobody  can  read 
or  wants  to  know.  The  summonses  served,  and 
his  witnesses  forewarned,  the  beadle  goes  to  Mr. 
Krook's,  to  keep  a  small  appointment  he  har^ 
made  with  certain  paupers ;  who.  presentl}-  ar- 
riving, are  conducted  up-stairs  :  where  they  lea-o 
the  great  eyes  in  the  shutter  something  new  to 
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stare  at,  in  that  last  shape  which  earthly  lodgings 
take  for  No  one — and  for  Every  one. 

And,  all  that  night,  the  coffin  stands  ready 
by  the  old  portmanteau ;  and  the  lonely  ligure 
on  the  bed,  whose  path  in  life  has  lain  through 
five -and -forty  years,  lies  there,  with  no  more 
track  behind  him,  that  any  one  can  trace,  than 
a  deserted  infant. 

Next  day  the  court  is  all  alive — is  like  a  fliir, 
as  Mrs.  Perkins,  more  than  reconciled  to  Mrs. 
Piper,  says,  in  amicable  conversation  with  that 
excellent  woman.  The  coroner  is  to  sit  in  the 
first-floor  room  at  the  Sol's  Arms,  where  the 
Harmonic  INIeetings  take  place  twice  a-week, 
and  where  the  chair  is  filled  by  a  gentleman  of 
professional  celebrity,  faced  by  little  Swills,  the 
comic  vocalist,  who  hopes  (according  to  the  bill 
in  the  window)  that  his  friends  will  rally  round 
him,  and  support  first-rate  talent.  The  Sol's 
Arms  does  a  brisk  stroke  of  business  all  the 
mori'.ing.  E^ven  children  so  require  sustaining, 
under  the  general  excitement,  that  a  pieman, 
who  has  established  himself  for  the  occasion  at 
the  corner  of  the  court,  says  his  brandy-balls  go 
off  like  smoke.  What  time  the  beadle,  hovering 
between  the  door  of  Mr.  Krook's  establishment 
and  the  door  of  the  Sol's  Arms,  shows  the 
curiosity  in  his  keeping  to  a  few  discreet  spirits, 
and  accepts  the  compliment  of  a  glass  of  ale  or 
so  in  return. 

At  the  appointed  hour  arrives  the  Coroner, 
for  whom  the  Jurymen  are  waiting,  and  who  is 
received  with  a  salute  of  skittles  from  the  good 
dry  skittle-ground  attached  to  the  Sol's  Arms. 
The  Coroner  frequents  more  public-houses  than 
any  man  alive.  The  smell  of  saw-dust,  beer, 
tobacco-smoke,  and  spirits,  is  inseparable  in  his 
vocation  from  death  in  its  most  awful  shapes. 
He  is  conducted  by  the  beadle  and  the  landlord 
to  the  Harmonic  Meeting  Room,  where  he  puts 
his  hat  on  the  piano,  and  takes  a  Windsor-chair 
at  the  head  of  a  long  table,  formed  of  several 
short  tables  put  together,  and  ornamented  with 
glutinous  rings  in  endless  involutions,  made  by 
pots  and  glasses.  As  many  of  the  Jury  as  can 
crowd  together  at  the  table  sit  there.  The  rest 
get  among  the  spittoons  and  pipes,  or  lean 
against  the  piano.  Over  the  Coroner's  head  is  a 
small  iron  garland,  the  pendant  handle  of  a  bell, 
which  rather  gives  the  Majesty  of  the  Court  the 
appearance  of  going  to  be  hanged  presently. 

Call  over  and  swear  the  Jury  !  While  the 
ceremony  is  in  progress,  sensation  is  created  by 
the  entrance  of  a  chubby  little  man  in  a  large 
shirt-collar,  with  a  moist  eye,  and  an  inflamed 
nose,  who  modestly  takes  a  position  near  the 
door  as  one  of  the  general  public,  but  seems 


fomiliar  v.'ith  the  room  too.  A  whisper  circu- 
lates that  this  is  little  Swills.  It  is  considered 
not  unlikely  that  he  will  get  up  an  imitation  of 
the  Coroner,  and  make  it  the  principal  feature 
of  the  Harmonic  Meeting  in  the  evening. 

"  Well,  gentlemen — "  the  Coroner  begins. 

''Silence  there,  will  you!"  says  the  beadle. 
Not  to  the  Coroner,  though  it  might  appear  so. 

"Well,  gentlemen!"  resumes  the  Coroner, 
"  You  are  impanelled  here,  to  inquire  into  the 
death  of  a  certain  man.  Evidence  will  be  given 
before  you,  as  to  the  circumstances  attending 
that  death,  and  you  will  give  your  verdict  ac- 
cording to  the — skittles  ;  they  must  be  stopped, 
you  know,  beadle  ! — evidence,  and  not  accord- 
ing to  anything  else.  The  first  thing  to  be  done, 
is  to  view  the  body." 

"  Make  way  there  !"  cries  the  beadle. 

So  they  go  out  in  a  loose  procession,  some- 
thing after  the  manner  of  a  straggling  funeral, 
and  make  their  inspection  in  Mr.  Krook's  back 
second  floor,  from  which  a  few  of  the  Jurymen 
retire  pale  and  precipitately.  The  beadle  is 
very  careful  that  two  gentlemen  not  very  neat 
about  the  cuffs  and  buttons  (for  whose  accommo- 
dation he  has  provided  a  special  little  table  near 
the  Coroner,  in  the  Harmonic  Meeting  Room) 
should  see  all  that  is  to  be  seen.  For  they  are 
the  public  chroniclers  of  such  inquiries,  by  the 
line;  and  he  is  not  superior  to  the  universal 
human  infirmity,  but  hopes  to  read  in  print  what 
"  Mooney,  the  active  and  intelligent  beadle  of 
the  district,"  said  and  did  ;  and  even  aspires  to 
see  the  name  of  Mooney  as  familiarly  and  patro- 
nisingly  mentioned  as  the  name  of  the  Hangman 
is,  according  to  the  latest  examples. 

Little  Swills  is  waiting  for  the  Coroner  and 
Jury  on  their  return.  Mr.  Tulkinghom,  also. 
Mr.  Tulkinghorn  is  received  with  distinction, 
and  seated  near  the  Coroner;  between  that 
high  judicial  officer,  a  bagatelle-board,  and  the 
coal-box.  The  inquiry  proceeds.  The  Jury 
learn  how  the  subject  of  their  inquiry  died,  and 
learn  no  more  about  him.  "A  very  eminent 
solicitor  is  in  attendance,  gentlemen,"  says  the 
Coroner,  "who,  I  am  informed,  was  accidentally 
present,  when  discovery  of  the  death  was  made ; 
but  he  could  only  repeat  the  evidence  you  have 
already  heard  from  the  surgeon,  the  landlord, 
the  lodger,  and  the  law-stationer ;  and  it  is  not 
necessary  to  trouble  him.  Is  anybody  in  attend- 
ance who  knows  anything  more  ?" 

Mrs.  Piper  pushed  forward  by  Mrs.  Perkins. 
Mrs.  Piper  sworn. 

Anastasia  Piper,  gentlemen.  Married  woman. 
Now,  Mrs.  Piper— what  have  you  got  to  say 
about  this? 
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Why,  Mrs.  Piper  has  a  good  deal  to  say, 
chiefly  in  parenthesis  and  without  punctuation, 
but  not  much  to  tell.  Mrs.  Piper  Hves  in  the 
court  (which  her  husband  is  a  cabinetmaker) 
and  it  has  long  been  well  beknown  among  the 
neighbours  (counting  from  the  day  next  but  one 
before  the  half-baptizing  of  Alexander  James 
Piper  aged  eighteen  months  and  four  days  old 
on  accounts  of  not  being  expected  to  live  such 
was  the  sufferings  gentlemen  of  that  child  in  his 
gums)  as  the  Plaintive — so  Mrs.  Piper  insists  on 
calling  the  deceased — was  reported  to  have  sold 
himself  Thinks  it  was  the  Plaintive's  air  in 
which  that  report  originatinin.  See  the  Plaintive 
often,  and  considered  as  his  air  was  feariocious, 
and  not  to  be  allowed  to  go  about  some  chil- 
dren being  timid  (and  if  doubted  hoping  Mrs. 
Perkins  may  be  brought  forard  for  she  is  here 
and  will  do  credit  to  her  husband  and  herself 
and  family).  Has  seen  the  Plaintive  wexed 
and  worrited  by  the  children  (for  children  they 
will  ever  be  and  you  cannot  expect  them  specially 
if  of  playful  dispositions  to  be  Methoozellers 
which  you  was  not  yourself).  On  accounts  of 
this  and  his  dark  looks  has  often  dreamed  as  she 
see  him  take  a  pickaxe  from  his  pocket  and 
split  Johnny's  head  (which  the  child  knows  not 
fear  and  has  repeatually  called  after  him  close  at 
his  eels).  Never  however  see  the  Plaintive  take 
a  pickaxe  or  any  other  wepping  far  from  it. 
Has  seen  him  hurry  away  when  run  and  called 
after  as  if  not  partial  to  children  and  never  see 
him  speak  to  neither  child  nor  grown  person  at 
any  time  (excepting  the  boy  that  sweeps  the 
crossing  down  the  lane  over  the  way  round  the 
corner  which  if  he  was  here  would  tell  you 
that  he  has  been  seen  a  speaking  to  him  fre- 
quently). 

Says  the  Coroner,  is  that  boy  here  ?  Says  the 
beadle,  no,  sir,  he  is  not  here.  Says  the  Coro- 
ner, go  and  fetch  him  then.  In  the  absence  of 
the  active  and  intelligent,  the  Coroner  converses 
with  Mr.  Tulkinghorn. 

O  !     Here's  the  boy,  gentlemen  ! 

Here  he  is,  very  muddy,  very  hoarse,  very 
ragged.  Now,  boy  ! — But  stop  a  minute.  Cau- 
tion. This  boy  must  be  put  through  a  few  pre- 
liminary paces. 

Name,  Jo.  Nothing  else  that  he  knows  on. 
Don't  know  that  everybody  has  two  names. 
Never  heerd  of  sich  a  think.  Don't  know  that 
Jo  is  short  for  a  longer  name.  Thinks  it  long 
enough  for  Jiim.  He  don't  find  no  fault  with  it. 
Spell  it?  No.  He  can't  spell  it.  No  father, 
no  mother,  no  friends.  Never  been  to  school. 
What's  home  ?  Knows  a  broom's  a  broom,  and 
knows  it's  wicked  to  tell  a  lie.     Don't  recollect 


who  told  him  about  the  broom,  or  about  the  lie, 
but  knows  both.  Can't  exactly  say  what'll  be 
done  to  him  after  he's  dead  if  he  tells  a  lie  to 
the  gentlemen  here,  but  believes  it'll  be  some- 
thing wery  bad  to  punish  him,  and  serve  him 
right — and  so  he'll  tell  the  truth. 

"  This  won't  do,  gentlemen  I "  says  the  Coroner, 
with  a  melancholy  shake  of  the  head. 

"  Don't  you  think  you  can  receive  his  evidence, 
sir?"  asks  an  attentive  Juryman. 

"  Out  of  the  question,"  says  the  Coroner. 
"  You  have  heard  the  boy.  '  Can't  exactly  say' 
won't  do,  you  know.  We  can't  take  that,  in 
a  Court  of  Justice,  gentlemen.  It's  terrible  de- 
l^ravity.     Put  the  boy  aside." 

Boy  put  aside ;  to  the  great  edification  of  the 
audience ; — especially  of  Little  Sv.'ills,  the  Comic 
Vocalist. 

Now.  Is  there  any  other  witness  ?  No  other 
witness. 

Very  well,  gentlemen !  Here's  a  man  unknown, 
proved  to  have  been  in  the  habit  of  taking  opium 
in  large  quantities  for  a  year  and  a  half,  found 
dead  of  too  much  opium.  If  you  think  you 
have  any  evidence  to  lead  you  to  the  conclusion 
that  he  committed  suicide,  you  will  come  to  that 
conclusion.  If  you  think  it  is  a  case  of  acci- 
dental death,  you  will  find  a  verdict  accordingly. 

Verdict  accordingly.  Accidental  death.  No 
doubt.  Gentlemen,  you  are  discharged.  Good 
afternoon. 

"While  the  Coroner  buttons  his  great  coat,  i\Ir. 
Tulkinghorn  and  he  give  private  audience  to 
the  rejected  witness  in  a  corner. 

That  graceless  creature  only  knows  that  the 
dead  man  (whom  he  recognised  just  now  by  his 
yellow  face  and  black  hair)  was  sometimes 
hooted  and  pursued  about  the  streets.  That 
one  cold  winter  night,  when  he,  the  boy,  was 
shivering  in  a  doorway  near  his  crossing,  the 
man  turned  to  look  at  him,  and  came  back,  and, 
having  questioned  him  and  found  that  he  had 
not  a  friend  in  the  Avorld,  said  ''  Neither  have 
I.  Not  one!"  and  gave  him  the  price  of  a 
supper  and  a  night's  lodging.  That  the  man 
had  often  spoken  to  him  since ;  and  asked  him 
whether  he  slept  sound  at  night,  and  how  he 
bore  cold  and  hunger,  and  whether  he  ever 
wished  to  die;  and  similar  strange  questions. 
That  when  the  man  had  no  mone}',  he  would 
say  in  passing,  "  I  am  as  poor  as  you  to-day, 
Jo ; "  but  that  when  he  had  any,  he  had  always 
(as  the  boy  most  heartily  believes)  been  glad  to 
give  him  some. 

"  He  was  weiy  good  to  me,"  says  the  boy, 
wiping  his  eyes  with  his  wretched  sleeve.  "Wen 
I  see  him  a  layin'  so  stritched  out  just  now,  I 
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■vs'ished  he  could  have  heerd  me  tell  him  so.  He 
wos  wery  good  to  me,  he  wos  !" 

As  he  shuffles  do\\-n-stairs,  ]\lr.  Snagsby,  lying 
in  wait  for  him,  puts  a  half-crown  in  his  hand. 
"  If  ever  you  see  me  coming  past  your  crossing 
with  my  little  woman — I  mean  a  lady — "  says 
I\Ir.  Snagsby,  with  his  finger  on  his  nose,  "  don't 
allude  to  it!" 

For  some  little  time  the  Jurymen  hang  about 
the  Sol's  Arms  colloquially.  In  the  sequel,  half- 
a-dozen  are  caught  up  in  a  cloud  of  pipe-smoke 
that  pervades  the  parlour  of  the  Sol's  Arms ; 
two  stroll  to  Hampstead  ;  and  four  engage  to 
go  half-price  to  the  play  at  night,  and  top  up 
with  oysters.  Little  Swills  is  treated  on  several 
hands.  Being  asked  what  he  thinks  of  the  pro- 
ceedings, characterises  them  (his  strength  lying 
in  a  slangular  direction)  as  "  a  rummy  start." 
The  landlord  of  the  Sol's  Arms,  finding  Little 
Swills  so  popular,  commends  him  highly  to  the 
Jurymen  and  public ;  observing  that,  for  a  song 
in  character,  he  don't  know  his  equal,  and 
that  man's  character-wardrobe  would  fill  a  cart. 

Thus,  gradually  the  Sol's  Arms  melts  into  the 
shadowy  night,  and  then  flares  out  of  it  strong 
in  gas.  The  Harmonic  Meeting  hour  arriving, 
the  gentleman  of  professional  celebrity  takes 
the  chair  ;  is  faced  (red-faced)  by  Little  Swills  ; 
their  friends  rally  round  them,  and  support  first- 
rate  talent.  In  the  zenith  of  the  evening.  Little 
Swills  says,  Gentlemen,  if  you'll  permit  me,  I'll 
attempt  a  short  description  of  a  scene  of  real 
life  that  came  off"  here  to-day.  Is  much  ap- 
plauded and  encouraged ;  goes  out  of  the  room 
as  Swills  ;  comes  in  as  the  Coroner  (not  the 
least  in  the  world  like  him) ;  describes  the  in- 
quest, with  recreative  intervals  of  piano-forte 
accompaniment  to  the  refrain — With  his  (the 
Coroner's)  tippy  tol  li  doll,  tippy  tol  lo  doll, 
tijjpy  tol  li  doll,  Dee  ! 

The  jingling  piano  at  last  is  silent,  and  the 
Harmonic  friends  rally  round  their  pillows. 
Then  there  is  rest  around  the  lonely  figure,  now 
laid  in  its  last  earthly  habitation  \  and  it  is 
watched  by  the  gaunt  eyes  in  the  shutters  through 
some  quiet  hours  of  night.  If  this  forlorn  man 
could  have  been  prophetically  seen  lying  here, 
by  the  mother  at  whose  breast  he  nestled,  a 
litde  child,  with  eyes  upraised  to  her  loving  face, 
and  soft  hand  scarcely  knowing  how  to  close 
upon  the  neck  to  which  it  crept,  what  an  im- 
possibility the  vision  would  have  seemed  !  O,  if, 
in  brighter  days,  the  now-extinguished  fire  within 
him  ever  burned  for  one  woman  who  held  him 
in  her  heart,  where  is  she,  while  these  ashes  are 
above  the  ground  ! 

It    is  anything  but  a   night   of  rest  at  Mr. 


Snagsby's  in  Cook's  Court ;  where  Guster  mur- 
ders sleep,  by  going,  as  Mr.  Snagsby  himself 
allows — not  to  put  too  fine  a  point  upon  it — out 
of  one  fit  into  twenty.  The  occasion  of  this 
seizure  is,  that  Guster  has  a  tender  heart,  and  a 
susceptible  something  that  possibly  might  have 
been  imagination,  but  for  Tooting  and  her 
patron  saint.  Be  it  what  it  may,  now,  it  was  so 
direfully  impressed  at  tea-time  by  Mr.  Snagsby's 
account  of  the  inquiry  at  which  he  had  assisted, 
that  at  supper-time  she  projected  herself  into  the 
kitchen,  preceded  by  a  flying  Dutch-cheese,  and 
fell  into  a  fit  of  unusual  duration  :  which  she 
only  came  out  of  to  go  into  another,  and  another, 
and  so  on  through  a  chain  of  fits,  with  short 
intervals  between,  of  which  she  has  pathetically 
availed  herself  by  consuming  them  in  entreaties 
to  Mrs.  Snagsby  not  to  give  her  warning  "  when 
she  quite  comes  to ;"  and  also  in  appeals  to  the 
whole  estabhshment  to  lay  her  down  on  the 
stones,  and  go  to  bed.  Hence,  Mr.  Snagsby,  at 
last  hearing  the  cock  at  the  little  dairy  in  Cur- 
sitor  Street  go  into  that  disinterested  ecstasy  of 
his  on  the  subject  of  daylight,  says,  drawing  a 
long  breath,  though  the  most  patient  of  men, 
"  I  thought  you  was  dead,  I  am  sure  !" 

What  question  this  enthusiastic  fowl  supposes 
he  settles  when  he  strains  himself  to  such  an 
extent,  or  why  he  should  thus  crow  (so  men 
crow  on  various  triumphant  public  occasions, 
however)  about  what  cannot  be  of  any  moment 
to  him,  is  his  aftair.  It  is  enough  that  daylight 
comes,  morning  comes,  noon  comes. 

Then  the  active  and  intelligent,  who  has  goi 
into  the  morning  papers  as  such,  comes  with  his 
pauper  company  to  Mr.  Krook's,  and  bears  oft" 
the  body  of  our  dear  brother  here  departed,  to 
a  hemmed-in  churchyard,  pestiferous  and  ob- 
scene, whence  malignant  diseases  are  communi- 
cated to  the  bodies  of  our  dear  brothers  and 
sisters  who  have  not  departed;  while  our  dear 
brothers  and  sisters  who  hang  about  official 
back-stairs — would  to  Heaven  they  //r/^/ departed ! 
— are  very  complacent  and  agreeable.  Into  a 
beastly  scrap  of  ground  which  a  Turk  would 
reject  as  a  savage  abomination,  and  a  Caft're 
would  shudder  at,  they  bring  our  dear  brother 
here  departed,  to  receive  Christian  burial. 

With  houses  looking  on,  on  every  side,  save 
where  a  reeking  little  tunnel  of  a  court  gives 
access  to  the  iron  gate — with  every  villany  of 
life  in  action  close  on  death,  and  every  poisonous 
element  of  death  in  action  close  on  life — here, 
they  lower  our  dear  brother  down  a  foot  or  two : 
here,  sow  him  in  corruption,  to  be  raised  in 
corruption  :  an  avenging  ghost  at  many  a  sick- 
bedside  :  a  shameful  testimony  to  future  ages,. 
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how  civilisation  and  barbarism  walked  this  boast- 
ful island  together. 

Come  night,  come  darkness,  for  you  cannot 
come  too  soon,  or  stay  too  long,  by  such  a  place 
as  this  !  Come,  straggHng  lights  into  the  win- 
dows of  the  ugly  houses  ;  and  you  who  do 
iniquity  therein,  do  it  at  least  with  this  dread 
scene  shut  out !  Come,  flame  of  gas,  burning 
so  sullenly  above  the  iron  gate,  on  which  the 
poisoned  air  deposits  its  witch-ointment  shmy 
to  the  touch  !  It  is  well  that  you  should  call  to 
ev^ry  passer-by,  "  Look  here  I  " 


With  the  night,  comes  a  slouching  figure 
through  the  tunnel-court,  to  the  outside  of  the 
iron  gate.  It  holds  the  gate  with  its  hands,  and 
looks  in  between  the  bars;  stands  looking  in, 
for  a  little  while. 

It  then,  with  an  old  broom  it  carries,  softly 
sweeps  the  step,  and  makes  the  archway  clean. 
It  does  so,  very  busily  and  trimly;  looks  in 
again,  a  little  while ;  and  so  departs. 

Jo,  is  it  thou  ?  Well,  well !  Though  a  re- 
jected witness,  who  "can't  exactly  say"  what 
will  be  done  to  him  in  greater  hands  than  men's. 


'WHY,  DO   YOU   KNOW  KOW   PRi:iTy 


i'OU   ARE,    CHILD  .^"   SHE  SAYS,   TOUCHING   HER   SHOULDER   WITH 
HER  TWO   FOREFINGERS. 


thou  art  not  quite  in  outer  darkness.  There  is 
something  like  a  distant  ray  of  light  in  thy  mut- 
tered reason  for  this : 

"■  He  wos  v.-ery  good  to  me,  he  wos  !  " 


CHAPTER  XII. 


ON  THE  WATCH. 


I 


T  has  left  off  raining  down  in  Lincolnshire, 
at  last,  and  Chesney  Wold  has  taken  heart. 


Mrs.  Rouncewell  is  full  of  hospitable  cares,  for 
Sir  Leicester  and  my  Lady  are  coming  home 
from  Paris.  The  fashionable  intelligence  has 
found  it  out,  and  communicates  the  glad  tidings 
to  benighted  England.  It  has  also  found  out,  that 
they  will  entertain  a  brilliant  and  distinguished 
circle  of  the  cliic  of  the  hcau  vwiide  (the  fashion- 
able intelligence  is  weak  in  English,  but  a  giant- 
refreshed  in  French),  at  the  ancient  and  hos- 
pitable family  seat  in  Lincolnshire. 

For  the  greater  honour  of  the  brilliant  and 
distinguished  circle,  and  of  Chesney  Wold  into 
the  bargain,  the  broken  arch  of  the  bridge  in 
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the  park  is  mended ;  and  the  water,  now  retired 
witiiin  its  proper  limits  and  again  spanned  grace- 
fully, makes  a  figure  in  the  prospect  from  the 
house.  The  clear  cold  sunshine  glances  into  the 
brittle  woods,  and  approvingly  beholds  the  sharp 
Avind  scattering  the  leaves  and  drying  the  moss. 
It  glides  over  the  park  after  the  moving  shadows 
of  the  clouds,  and  chases  them,  and  never  catches 
them,  all  day.  It  looks  in  at  the  windows,  and 
touches  the  ancestral  portraits  with  bars  and 
patches  of  brightness,  never  contemplated  by 
the  painters.  Athwart  the  picture  of  my  Lady, 
over  the  great  chimney-piece,  it  throws  a  broad 
bend-sinister  of  light  that  strikes  down  crookedly 
into  the  hearth,  and  seems  to  rend  it. 

Through  the  same  cold  sunshine,  and  the  same 
sharp  wind,  my  Lady  and  Sir  Leicester,  in  their 
travelling  chariot,  (my  Lady's  woman,  and  Sir 
Leicester's  man  affectionate  in  the  rumble,)  start 
for  home.  With  a  considerable  amount  of  jingling 
and  whip-cracking,  and  many  plunging  demon- 
strations on  the  part  of  two  bare-backed  horses, 
and  two  Centaurs  with  glazed  hats,  jack-boots, 
and  flowing  manes  and  tails,  they  rattle  out  of 
the  yard  of  the  Hotel  Bristol  in  the  Place  Ven- 
dome,  and  canter  between  the  sun-and-shadow- 
chequered  colonnade  of  the  Rue  de  Rivoli  and 
the  garden  of  the  ill-fated  palace  of  a  headless 
king  and  queen,  off  by  the  Place  of  Concord, 
and  the  Elysian  Fields,  and  the  Gate  of  the 
Star,  out  of  Paris. 

Sooth  to  say,  they  cannot  go  away  too  fast ; 
for,  even  here,  my  Lady  Dedlock  has  been 
bored  to  death.  Concert,  assembly,  opera, 
theatre,  drive,  nothing  is  new  to  my  Lady,  under 
the  worn-out  heavens.  Only  last  Sunday,  when 
poor  wretches  were  gay — within  the  walls,  play- 
ing with  children  among  the  clipped  trees  and 
the  statues  in  the  Palace  Garden ;  walking,  a 
score  abreast,  in  the  Elysian  Fields,  made  more 
Elysian  by  performing  dogs  and  wooden  horses  ; 
between  whiles  filtering  (a  few)  through  the 
gloomy  Cathedral  of  our  Lady,  to  say  a  word  or 
two  at  the  base  of  a  pillar,  within  flare  of  a  rusty 
little  gridiron-full  of  gusty  little  tapers — without 
the  walls,  encompassing  Paris  with  dancing, 
love-making,  v/ine-drinking,  tobacco-smoking, 
tomb-visiting,  biUiard,  card,  and  domino  playing, 
quack-doctoring,  and  much  murderous  refuse, 
animate  and  inanimate — only  last  Sunday,  my 
Lady,  in  the  desolation  of  Boredom  and  the 
clutch  of  Giant  Despair,  almost  hated  her  own 
maid  for  being  in  spirits. 

She  cannot,  therefore,  go  too  fast  from  Paris. 
AVeariness  of  soul  lies  before  her,  as  it  lies  be- 
hind— her  Ariel  has  put  a  girdle  of  it  round  the 
whole  earth,  and  it  cannot  be  unclasped— but 


the  imperfect  remedy  is  always  to  fly  from  the 
last  place  where  it  has  been  experienced.  Fling 
Paris  back  into  the  distance,  then,  exchanging 
it  for  endless  avenues  and  cross-avenues  of 
Avintry  trees  !  And,  when  next  beheld,  let  it 
be  some  leagues  aw-ay,  with  the  Gate  of  the 
Star  a  white  speck  glittering  in  the  sun,  and  the 
city  a  mere  mound  in  a  plain  :  two  dark  square 
towers  rising  out  of  it,  and  light  and  shadow  de- 
scending on  it  aslant)  like  the  angels  in  Jacob's 
dream ! 

Sir  Leicester  is  generally  in  a  complacent 
state,  and  rarely  bored.  When  he  has  nothing 
else  to  do,  he  can  always  contemplate  his  own 
greatness.  It  is  a  considerable  advantage  to  a 
man,  to  have  so  inexhaustible  a  subject.  After 
reading  his  letters,  he  leans  back  in  his  corner  of 
the  carriage,  and  generally  reviews  his  impor- 
tance to  society. 

"  You  have  an  unusual  amount  of  correspond- 
ence this  morning  ?  "  says  my  Lady,  after  a  long 
time.  She  is  fatigued  with  reading.  Has  almost 
read  a  page  in  twenty  miles. 

"  Nothing  in  it,  though.     Nothing  whatever." 

"  I  saw  one  of  Mr.  Tulkinghorn's  long  effu- 
sions, I  think?" 

"You  see  everything,"  says  Sir  Leicester, 
v/ith  admiration. 

"  Ha  !  "  sighs  my  Lady.  "  He  is  the  most 
tiresome  of  men."' 

"  He  sends — I  really  beg  your  pardon — he 
sends,"  says  Sir  Leicester,  selecting  the  letter, 
and  unfolding  it,  "a  message  to  you.  Our 
stopping  to  change  horses,  as  I  came  to  his 
postscript,  drove  it  out  of  my  memory.  I  beg 
you'll  excuse  me.  He  says — "  Sir  Leicester  is 
so  long  in  taking  out  his  eye-glass  and  adjusting 
it,  that  my  Lady  looks  a  little  irritated.  "  He 
says, '  In  the  matter  of  the  right  of  way — '  I  beg 
your  pardon,  that's  not  the  place.  He  says — 
yes !  Here  I  have  it !  He  says,  '  I  beg  my 
respectful  compliments  to  my  Lady,  who,  I 
hope,  has  benefited  by  the  change.  Will  you 
do  me  the  favour  to  mention  (as  it  may  interest 
her),  that  I  have  something  to  tell  her  on  her 
return,  in  reference  to  the  person  who  copied 
the  affidavit  in  the  Chancery  suit,  which  so 
powerfully  stimulated  her  curiosity.  I  have 
seen  him.' " 

My  Lady,  leaning  forv/ard,  looks  out  of  her 
window. 

"  That's  the  message,"  observed  Sir  Leicester. 

"  I  should  like  to  walk  a  little,"  says  my  Lady, 
still  looking  out  of  her  window. 

"Walk?"  repeats  Sir  Leicester,  in  a  tone  of 
surprise. 

"  I  should  like  to  walk  a  little,"  says  my  Lady, 
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^vith  unmistakeable  distinctness.  "  Please  to 
stop  the  carriage." 

The  carriage  is  stopped,  the  aftectionate  man 
alights  from  the  rumble,  opens  the  door,  and 
lets  down  the  steps,  obedient  to  an  impatient 
motion  of  my  Lady's  hand.  My  Lady  alights 
so  quickly,  and  walks  away  so  quickly,  that  Sir 
Leicester,  for  all  his  scrupulous  politeness,  is 
unable  to  assist  her,  and  is  left  behind.  A  space 
of  a  minute  or  two  has  elapsed  before  he  comes 
u])  with  her.  She  smiles,  looks  very  handsome, 
takes  his  arm,  lounges  with  him  for  a  quarter  of 
a  mile,  is  very  much  bored,  and  resumes  her 
seat  in  the  carriage. 

The  rattle  and  clatter  continue  through  the 
greater  part  of  three  days,  with  more  or  less  of 
bell-jingling  and  whip-cracking,  and  more  or 
less  plunging  of  Centaurs  and  bare-backed 
horses.  Their  courtly  politeness  to  each  other, 
at  the  Hotels  where  they  tarry,  is  the  theme  of 
general  admiration.  Though  my  Lord  is  a 
little  aged  for  my  Lady,  says  Madame,  the 
hostess  of  the  Golden  Ape,  and  though  he  might 
be  her  amiable  father,  one  can  see  at  a  glance 
that  they  love  each  other.  One  observes  my 
Lord  with  his  white  hair,  standing,  hat  in  hand, 
to  help  my  Lady  to  and  from  the  carriage.  One 
observes  my  Lady,  how  recognisant  of  my  Lord's 
politeness,  with  an  inclination  of  her  gracious 
head,  and  the  concession  of  her  so-genteel  fin- 
gers !     It  is  ravishing  ! 

The  sea  has  no  appreciation  of  great  men,  but 
knocks  them  about  like  the  small  fry.  It  is 
habitually  hard  upon  Sir  Leicester,  whose  coun- 
tenance it  greenly  mottles  in  the  manner  of 
sage-cheese,  and  in  whose  aristocratic  system  it 
eft'ects  a  dismal  revolution.  It  is  the  Radical  of 
Nature  to  him.  Nevertheless,  his  dignity  gets 
over  it,  after  stopping  to  refit :  and  he  goes  on 
with  my  Lady  for  Chesney  Wold,  lying  only  one 
night  in  London  on  the  way  to  Lincolnshire. 

Through  the  same  cold  sunlight — colder  as 
the  day  declines, — and  through  the  same  sharp 
wind — sharper  as  tlie  separate  shadows  of  bare 
trees  gloom  together  in  the  woods,  and  as  the 
Ghost's  Walk,  touched  at  the  western  corner  by 
a  pile  of  fire  in  the  sky,  resigns  itself  to  coming 
night,— they  drive  into  the  park.  The  Rooks, 
swinging  in  their  lofty  houses  in  the  elm-tree 
a^•enue,  seem  to  discuss  the  question  of  the 
occupancy  of  the  carriage  as  it  passes  under- 
neath ;  some  agreeing  that  Sir  Leicester  and  my 
Lady  are  come  down  ;  some  arguing  with  mal- 
contents who  won't  admit  it ;  now,  all  consenting 
to  consider  the  question  disposed  of;  now,  all 
breaking  out  again  in  violent  debate,  incited  by 
one  obstinate  and  drowsy  bird,  who  will  persist  in 


putting  in  alastcontradictory  croak.  Leaving  them 
to  swing  and  caw,  the  travelling  chariot  rolls  on 
to  the  house ;  where  fires  gleam  warmly  through 
some  of  the  windows,  though  not  through  so 
many  as  to  give  an  inhabited  expression  to  the 
darkening  mass  of  front.  But  the  brilliant  and 
distinguished  circle  will  soon  do  that. 

Mrs.  Rouncewell  is  in  attendance,  and  receives 
Sir  Leicester's  customary  shake  of  the  hand  with 
a  profound  curtsey. 

"  How  do  you  do,  ]\Irs.  Rouncewell  ?  I  am 
glad  to  see  you." 

"  I  hope  I  have  the  honour  of  welcoming  you 
in  good  health.  Sir  Leicester  ?  " 

"  In  excellent  health,  Mrs.  Rouncewell." 

"  My  Lady  is  looking  charmingly  well,"  says 
Mrs.  Rouncewell,  with  another  curtsey. 

My  Lady  signifies,  Without  profuse  expendi- 
ture of  words,  that  she  is  as  wearily  well  as  she 
can  hope  to  be. 

But  Rosa  is  in  the  distance,  behind  the  house- 
keeper ;  and  my  Lady,  who  has  not  subdued 
the  quickness  of  her  observation,  whatever  else 
she  may  have  conquered,  asks  : 

"  Who  is  that  girl  ?  " 

"  A  young  scholar  of  mine,  my  Lad}'.    Rosa." 

"  Come  here,  Rosa  !  "  Lady  Dedlock  beckons 
her,  with  even  an  appearance  of  interest.  "  ^^'hy, 
do  you  know  how  pretty  you  are,  child  ?  "  she 
says,  touching  her  shoulder  with  her  two  fore- 
fingers. 

Rosa,  very  much  abashed  says,  "  No,  if  you 
please,  my  Lady  ! "  and  glances  up,  and  glances 
down,  and  don't  know  where  to  look,  but  looks 
all  the  prettier. 

"  How  old  are  you  ?  " 

"  Nineteen,  my  Lady." 

"  Nineteen,"  repeats  my  Lady,  thoughtfully. 
'■'  Take  care  they  don't  spoil  you  by  flattery." 

"  Yes,  my  Lady." 

My  Lady  taps  her  dimpled  cheek  vAth.  the 
same  delicate  gloved  fingers,  and  goes  on  to  the 
foot  of  the  oak  staircase,  where  Sir  Leicester 
pauses  for  her  as  her  knightly  escort.  A  staring 
old  Dedlock  in  a  panel,  as  large  as  life  and  as 
dull,  looks  as  if  he  didn't  know  what  to  make 
of  it — which  was  probably  his  general  state  of 
mind  in  the  days  of  Queen  Elizabeth. 

That  evening,  in  the  housekeeper's  room, 
Rosa  can  do  nothing  but  murmur  Lady  Dedlock's 
praises.  She  is  so  affable,  so  graceful,  so  beau- 
tiful, so  elegant;  has  such  a  sweet  voice,  and 
such  a  thrilling  touch,  that  Rosa  can  feel  it  yet ! 
Mrs.  Rouncewell  confirms  all  this,  not  without 
personal  pride,  reserving  only  the  one  point  of 
aftability.  Mrs,  Rouncewell  is  not  quite  sure  as 
to  that.     Heaven  forbid  that  she  should  say  a 
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syllable  in  dispraise  of  any  member  of  that  ex- 
cellent family ;  above  all,  of  my  Lady,  whom 
the  whole  world  admires  ;  but  if  my  Lady  would 
only  be  "a  little  more  free,"  not  quite  so  cold 
and  distant,  Mrs.  Rouncewell  thinks  she  would 
be  more  affable. 

"  'Tis  almost  a  pity,"  Mrs.  Rouncewell  adds — 
only  "  almost,"  because  it  borders  on  impiety  to 
suppose  that  anything  could  be  better  than  it  is, 
in  such  an  express  dispensation  as  the  Dedlock 
affairs  ;  "  that  my  Lady  has  no  family.  If  she 
iiad  had  a  daughter  now,  a  grown  young  lady, 
to  interest  her,  I  think  she  would  have  had  the 
only  kind  of  excellence  she  wants." 

"  Might  not  that  have  made  her  still  more 
proud,  grandmother?"  says  Watt ;  who  has  been 
home  and  come  back  again,  he  is  such  a  good 
grandson. 

"  More  and  most,  my  dear,"  returns  the  house- 
keeper with  dignity,  "  are  words  it's  not  my  place 
to  use — nor  so  much  as  to  hear — applied  to  any 
drawback  on  my  Lady." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  grandmother.  But  she 
is  proud,  is  she  not  ?  " 

"  If  she  is,  she  has  reason  to  be.  The  Ded- 
lock family  have  always  reason  to  be." 

'•Well!"  says  Watt,  "it's  to  be  hoped  they 
line  out  of  their  Prayer-Books  a  certain  passage 
for  the  common  people  about  pride  and  vain- 
glory. Forgive  me,  grandmother !  Only  a 
joke !" 

"  Sir  Leicester  and  Lady  Dedlock,  my  dear, 
are  not  fit  subjects  for  joking." 

"  Sir  Leicester  is  no  joke  by  any  means,"  says 
Watt ;  "  and  I  humbly  ask  his  pardon.  I  sup- 
pose, grandmother,  that  even  with  the  family 
and  their  guests  down  here,  there  is  no  objection 
to  my  prolonging  my  stay  at  the  Dedlock  Arms 
for  a  day  or  two,  as  any  other  traveller  might  ?  " 

"  Surely,  none  in  the  world,  child." 

"  I  am  glad  of  that,"  says  Watt,  "  because  I — 
because  I  have  an  inexpressible  desire  to  extend 
my  knowledge  of  this  beautiful  neighbourhood." 

He  happens  to  glance  at  Rosa,  who  looks 
down,  and  is  very  shy,  indeed.  But,  according 
to  the  old  superstition,  it  should  be  Rosa's  ears 
that  burn,  and  not  her  fresh  bright  cheeks  :  for 
my  Lady's  maid  is  holding  forth  about  her  at 
this  moment,  with  surpassing  energy. 

My  Lady's  maid  is  a  Frenchwoman  of  two- 
and-thirty,  from  somewhere  in  the  Soutliern 
country  about  Avignon  and  Marseilles — a  large- 
eyed  brown  woman  with  black  hair  ;  who  would 
be  handsome,  but  for  a  certain  feline  mouth  and 
general  uncomfortable  tightness  of  face,  render- 
ing the  jaws  too  eager  and  the  skull  too  promi- 
nent.    There  is  something  indefinably  keen  and 


wan  about  her  anatomy  ;  and  she  has  a  watchful 
way  of  looking  out  of  the  corners  of  her  eyes 
without  turning  her  head,  which  could  be  plea- 
santly dispensed  with — especially  when  she  is  in 
an  ill-humour  and  near  knives.  Through  all  the 
good  taste  of  her  dress  and  little  adornments, 
these  objections  so  express  themselves,  that  she 
seems  to  go  about  like  a  very  neat  She-Wolf  im- 
perfectly tamed.  Besides  being  accomplished 
in  all  the  knowledge  appertaining  to  her  post, 
she  is  almost  an  Englishwoman  in  her  acquaint- 
ance with  the  language — consequently,  she  is  in 
no  want  of  words  to  shower  upon  Rosa  for  hav- 
ing attracted  my  Lady's  attention ;  and  she 
pours  them  out  with  such  grim  ridicule  as  she 
sits  at  dinner,  that  her  companion,  the  affection- 
ate man,  is  rather  relieved  when  she  arrives  at 
the  spoon  stage  of  that  performance. 

Ha,  ha,  ha!  She,  Hortense,  been  in  my 
Lady's  service  since  five  years,  and  always  kept 
at  the  distance,  and  this  doll,  this  puppet,  caressed 
— absolutely  caressed— by  my  Lady  on  the  mo- 
ment of  her  arriving  at  the  house.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
"And  do  you  know  how  pretty  you  are,  child  ?" 
— "  No,  my  Lady." — You  are  right  there !' 
"  And  how  old  are  you,  child  ?  And  take  care 
they  do  not  spoil  you  by  flattery,  child  !"  O  how 
droll  !     It  is  the  best  thing  altogether. 

In  short,  it  is  such  an  admirable  thing,  that 
Mademoiselle  Hortense  can't  forget  it ;  but  at 
meals  for  days  afterwards,  even  among  her 
countrywomen  and  others  attached  in  like  capa- 
city to  the  troop  of  visitors,  relapses  into  silent 
enjoyment  of  the  joke — an  enjoyment  expressed, 
in  her  own  convivial  manner,  by  an  additional 
tightness  of  face,  thin  elongation  of  compressed 
lips,  and  sidewise  look  :  which  intense  appre- 
ciation of  humour  is  frequently  reflected  in  my 
Lady's  mirrors,  when  my  Lady  is  not  among 
them. 

All  the  mirrors  in  the  house  are  brought  into 
action  now:  many  of  them  after  a  long  blank.  They 
reflect  handsome  faces,  simpering  faces,  youthful 
faces,  faces  of  threescore-and-ten  that  will  not 
submit  to  be  old  \  the  entire  collection  of  faces 
that  have  come  to  pass  a  January  week  or  two 
at  Chesney  Wold,  and  which  the  fashionable  in- 
telligence, a  mighty  hunter  before  the  Lord, 
hunts  with  a  keen  scent,  from  their  breaking 
cover  at  the  Court  of  Saint  James's,  to  their 
being  run  down  to  Death.  The  place  in  Lin- 
colnshire is  all  alive.  By  day,  guns  and  voices 
are  heard  ringing  in  the  woods,  horsemen  and 
carriages  enliven  the  park  roads,  servants  and 
hangers-on  pervade  the  Village  and  the  Dedlock 
Arms.  Seen  by  night,  from  distant  openings  in 
the  trees,  the  row  of  windows  in  the  long  draw- 
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ing-room,  where  my  Lady's  picture  hangs  over 
the  great  chimney-jDiece,  is  Hke  a  row  of  jewels 
set  in  a  black  frame.  On  Sunday,  the  chill 
little  church  is  almost  warmed  by  so  much  gallant 
company,  and  the  general  flavour  of  the  Dedlock 
dust  is  quenched  in  delicate  perfumes. 

The  brilliant  and  distinguished  circle  compre- 
hends within  it,  no  contracted  amount  of  educa- 
tion, sense,  courage,  honour,  beauty,  and  virtue. 
Yet  there  is  something  a  little  wrong  about  it, 
in  despite  of  its  immense  advantages.  What 
can  it  be  ? 

Dandyism?  There  is  no  King  George  the 
Fourth  now  (more's  the  pity  !)  to  set  the  dandy 
fashion  ;  there  are  no  clear-starched  jack-towel 
neckcloths,  no  short-waisted  coats,  no  false 
calves,  no  stays.  There  are  no  caricatures,  now, 
of  effeminate  Exquisites  so  arfayed,  swooning 
in  opera  boxes  with  excess  of  dehght,  and  being 
revived  by  other  dainty  creatures,  poking  long- 
necked  scent-bottles  at  their  noses.  There  is  no 
beau  whom  it  takes  four  men  at  once  to  shake 
into  his  buckskins,  or  who  goes  to  see  all  the 
executions,  or  who  is  troubled  with  the  self- 
reproach  of  having  once  consumed  a  pea.  But 
is  there  Dandyism  in  the  brilliant  and  distin- 
guished circle  notwithstanding.  Dandyism  of  a 
more  mischievous  sort,  that  has  got  below  the 
surface  and  is  doing  less  harmless  things  than 
jack-towelling  itself  and  stopping  its  own  diges- 
tion, to  which  no  rational  person  need  particu- 
larly object? 

Why,  yes.  It  cannot  be  disguised.  There 
are,  at  Chesney  Wold  this  January  week,  some 
ladies  and  gentlemen  of  the  newest  fashion,  who 
have  set  up  a  Dandyism — in  Religion,  for  in- 
stance. Who,  in  mere  lackadaisical  want  of  an 
emotion,  have  agreed  upon  a  little  dandy  talk 
about  the  Vulgar  wanting  faith  in  things  in 
general ;  meaning,  in  the  things  that  have  been 
tried  and  found  wanting,  as  though  a  low  fellow 
should  unaccountably  lose  faith  in  a  bad  shilling, 
after  finding  it  out !  Who  would  make  the 
Vulgar  very  picturesque  and  faithful,  by  putting 
back  the  hands  upon  the  Clock  of  Time,  and 
cancelling  a  few  hundred  years  of  history. 

There  are  also  ladies  and  gentlemen  of  another 
fashion,  not  so  new,  but  very  elegant,  who  have 
agreed  to  put  a  smooth  glaze  on  the  world,  and 
to  keep  down  all  its  realities.  For  whom  every- 
thing must  be  languid  and  pretty.  Who  have 
found  out  the  perpetual  stoppage.  Who  are  to 
rejoice  at  nothing,  and  be  sorry  for  nothing.  Who 
are  not  to  be  disturbed  by  ideas.  On  whom  even 
the  Fine  Arts,  attending  in  powder  and  walking 
backward  like  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  must  array 
themselves  in  the  milhners'  and  tailors'  patterns  of 


past  generations,  and  be  particularly  careful  not 
to  be  in  earnest,  or  to  receive  any  impress  from 
the  moving  age. 

Then  there  is  my  Lord  Boodle,  of  consider- 
able reputation  with  his  party,  who  has  known 
what  office  is,  and  who  tells  Sir  Leicester  Ded- 
lock with  much  gravity,  after  dinner,  that  he 
really  does  not  see  to  what  the  present  age  is 
tending.  A  debate  is  not  what  a  debate  used  to 
be  ;  the  House  is  not  what  the  House  used  to 
be ;  even  a  Cabinet  is  not  what  it  formerly  was. 
He  perceives  with  astonishment,  that  supposing 
the  present  Government  to  be  overthrown,  the 
limited  choice  of  the  Crown,  in  the  formation  of 
a  new  INIinistry,  would  lie  between  Lord  Coodle 
and  Sir  Thomas  Doodle — supposing  it  to  be 
impossible  for  the  Duke  of  Foodie  to  act  with 
Goodie,  which  may  be  assumed  to  be  the  case 
in  consequence  of  the  breach  arising  out  of  that 
affair  with  Hoodie.  Then,  giving  the  Home 
Department  and  the  Leadership  of  the  House 
of  Commons  to  Joodle,  the  Exchequer  to 
Koodle,  the  Colonies  to  Loodle,  and  the  Foreign 
Office  to  Moodle,  what  are  you  to  do  with 
Noodle?  You  can't  offer  him  the  Presidency 
of  the  Council ;  that  is  reserved  for  Poodle. 
You  can't  put  him  in  the  Woods  and  Forests  ; 
that  is  hardly  good  enough  for  Quoodle.  What 
follows  ?  That  the  country  is  shipwrecked,  lost, 
and  gone  to  pieces  (as  is  made  manifest  to  the 
patriotism  of  Sir  Leceister  Dedlock),  because 
you  can't  provide  for  Noodle ! 

On  the  other  hand,  the  Right  Honourable 
William  Bufty,  M.P.,  contends  across  the  table 
with  some  one  else,  that  the  shipwreck  of  the 
country — about  which  there  is  no  doubt  \  it  is 
only  the  manner  of  it  that  is  in  question — is 
attributable  to  Cuffy.  If  you  had  done  with 
Cufty  what  you  ought  to  have  done  when  he  first 
came  into  Parliament,  and  had  prevented  him 
from  going  over  to  Dufty,  you  would  have  got 
him  into  an  alliance  with  Fufty,  you  would  have 
had  with  you  the  weight  attaching  as  a  smart 
debater  to  Gufty,  you  would  have  brought  to 
bear  upon  the  elections  the  wealth  of  Hufly,  you 
would  have  got  in  for  three  counties  Juffy,  Kufty, 
and  Luffy,  and  you  would  have  strengthened 
your  administration  by  the  official  knowledge 
and  the  business  habits  of  Mufi"y.  All  this,  in- 
stead of  being  as  you  now  are,  dependent  on 
the  mere  caprice  of  Pufty  ! 

As  to  this  point,  and  as  to  some  minor  topics, 
there  are  difterences  of  opinion  ;  but  it  is  perfectly 
clear  to  the  brilliant  and  distinguished  circle,  all 
round,  that  nobody  is  in  question  but  Boodle 
and  his  retinue,  and  Bufty  and  his  retinue. 
These  are  the  great  actors  for  whom  the  stase 
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is  reserved.  A  People  there  are,  no  doubt — a 
certain  large  number  of  supernumeraries,  who 
are  to  be  occasionally  addressed,  and  relied 
upon  for  shouts  and  choruses,  as  on  the  theatrical 
stage ;  but  Boodle  and  Bully,  their  followers  and 
families,  their  heirs,  executors,  administrators, 
and  assigns,  are  the  born  first-actors,  managers, 
and  leaders,  and  no  others  can  appear  upon  the 
scene  for  ever  and  ever. 

In  this,  too,  there  is  perhaps  more  dandyism 
at  Chesney  Wold  than  the  brilliant  and  distin- 
guished circle  will  find  good  for  itself  in  the 
long  run.  For  it  is,  even  with  the  stillest  and 
politest  circles,  as  with  the  circle  the  necro- 
mancer draws  around  him — very  strange  appear- 
ances may  be  seen  in  active  motion  outside. 
With  this  difterence  ;  that,  being  realities  and 
not  i^liantoms,  there  is  the  greater  danger  of  their 
breaking  in. 

Chesney  Wold  is  quite  full,  anyhow ;  so  full, 
that  a  burning  sense  of  injury  arises  in  the 
breasts  of  ill-lodged  ladies'  maids,  and  is  not  to 
be  extinguished.  Only  one  room  is  empty.  It 
is  a  turret  chamber  of  the  third  order  of  merit, 
plainly  but  comfortably  furnished,  and  having 
an  old-foshioned  business  air.  It  is  Mr.  Tul- 
kinghorn's  room,  and  is  never  bestowed  on  any- 
body else,  for  he  may  come  at  any  time.  He  is 
not  come  yet.  It  is  his  quiet  habit  to  walk 
across  the  park  from  the  village,  in  fine  weather  ] 
to  drop  into  this  room,  as  if  he  had  never  been 
out  of  it  since  he  was  last  seen  there ;  to  request 
a  servant  to  inform  Sir  Leicester  that  he  is 
arrived,  in  case  he  should  be  v/anted ;  and  to 
appear  ten  minutes  before  dinner,  in  the  shadow 
of  the  library  door.  He  sleeps  in  his  turret, 
with  a  complaining  flag-staff  over  his  head  ;  and 
has  some  leads  outside,  on  which,  any  fine 
morning,  when  he  is  down  here,  his  black  figure 
may  be  seen  walking  before  breakfast  like  a 
larger  species  of  rook. 

Every  day  before  dinner,  my  Lady  looks  for 
him  in  the  dusk  of  the  library,  but  he  is  not 
there.  Every  day  at  dinner,  my  Lady  glances 
down  the  table  for  the  vacant  place,  that  would 
be  waiting  to  receive  him  if  he  had  just  arrived  ; 
but  there  is  no  vacant  place.  Every  night  my 
Lady  casually  asks  her  maid  : 

"  Is  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  come  ?  " 

Every  night  the  answer  is,  "  No,  my  Lady,  not 
yet." 

One  night,  while  having  her  hair  undressed, 
my  Lady  loses  herself  in  deep  thought  after  this 
reply,  until  she  sees  her  own  brooding  face,  in 
the  opposite  glass,  and  a  pair  of  black  eyes 
curiously  observing  her. 

"  Be  so  good  as  to  attend,"  says  my  Lady  then, 


addressing  the  reflection  of  Hortense,  "  to  your 
business.  You  can  contemplate  your  beauty  at 
another  time." 

'•  Pardon  !     It  was  your  Ladyship's  beauty." 

"  That,"  says  my  Lady,  "  you  needn't  con- 
template at  all." 

At  length,  one  afternoon,  a  little  before  sunset, 
when  the  bright  groups  of  figures,  which  have 
for  the  last  hour  or  two  enlivened  the  Ghost's 
Walk,  are  all  dispersed,  and  only  Sir  Leicester 
and  my  Lady  remain  upon  the  terrace,  Mr. 
Tulkinghorn  appears.  He  comes  towards  them 
at  his  usual  methodical  pace,  which  is  never 
quickened,  never  slackened.  He  wears  his  usual 
expressionless  mask — if  it  be  a  mask — and  carries 
family  secrets  in  every  limb  of  his- body,  and  every 
crease  of  his  dress.  Whether  his  whole  soul  is 
devoted  to  the  great,  or  whether  he  yields  them 
nothing  beyond  the  services  he  sells,  is  his  per- 
sonal secret.  He  keeps  it,  as  he  keeps  the  secrets 
of  his  clients  ;  he  is  his  own  client  in  that  matter, 
and  will  never  betray  himself 

"How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Tulkinghorn?"  says 
Sir  Leicester,  giving  him  his  hand. 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn  is  quite  well.  Sir  Leicester 
is  quite  well.  My  Lady  is  quite  well.  All 
highly  satisfactory.  The  lawyer,  with  his  hands 
behind  him,  walks,  at  Sir  Leicester's  side,  along 
the  terrace.     My  Lady  walks  upon  the  other  side. 

"  We  expected  you  before,"  says  Sir  Leicester. 
A  gracious  observation.  As  much  as  to  say, 
"  Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  we  remember  your  existence 
when  you  are  not  here  to  remind  us  of  it  by 
your  presence.  We  bestow  a  fragment  of  our 
minds  upon  you,  sir,  you  see  !  " 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  comprehending  it.  inclines 
his  head,  and  says  he  is  much  obliged. 

"  I  should  have  come  down  sooner,"  he  ex- 
plains, "but  that  I  have  been  much  engaged 
with  those  matters  in  the  several  suits  between 
yourself  and  Boy  thorn." 

"  A  man  of  a  very  ill-regulated  mind," 
observes  Sir  Leicester,  with  severit}'.  "  An 
extremely  dangerous  person  in  any  communit3\ 
A  man  of  a  very  low  character  of  mind." 

"  He  is  obstinate,"  says  Mr.  Tulkinghorn. 

"  It  is  natural  to  such  a  man  to  be  so,"  says 
Sir  Leicester,  looking  most  profoundly  obstinate 
himself     "  I  am  not  at  all  surprised  to  hear  it." 

"  The  only  question  is,"  pursues  the  lawyer, 
"  whether  you  will  give  up  anything." 

"  No,  sir,"  replies  Sir  Leicester.  "  Nothing, 
/give  up?" 

"  I  don't  mean  anything  of  importance.  T]iat, 
of  course,  I  know  you  would  not  abandon.  I 
mean  any  minor  point." 

"Mr.   Tulkinghorn,"    returns   Sir   Leicester, 
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"  there  oin  be  no  minor  point  between  myself 
and  Mr.  Boythorn.  If  I  go  farther,  and  observe 
that  I  cannot  readily  conceive  how  aiiy  right  of 
mine  can  be  a  minor  point,  I  speak  not  so  much 
in  reference  to  myself  as  an  individual,  as  in 
reference  to  the  family  position  I  have  it  in 
charge  to  maintain." 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn  inclines  his  head  again.  "  1 
have  now  my  instructions,"  he  says.  "  ]\Ir. 
Boythom  will  give  us  a  good  deal  of 
trouble " 

"  It  is  the  character  of  such  a  mind,  Mr. 
Tulkinghorn,"  Sir  Leicester  interrupts  him,  "  io 
give  trouble.  An  exceedingly  ill-conditioned, 
levelling  person.  A  person  who,  fifty  years 
ago,  would  probably  have  been  tried  at  the  Old 
Bailey  for  some  demagogue  proceeding,  and 
severely  punished — if  not,"  adds  Sir  Leicester, 
after  a  moment's  pause,  "if  not  hanged,  drawn, 
and  quartered." 

Sir  Leicester  appears  to  discharge  his  stately 
breast  of  a  burden,  in  passing  this  capital 
sentence ;  as  if  it  were  the  next  satisfactory 
thing  to  having  the  sentence  executed. 

"  But  night  is  coming  on,"  says  he,  "  and  my 
Lady  will  take  cold.     My  dear,  let  us  go  in." 

As  they  turn  towards  the  hall-door.  Lady 
Dedlock  addresses  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  for  the 
first  time. 

"  You  sent  me  a  message  respecting  the 
person  whose  writing  I  happened  to  inquire 
about.  It  was  like  you  to  remember  the  circum- 
stance ;  I  had  quite  forgotten  it.  Your  message 
reminded  me  of  it  again.  I  can't  imagine  what 
association  I  had,  with  a  hand  like  that ;  but  I 
surely  had  some." 

"You  had  some?"  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  repeats. 

"  O  yes  !"  returns  my  Lady,  carelessly.  "  I 
think  I  must  have  had  some.  And  did  you 
really  take  the  trouble  to  find  out  the  writer  of 
that  actual  thing— what  is  it ! — Afiftdavit?" 

"Yes." 

"  How  very  odd  !" 

They  pass  into  a  sombre  breakfast-room  on 
the  ground-floor,  lighted  in  the  day  by  two  deep 
windows.  It  is  now  twilight.  The  fire  glows 
brightly  on  the  panelled  wall,  and  palely  on  the 
window-glass,  where,  through  the  cold  reflection 
of  the  blaze,  the  colder  landscape  shudders  in 
the  wind,  and  a  grey  mist  creeps  along :  the 
only  traveller  besides  the  waste  of  clouds. 

My  Lady  lounges  in  a  great  chair  in  the 
chimney-corner,  and  Sir  Leicester  takes  another 
great  chair  opposite.  The  lawyer  stands  before 
the  iirc,  with  his  hand  out  at  arm's  length, 
shading  his  face.  He  looks  across  his  arm  at 
my  Lady. 


"Yes,"  he  says,  "I  inquired  about  the  man, 
and  found  him.  And  what  is  very  strange,  I 
found  him " 

"  Not  to  be  any  out-of-the-way  person,  I  am 
afraid  !"  Lady  Dedlock  languidly  anticipates. 

"  I  found  him  dead  !" 

"O  dear  me!"  remonstrated  Sir  Leicester. 
Not  so  much  shocked  by  the  fact,  as  by  the 
fact  of  the  fact  being  mentioned. 

"  I  was  directed  to  his  lodging— a  miserable, 
poverty-stricken  place— and  I  found  him  dead." 

"You  will  excuse  me,  Mr.  Tulkinghorn," 
observes  Sir  Leicester.  "I  think  the  less 
said " 

"Pray,  Sir  Leicester,  let  me  hear  the  story 
out"  (it  is  my  Lady  speaking).  "It  is  quite 
a  story  for  twilight.  How  very  shocking ! 
Dead?" 

Mr,  Tulkinghorn  re-asserts  it  by  another 
inclination  of  his  head.  "  Whether  by  his  o^\■n 
hand " 

"Upon  my  honour!"  cries  Sir  Leicester. 
"Really!" 

"  Do  let  me  hear  the  story  ! "  says  my  Lady. 

"  Whatever  you  desire,  my  dear.  But,  I 
must  say " 

"  No,  you  mustn't  say  !  Go  on,  ]\Ir.  Tulking- 
horn." 

Sir  Leicester's  gallantry  concedes  the  point : 
though  he  still  feels  that  to  bring  this  sort  of 
squalor  among  the  upper  classes  is  really — 
really 

"  I  was  about  to  say,"  resumes  the  lawyer, 
with  undisturbed  calmness,  "  that  whether  he 
had  died  by  his  own  hand  or  not,  it  was  beyond 
my  power  to  tell  you.  I  should  amend  that 
phrase,  however,  by  saying  that  he  had  un- 
questionably died  of  his  own  act ;  though 
whether  by  his  own  deliberate  intention,  or  by 
mischance,  can  never  certainly  be  known.  The 
coroner's  jury  found  that  he  took  the  poison 
accidentally." 

"And  what  kind  of  man,"  my  Lady  asks, 
"was  this  deplorable  creature?" 

"Very  difficult  to  say,"  returns  the  lawyer, 
shaking  his  head.  "  He  had  lived  so  wretchedly, 
and  was  so  neglected,  with  his  gipsy  colour,  and 
his  wild  black  hair  and  beard,  that  I  should 
have  considered  him  the  commonest  of  the 
common.  The  surgeon  had  a  notion  that  he 
had  once  been  something  better,  both  in  appear- 
ance and  condition." 

"What  dill  they  call  the  wretched  being  ?" 

"  They  called  him  what  he  had  called  him- 
self, but  no  one  knew  his  name." 

"  Not  even  any  one  who  had  attended  on 
him?" 
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"  No  one  had  attended  on  him. 
found  dead.     In  fact,  I  found  him." 

"  Without  any  clue  to  anything  more?" 

'•Without  any;  there  was,"  says  the  lawyer 
meditatively,  "  an  old  portmanteau  ;  but — No, 
there  were  no  papers." 

During  the  utterance  of  every  word  of  this 
short  dialogue,  Lady  Dedlock  and  j\Ir.  Tullcing- 
l;orn,  without  any  other  alteration  in  their  cus- 
tomary deportment,  have  looked  very  steadily  at 
one  another — as  was  natural,  perhaps,  in  the  dis- 
cussion of  so  unusual  a  subject.  Sir  Leicester 
has  looked  at  the  fire,  with  the  general  expres- 
sion of  the  Dedlock  on  the  staircase.  The 
story  being  told,  he  renews  his  stately  protest, 
saying,  that  as  it  is  quite  clear  that  no  associa- 
tion in  my  Lady's  mind  can  possibly  be  trace- 
able to  this  poor  wretch  (unless  he  was  a  begging- 
letter  writer)  ;  he  trusts  to  hear  no  more  about 
a  subject  so  far  removed  from  my  Lady's 
station. 

"  Certainly,  a  collection  of  horrors,"  says  my 
Lady,  gathering  u])  her  mantles  and  furs ;  "  but 
.they  interest  one  for  the  moment !  Have  the 
kindness,  Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  to  open  the  door 
for  me." 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn  does  so  with  deference,  and 
holds  it  open  while  she  passes  out.  She  passes 
close  to  him,  with  her  usual  fatigued  manner, 
and  insolent  grace.  They  meet  again  at  dinner 
— again,  next  day — again,  for  many  days  in 
succession.  Lady  Dedlock  is  always  the  same 
exhausted  deity,  surrounded  by  worshippers, 
and  terribly  liable  to  be  bored  to  death,  even 
while  presiding  at  her  own  shrine.  Mr.  Tulking- 
liorn  is  always  the  same  speechless  repository 
of  noble  confidences  :  so  oddly  out  of  place, 
and  yet  so  perfectly  at  home.  They  appear  to 
take  as  little  note  of  one  another,  as  any  two 
l)eople,  enclosed  within  the  same  walls,  could. 
-But,  whether  each  evermore  watches  and  sus- 
pects the  other,  evermore  mistrustful  of  some 
great  reservation ;  whether  each  is  evermore 
prepared  at  all  points  for  the  other,  and  never 
to  be  taken  unawares  ;  what  each  would  give  to 
know  how  much  the  other  knows — all  this  is 
hidden,  for  the  time,  in  their  own  hearts. 


CHAPTER  XHL 

ESTHER'S     NARRATIVE. 

"YITE   held  many  consultations   about   what 

^  *      Richard  was  to  be  ;  first,  without   Mr. 

Jarndyce,  as  he  had  requested,  and  afterwards 


with  him  :  but  it  was  a  long  time  before  we  seemed 
to  make  progress.  Richard  said  he  was  ready  for 
anything.  \Vhen  Mr.  Jarndyce  doubted  whether 
he  might  not  already  be  too  old  to  enter  the  Navy, 
Richard  said  he  had  thought  of  that,  and  per- 
haps he  was.  When  Mr.  Jarndyce  asked  him 
what  he  thought  of  the  Army,  Richard  said  he 
had  thought  of  that,  too,  and  it  wasn't  a  bad 
idea.  When  ]\Ir.  Jarndyce  advised  him  to  try 
and  decide  within  himself,  whether  his  old  pre- 
ference for  the  sea  was  an  ordinary  boyish  in- 
clination, or  a  strong  impulse,  Richard  answered. 
Well,  he  really  had  tried  very  often,  and  he 
couldn't  make  out, 

"  How  much  of  this  indecision  of  character," 
]Mr.  Jarndyce  said  to  me,  "  is  chargeable  on  that 
incomprehensible  heap  of  uncertainty  and  pro- 
crastination on  Avhich  he  has  been  thrown  from 
his  birth,  I  don't  pretend  to  say;  but  that 
Chancery,  among  its  other  sins,  is  responsible 
for  some  of  it,  I  can  plainly  see.  It  has  en- 
gendered or  confirmed  in  him  a  habit  of  putting 
oft' — and  trusting  to  this,  that,  and  the  other 
chance,  without  knowing  what  chance — and  dis- 
missing everything  as  unsettled,  uncertain,  and 
confused.  The  character  of  much  older  and 
steadier  people  may  be  even  changed  by  the 
circumstances  surrounding  them.  It  would  be 
too  much  to  expect  that  a  boy's,  in  its  forma- 
tion, should  be  the  subject  of  such  influences, 
and  escape  them." 

I  felt  this  to  be  true ;  though,  if  I  may  venture 
to  mention  what  I  thought  besides,  I  thought  it 
much  to  be  regretted  that  Richard's  education 
had  not  counteracted  those  influences,  or  di- 
rected his  character.  He  had  been  eight  years 
at  a  public  school,  and  had  learnt,  I  understood, 
to  make  Latin  Verses  of  several  sorts,  in  the 
most  admirable  manner.  But  I  never  heard 
that  it  had  been  anybody's  business  to  find  out 
what  his  natural  bent  was,  or  where  his  failings 
lay,  or  to  adapt  any  kind  of  knowledge  to  Jiim. 
He  had  been  adapted  to  the  Verses,  and  had 
learnt  the  art  of  making  them  to  such  perfection, 
that  if  he  had  remained  at  school  until  he  was 
of  age,  I  suppose  he  could  only  have  gone  on 
making  them  over  and  over  again,  unless  he 
had  enlarged  his  education  by  forgetting  how  to 
do  it.  Still,  although  I  had  no  doubt  that  they 
were  ver}^  beautiful,  and  very  improving,  and 
very  sufficient  for  a  great  many  purposes  of  life, 
and  always  remembered  all  through  life,  I  did 
doubt  whether  Richard  would  not  have  profited 
by  some  one  studying  him  a  little,  instead  of 
his  studying  them  quite  so  much. 

To  be  sure,  I  knew  nothing  of  the  subject, 
and  do  not  even  now  know  whether  the  young 
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gentlemen  of  classic  Rome  or  Greece  made 
verses  to  the  same  extent — or  whether  the  young 
gentlemen  of  any  country  ever  did. 

"  I  haven't  the  least  idea,"  said  Richard, 
musing,  "  what  I  had  better  be.  Except  that  I 
am  quite  sure  I  don't  want  to  go  into  the  Church, 
it's  a  toss-up." 

"You  have  no  inclination  in  Mr.  Kenge's 
way  ?  "  suggested  Mr.  Jarndyce. 

"  I  don't  know  that,  sir  !  "  replied  Richard. 


Articled  clerks  go  a 
It's  a  capital  profes- 


"  I  am  fond  of  boating, 
good  deal  on  the  water 
sion  ! " 

"  Surgeon — "  suggested  Mr.  Jarndyce. 

"  That's  the  thing,  sir !  "  cried  Richard. 

I  doubt  if  he  had  ever  once  thought  of  it 
before. 

"That's  the  thing,  sir;"  repeated  Richard, 
with  the  greatest  enthusiasm.  "  We  have  got  it 
at  last.     M.R.C.S. !" 
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He  was  not  to  be  laughed  out  of  it,  though 
he  laughed  at  it  heartily.  He  said  he  had 
chosen  his  profession,  and  the  more  he  thought 
of  it,  the  more  he  thought  that  his  destiny  was 
clear ;  the  art  of  healing  was  the  art  of  all  others 
for  him.  Mistrusting  that  he  only  came  to  this 
conclusion,  because,  having  never  had  much 
chance  of  finding  out  for  himself  what  he  was 
fitted  for,  and  having  never  been  guided  to  the 
discovery,  he  was  taken  by  the  fiewest  idea,  and 
was  glad  to  get  rid  of  the  trouble  of  considera- 
tion, I  wondered  whether  the  Latin  Verses  often 
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ended  in  this,  or  whether  Richard's  was  a  soli- 
tary case.  •« 

Mr.  Jarndyce  took  great  pains  to  talk  with 
him  seriously,  and  to  put  it  to  his  good  sense 
not  to  deceive  himself  in  so  important  a  matter. 
Richard  was  a  little  grave  after  these  interviews  ; 
but  invariably  told  Ada  and  me  "  that  it  was  all 
right,"  and  then  began  to  talk  about  something 
else. 

"  By  Heaven  !  "  cried  Mr.  Boythom,  who  in- 
terested himself  strongly  in  the  subject — though 
I  need  not  say  that,  for  he  could  do  nothing 
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weakly ;  "  I  rejoice  to  find  a  young  gentleman 
of  spirit  and  gallantry  devoting  himself  to  that 
noble  profession  !  The  more  spirit  there  is  in 
it,  the  better  for  mankind,  and  the  worse  for 
those  mercenary  task-masters  and  low  tricksters 
who  delight  in  putting  that  illustrious  art  at  a 
disadvantage  in  the  world.  By  all  that  is  base 
and  despicable,"  cried  Mr.  Boythorn,  "  the 
treatment  of  Surgeons  aboard  ship  is  such,  that 
I  would  submit  the  legs — both  legs — of  every 
member  of  the  Admiralty  Board  to  a  compound 
fracture,  and  render  it  a  transportable  offence  in 
any  qualified  practitioner  to  set  them,  if  the  sys- 
tem were  not  wholly  changed  in  eight-and-forty 
hours  !  " 

"  Wouldn't  you  give  them  a  week  ?  "  asked 
Mr.  Jamdyce. 

"  No  !  "  cried  Mr.  Boythorn  firmly.  "■  Not 
on  any  consideration  !  Eight-and-forty  hours  ! 
As  to  Corporations,  Parishes,  Vestry-Boards,  and 
similar  gatherings  of  jolter-headed  clods,  who 
assemble  to  exchange  such  speeches  that,  by 
Heaven  !  they  ought  to  be  worked  in  quicksilver 
mines  for  the  short  remainder  of  their  miserable 
existence,  if  it  were  only  to  prevent  their  detest- 
able English  from  contaminating  a  language 
spoken  in  the  presence  of  the  Sun — as  to  those 
fellows,  who  meanly  take  advantage  of  the  ardour 
of  gentlemen  in  the  pursuit  of  knowledge,  to  re- 
compense the  inestimable  services  of  the  best 
years  of  their  lives,  their  long  study,  and  their 
expensive  education,  with  pittances  too  small 
for  the  acceptance  of  clerks,  I  would  have  the 
necks  of  every  one  of  them  wrung,  and  their 
skulls  arranged  in  Surgeons'  Hall  for  the  con- 
templation of  the  Avhole  profession — in  order 
that  its  younger  members  might  understand 
from  actual  measurement,  in  early  life,  how 
thick  skulls  may  become  !  " 

He  wound  up  this  vehement  declaration  by 
looking  round  upon  us  with  a  most  agreeable 
smile,  and  suddenly  thundering.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 
over  and  over  again,  until  anybody  else  might 
have  been  expected  to  be  quite  subdued  by  the 
exertion. 

As  Richard  still  continued  to  say  that  he  was 
fixed  in  his  choice,  after  repeated  periods  for 
consideration  had  been  recommended  by  Mr. 
Jamdyce,  and  had  expired  ;  and  as  he  still  con- 
tinued to  assure  Ada  and  me,  in  the  same  final 
manner,  that  it  was  "  all  right ; "  it  became  ad- 
visable to  take  Mr.  Kenge  into  council.  Mr. 
Kenge,  therefore,  came  down  to  dinner  one  day, 
and  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  and  turned  his 
eye-glasses  over  and  over,  and  spoke  in  a  sono- 
rous voice,  and  did  exactly  what  I  remembered 
to  have  seen  him  do  when  I  was  a  little  girl. 


"Yes.    Well!     A 
Jamdyce  ;    a  very 


"  Ah ! "  said  Mr.  Kenge. 
very  good  profession,  Mr 
good  profession." 

"  The  course  of  study  and  preparation  re- 
quires to  be  diligently  pursued,"  observed  my 
Guardian,  with  a  glance  at  Richard. 

"  O,  no  doubt,"  said  Mr.  Kenge.  "  Dili- 
gently." 

"  But  that  being  the  case,  more  or  less,  with 
all  pursuits  that  are  worth  much,"  said  Mr. 
Jarndyce,  "  it  is  not  a  special  consideration 
which  another  choice  would  be  likely  to  escape." 

"  Truly,"  said  Mr.  Kenge.  "  And  Mr.  Richard 
Carstone,  who  has  so  meritoriously  acquitted 
himself  in  the — shall  I  say  the  classic  shades  ? — 
in  which  his  youth  had  been  passed,  will,  no 
doubt,  apply  the  habits,  if  not  the  principles  and 
practice,  of  versification  in  that  tongue  in  which 
a  poet  was  said  (unless  I  mistake)  to  be  born, 
not  made,  to  the  more  eminently  practical  field 
of  action  on  which  he  enters." 

"  You  may  rely  upon  it,"  said  Richard,  in  his 
off-hand  manner,  "  that  I  shall  go  at  it,  and  do 
my  best." 

"  Very  well,  Mr.  Jamdyce  ! "  said  Mr.  Kenge, 
gently  nodding  his  head.  "  Really,  when  we 
are  assured  by  Mr.  Richard  that  he  means  to  go 
at  it,  and  to  do  his  best,"  nodding  feelingly  and 
smoothly  over  those  expressions ;  "  I  would 
submit  to  you,  that  we  have  only  to  inquire  into 
the  best  mode  of  carrying  out  the  object  of  his 
ambition.  Now,  with  reference  to  placing  Mr. 
Richard  with  some  sufficiently  eminent  practi- 
tioner.    Is  there  any  one  in  view  at  jDresent  ?  " 

"  No  one.  Rick,  I  think  ?  "  said  my  Guardian. 

"  No  one,  sir,"  said  Richard. 

"  Quite  so  ! "  observed  Mr.  Kenge.  "  As  to 
situation,  now.  Is  there  any  particular  feeling 
on  that  head  ?  " 

"  N — no,"  said  Richard. 

"  Quite  so  ! "  observed  Mr.  Kenge  again. 

"  I  should  like  a  little  variety,"  said  Richard; 
"  — 1  mean  a  good  range  of  experience." 

"  Very  requisite,  no  doubt,"  returned  Mr. 
Kenge.  "  I  think  this  may  be  easily  arranged, 
Mr.  Jarndyce?  We  have  only,  in  the  first 
place,  to  discover  a  sufficiently  eligible  practi- 
tioner; and,  as  soon  as  we  make  our  want — 
and,  shall  I  add,  our  abihty  to  pay  a  premium? 
— known,  our  only  difficulty  will  be  in  the  selec- 
tion of  one  from  a  large  number.  We  have 
only,  in  the  second  place,  to  observe  those  little 
formalities  which  are  rendered  necessary  by  our 
time  of  life,  and  our  being  under  the  guardian- 
ship of  the  Court.  We  shall  soon  be — shall  I 
say,  in  Mr.  Richard's  own  light-hearted  manner, 
'  going  at  it ' — to  our  heart's  content.     It  is  a 
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coincidence,"  said  Mr.  Kenge,  with  a  tinge  of 
melancholy  in  his  smile,  "  one  of  those  coinci- 
dences which  may  or  may  not  require  an  explana- 
tion beyond  our  present  limited  faculties,  that  I 
have  a  cousin  in  the  medical  profession.  He 
might  be  deemed  eligible  by  you,  and  might  be 
disposed  to  respond  to  this  proposaL  I  can 
answer  for  him  as  little  as  for  you;  but  he 
might !  " 

As  this  was  an  opening  in  the  prospect,  it  was 
arranged  that  Mr.  Kenge  should  see  his  cousin. 
And  as  Mr.  Jarndyce  had  before  proposed  to 
take  us  to  London  for  a  few  weeks,  it  was  settled 
next  day  that  we  should  make  our  visit  at  once, 
and  combine  Richard's  business  with  it. 

Mr.  Boythorn  leaving  us  within  a  week,  we 
took  up  our  abode  at  a  cheerful  lodging  near 
Oxford  Street,  over  an  upholsterer's  shop. 
London  was  a  great  wonder  to  us,  and  we  were 
out  for  hours  and  hours  at  a  time ;  seeing  the 
sights ;  which  appeared  to  be  less  capable  of 
exhaustion  than  we  were.  We  made  tht  round 
of  the  principal  theatres,  too,  with  great  delight, 
and  saw  all  the  plays  that  were  worth  seeing. 
I  mention  this,  because  it  was  at  the  theatre 
that  I  began  to  be  made  uncomfortable  again, 
by  Mr.  Guppy. 

I  was  sitting  in  front  of  the  box  one  night 
with  Ada ;  and  Richard  was  in  the  place  he 
liked  best,  behind  Ada's  chair  ;  when,  happen- 
ing to  look  down  into  the  pit,  I  saw  Mr.  Guppy, 
with  his  hair  flattened  down  upon  his  head,  and 
woe  depicted  in  his  face,  looking  up  at  me.  I 
felt,  all  through  the  performance,  that  he  never 
looked  at  the  actors,  but  constantly  looked  at 
me,  and  always  with  a  carefully  prepared  ex- 
pression of  the  deepest  misery  and  the  pro- 
foundest  dejection. 

It  quite  spoiled  my  pleasure  for  that  night, 
because  it  was  so  very  embarrassing  and  so  very 
ridiculous.  But,  from  that  time  forth,  we  never 
went  to  the  play  without  my  seeing  ISIr.  Guppy 
in  the  pit,  always  with  his  hair  straight  and  flat, 
his  shirt-collar  turned  down,  and  a  general 
feebleness  about  him.  If  he  were  not  there 
when  we  went  in,  and  I  began  to  hope  he  would 
not  come,  and  yielded  myself  for  a  little  while 
to  the  interest  of  the  scene,  I  was  certain  to 
encounter  his  languishing  eyes  when  I  least 
expected  it,  and,  from  that  time,  to  be  quite 
sure  that  they  were  fixed  upon  me  all  the 
evening. 

I  really  cannot  express  how  uneasy  this  made 
me.  If  he  would  only  have  brushed  up  his 
hair,  or  turned  up  his  collar,  it  would  have  been 
bad  enough  ;  but  to  know  that  that  absurd  figure 
was  always  gazing  at  me,  and  always  in  that 


demonstrative  state  of  despondency,  put  such  a 
constraint  upon  me  that  I  did  not  like  to  laugh 
at  the  play,  or  to  cry  at  it,  or  to  move  or  to 
speak.  I  seemed  able  to  do  nothing  naturally. 
As  to  escaping  Mr,  Guppy  by  going  to  the  back 
of  the  box,  I  could  not  bear  to  do  that ;  because 
I  knew  Richard  and  Ada  relied  on  having  me 
next  tliem,  and  that  they  could  never  have  talked 
together  so  happily  if  anybody  else  had  been  in 
my  place.  So  there  I  sat,  not  knowing  where 
to  look — for  wherever  I  looked,  I  knew  Mr. 
Guppy's  eyes  were  following  me — and  thinking 
of  the  dreadful  expense  to  which  this  young 
man  was  putting  himself  on  my  account. 

Sometimes,  I  thought  of  telling  Mr.  Jarndyce. 
Then  I  feared  that  the  young  man  Avould  lose 
his  situation,  and  that  I  might  ruin,  him  Some- 
times, I  thought  of  confiding  in  Richard ;  but 
was  deterred  by  the  possibility  of  his  fighting 
Mr.  Guppy,  and  giving  him  black  eyes.  Some- 
times, I  thought,  should  I  frowTi  at  him,  or 
shake  my  head.  Then  I  felt  I  could  not  do  it. 
Sometimes,  I  considered  whether  I  should  wiite 
to  his  mother,  but  that  ended  in  my  being  con- 
vinced that  to  open  a  correspondence  would  be 
to  make  the  matter  worse.  I  always  came  to 
the  conclusion,  finally,  that  I  could  do  nothing, 
Mr.  Guppy's  perseverance,  all  this  time,  not 
only  produced  him  regularly  at  any  theatre  to 
which  we  went,  but  caused  him  to  appear  in  the 
crowd  as  we  were  coming  out,  and  even  to  get 
up  behind  our  fly,  where  I  am  sure  I  saw  him, 
two  or  three  times,  struggling  among  the  most 
dreadful  spikes.  After  we  got  home,  he  haunted 
a  post  opposite  our  house.  The  upholsterer's 
where  we  lodged,  being  at  the  corner  of  two 
streets,  and  my  bedroom  window  being  opposite 
the  post,  I  was  afraid  to  go  near  the  window 
when  I  went  up-stairs,  lest  I  should  see  him  (as 
I  did  one  moonlight  night)  leaning  against  the 
post,  and  evidently  catching  cold.  If  Mr. 
Guppy  had  not  been,  fortunately  for  me,  engaged 
in  the  day-time,  I  really  should  have  had  no 
rest  from  him. 

While  we  were  making  this  round  of  gaieties, 
in  which  Mr.  Guppy  so  extraordinarily  partici- 
pated, the  business  which  had  helped  to  bring 
us  to  town  was  not  neglected.  Mr.  Kenge's 
cousin  was  a  Mr.  Bayham  Badger,  who  had  a 
good  practice  at  Chelsea,  and  attended  a  large 
public  Institution  besides.  He  was  quite  will- 
ing to  receive  Richard  into  his  house,  and  to 
superintend  his  studies ;  and  as  it  seemed  that 
those  could  be  pursued  advantageously  under 
Mr.  Badger's  roof,  and  Mr.  Badger  liked  Richard, 
and  as  Richard  said  he  liked  Mr.  Badger  "  well 
enough,"   an   agreement   was   made,  the   Lord 
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Chancellor's  consent  was  obtained,  and  it  was 
all  settled. 

On  tlie  day  when  matters  were  concluded 
between  Richard  and  Mr.  Badger,  we  were  all 
under  engagement  to  dine  at  Mr.  Badger's  house. 
We  were  to  be  '•  merely  a  family  party,"  Mrs. 
Badger's  note  said  ;  and  we  found  no  lady  there 
but  Mrs.  Badger  herself.  She  was  surrounded 
in  the  drawing-room  by  various  objects,  indica- 
tive of  her  painting  a  little,  playing  the  piano  a 
little,  playing  the  guitar  a  little,  playing  the  harp 
a  little,  singing  a  little,  working  a  little,  reading 
a  little,  writing  poetry  a  little,  and  botanising  a 
little.  She  was  a  lady  of  about  fifty,  I  should 
think,  youthfully  dressed,  and  of  a  very  fine  com- 
plexion. If  I  add,  to  the  little  list  of  her  accom- 
plishments, that  she  rouged  a  little,  I  do  not 
mean  that  there  was  any  harm  in  it. 

Mr.  Bayham  Badger  himself  was  a  pink,  fresh- 
faced,  crisp-looking  gentleman,  with  a  weak 
voice,  white  teeth,  light  hair,  and  surprised  eyes : 
some  years  younger,  I  should  say,  than  Mrs. 
Bayham  Badger.  He  admired  her  exceedingly, 
but  principally,  and  to  begin  with,  on  the  curious 
ground  (as  it  seemed  to  us)  of  her  having  had 
three  husbands.  We  had  barely  taken  our  seats, 
when  he  said  to  Mr.  Jarndyce  quite  triumphantly, 

"  You  would  hardly  suppose  that  I  am  Mrs, 
Bayham  Badger's  third  !" 

"Indeed.!*"  said  Mr.  Jarndyce. 

"  Her  third  1"  said  Mr.  Badger.  ''  Mrs.  Bay- 
ham Badger  has  not  the  appearance.  Miss  Sum- 
merson,  of  a  lady  who  has  had  two  former 
husbands?" 

I  said,  "  Not  at  all !  " 

"And  most  remarkable  men!"  said  Mr. 
Badger,  in  a  tone  of  confidence.  "  Captain 
Swosser  of  the  Koyal  Navy,  who  was  Mrs.  Bad- 
ger's first  husband, was  a  very  distinguished  officer 
indeed.  The  name  of  Professor  Dingo,  my  im- 
mediate predecessor,  is  one  of  European  repu- 
tation." 

Mrs.  Badger  overheard  him,  and  smiled. 

"Yes,  my  dear!"  Mr.  Badger  replied  to  the 
smile,  "  I  was  observing  to  Mr.  Jarndyce  and 
Miss  Summerson,  that  you  had  had  two  fomier 
husbands — both  very  distinguished  men.  And 
they  found  it,  as  people  generally  do,  difficult  to 
believe." 

"  I  was  barely  twenty,"  said  Mrs.  Badger, 
"  when  I  married  Captain  Swosser  of  the  Royal 
Navy.  I  was  in  the  Mediterranean  with  him  ; 
I  am  quite  a  Sailor.  On  the  twelfth  anniversary 
of  my  wedding-day,  I  became  the  wife  of  Pro- 
fessor Dingo." 

("  Of  European  reputation,"  added  Mr.  Badger 
in  an  under  tone.) 


"And  when  Mr.  Badger  and  myself  were 
marrted,"  pursued  Mrs,  Badger,  "  we  were 
married  on  the  same  day  of  the  year.  I  had 
become  attached  to  the  day." 

"  So  that  Mrs.  Badger  has  been  married  to 
three  husbands — two  of  them  highly  distinguished 
men,"  said  Mr.  Badger,  summing  up  the  facts, 
"  and,  each  time,  upon  the  twenty-first  of  March 
at  Eleven  in  the  forenoon  !" 

We  all  expressed  our  admiration. 

"But  for  Mr.  Badger's  modesty,"  said  Mr. 
Jarndyce,  "  I  would  take  leave  to  correct  him, 
and  say  three  distinguished  men." 

"  Thank  you,  Mr.  Jarndyce  !  What  I  always 
tell  him  !"  observed  Mrs.  Badger. 

"And,  my  dear,"  said  Mr.  Badger,  "what  do 
/  always  tell  you  ?  That  without  any  aff"ectation 
of  disparaging  such  professional  distinction  as  I 
may  have  attained  (which  our  friend  Mr.  Car- 
stone  will  have  many  opportunities  of  estimating), 
I  am  not  so  weak — no,  really,"  said  Mr.  Badger 
to  us  generally,  "  so  unreasonable — as  to  put 
my  reputation  on  the  same  footing  with  such 
first-rate  men  as  Captain  Swosser  and  Professor 
Dingo.  Perhaps  you  may  be  interested,  Mr. 
Jarndyce,"  continued  Mr.  Bayham  Badger,  lead- 
ing the  way  into  the  next  drawing-room,  "in 
this  portrait  of  Captain  Swosser.  It  was  taken 
on  his  return  home  from  the  African  Station, 
where  he  had  suffered  from  the  fever  of  the 
country.  Mrs,  Badger  considers  it  too  yellow. 
But  it's  a  very  fine  head.     A  very  fine  head  !" 

We  all  echoed  "  A  very  fine  head  !  " 

"  I  feel  when  I  look  at  it,"  said  Mr.  Badger, 
"  '  that's  a  man  I  should  hke  to  have  seen  ! '  It 
strikingly  bespeaks  the  first-class  man  that  Cap- 
tain Swosser  pre-eminently  was.  On  the  other 
side.  Professor  Dingo.  I  knew  him  well — 
attended  him  in  his  last  illness — a  speaking 
likeness  !  Over  the  piano,  Mrs.  Bayham  Badger 
when  Mrs.  Swosser.  Over  the  sofa,  Mrs.  Bay- 
ham Badger  when  Mrs.  Dingo.  Of  Mrs.  Bayham 
Badger  in  esse,  I  possess  the  original,  and  have 
no  copy." 

Dinner  was  now  announced,  and  we  went 
down-stairs.  It  was  a  very  genteel  entertain- 
ment, very  handsomely  served.  But  the  Cap- 
tain and  the  Professor  still  ran  in  Mr.  Badger's 
head,  and,  as  Ada  and  I  had  the  honour  of 
being  under  his  particular  care,  we  had  the  full 
benefit  of  them. 

"  Water,  Miss  Summerson  ?  Allow  me  !  Not 
in  that  tumbler,  pray.  Bring  me  the  Professor's 
goblet,  James  ! " 

Ada  very  much  admired  some  artificial  flowers, 
under  a  glass. 

"  Astonishing   how   they   keep  ! "    said    Mr. 
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Badger.  "  They  were  presented  to  Mrs.  Bay- 
ham  Badger  when  she  was  in  the  Mediter- 
ranean." 

He  invited  Mr.  Jarndyce  to  take  a  glass  of 
claret. 

"Not  that  claret!"  he  said.  "Excuse  me! 
This  is  an  occasion,  and  on  an  occasion  I  pro- 
duce some  very  special  claret  I  happen  to  have. 
(James,  Captain  Swosser's  wine  !)  Mr.  Jarn- 
dyce, this  is  a  wine  that  was  imported  by  the 
Captain,  we  will  not  say  how  many  years  ago. 
You  will  find  it  very  curious.  My  dear,  I  shall 
be  happy  to  take  some  of  this  wine  with  you. 
(Captain  Swosser's  claret  to  your  mistress, 
James  !)     My  love,  your  health  !" 

After  dinner,  when  we  ladies  retired,  we  took 
Mrs.  Badger's  first  and  second  husband  with  us. 
Mrs.  Badger  gave  us,  in  the  drawing-room,  a 
Biographical  sketch  of  the  life  and  services  of 
Captain  Swosser  before  his  marriage,  and  a 
more  minute  account  of  him  dating  from  the 
time  when  he  fell  in  love  with  her,  at  a  ball  on 
board  the  Crippler,  given  to  the  officers  of  that 
ship  when  she  lay  in  Plymouth  Harbour. 

"  The  dear  old  Crippler  !  "  said  Mrs.  Badger, 
shaking  her  head.  "  She  was  a  noble  vessel. 
Trim,  ship-shape,  all  a  taunto,  as  Captain 
Swosser  used  to  say.  You  must  excuse  me  if  I 
occasionally  introduce  a  nautical  expression  ;  I 
was  quite  a  sailor  once.  Captain  Swosser  loved 
that  craft  for  my  sake.  When  she  was  no  longer 
in  commission,  he  frequently  said  that  if  he  were 
rich  enough  to  buy  her  old  hulk,  he  would  have 
an  inscription  let  into  the  timbers  of  the  quarter- 
deck where  we  stood  as  partners  in  the  dance, 
to  mark  the  spot  where  he  fell — raked  fore  and 
aft  (Captain  Swosser  used  to  say)  by  the  fire 
from  my  tops.  It  was  his  naval  way  of  men- 
tioning my  eyes." 

Mrs.  Badger  shook  her  head,  sighed,  and 
looked  in  the  glass. 

"  It  was  a  great  change  from  Captain  Swosser 
to  Professor  Dingo,"  she  resumed,  with  a  plain- 
tive smile.  "  I  felt  it  a  good  deal  at  first.  Such 
an  entire  revolution  in  my  mode  of  life  !  But 
custom,  combined  with  science — particularly 
science — inured  me  to  it.  Being  the  Professor's 
sole  companion  in  his  botanical  excursions,  I 
almost  forgot  that  I  had  ever  been  afloat,  and 
became  quite  learned.  It  is  singular  that  the 
Professor  was  the  Antipodes  of  Captain  Swosser, 
and  that  Mr.  Badger  is  not  in  the  least  like 
either  !" 

We  then  passed  into  a  narmtive  of  the  deaths 
of  Captain  Swosser  and  Professor  Dingo,  both 
of  whom  seemed  to  have  had  very  bad  com- 
plaints.    In  the  course  of  it,  Mrs.  Badger  signi- 


fied to  us  that  she  had  never  madly  loved  but 
once ;  and  that  the  object  of  that  wild  aft'ection, 
never  to  be  recalled  in  its  fresh  enthusiasm,  was 
Captain  Swosser.  The  Professor  was  yet  dying 
by  inches  in  the  most  dismal  manner,  and  Mrs. 
Badger  was  giving  us  imitations  of  his  way  of 
saying,  with  great  difficulty,  "  Where  is  Laura  ? 
Let  Laura  give  me  my  toast  and  water  !  "  when 
the  entrance  of  the  gentlemen  consigned  him  to 
the  tomb. 

Now,  I  observed  that  evening,  as  I  had 
observed  for  some  days  past,  that  Ada  and 
Richard  were  more  than  ever  attached  to  each 
other's  society  ;  which  was  but  natural,  seeing 
that  they  were  going  to  be  separated  so  soon. 
I  was  therefore  not  very  much  surprised,  when 
we  got  home,  and  Ada  and  I  retired  up-stairs, 
to  find  Ada  more  silent  than  usual ;  though  I 
was  not  quite  prepared  for  her  coming  into  my 
arms,  and  beginning  to  speak  to  me,  with  her 
face  hidden. 

"  My  darling  Esther!"  murmured  Ada.  "I 
have  a  great  secret  to  tell  you  !" 

A  mighty  secret,  my  pretty  one,  no  doubt ! 

"  What  is  it,  Ada?" 

"  O  Esther,  you  would  never  guess  !" 

"  Shall  I  try  to  guess  ?"  said  I. 

"O  no!  Don't!  Pray  don't!"  cried  Ada, 
very  much  startled  by  the  idea  of  my  doing  so. 

"  Now,  I  wonder  who  it  can  be  about  ?"  said 
I,  pretending  to  consider. 

"  It's  about,"  said  Ada,  in  a  whisper.  "  It's 
about — my  cousin  Richard  ! '' 

"  Well,  my  own  !"  said  I,  kissing  her  bright 
hair,  which  was  all  I  could  see.  "  And  what 
about  him  ?  " 

"  O  Esther,  you  would  never  guess  ! " 

It  was  so  pretty  to  have  her  clinging  to  me  in 
that  way,  hiding  her  face ;  and  to  know  that  she 
was  not  crying  in  sorrow,  but  in  a  little  glow  of 
joy,  and  pride,  and  hope ;  that  I  would  not  help 
her  just  yet. 

"  He  says — I  know  it's  very  foolish,  we  are 
both  so  young — but  he  says,"  with  a  burst  of 
tears,  "  that  he  loves  me  dearly,  Esther." 

"  Does  he  indeed  ?  "  said  I.  "I  never  heard 
of  such  a  thing !  Why,  my  pet  of  pets,  I 
could  have  told  you  that  weeks  and  weeks 
ago!" 

To  see  Ada  lift  up  her  flushed  face  in  joyful 
surprise,  and  hold  me  round  the  neck,  and 
laugh,  and  cry,  and  blush,  and  laugh,  was  so 
pleasant  ! 

"  Why,  my  darlmg  !  "  said  I,  "  what  a  goose 
you  must  take  me  for  !  Your  cousin  Richard 
has  been  loving  you  as  plainly  as  he  could,  fci 
i  don't  know  how  lono; !  " 
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"  And  yet  you  never  said  a  word  about  it !  " 
cried  Ada,  kissing  me. 

"  No,  my  love,'  said  I.  "  I  waited  to  l)e 
told." 

"  But  now  I  have  told  you,  you  don't  think 
it  wrong  of  me  ;  do  you  ?  "  returned  Ada.  She 
might  have  coaxed  me  to  say  No,  if  I  had  been 
the  hardest-hearted  Duenna  in  the  world.  Not 
being  that  yet,  I  said  No,  very  freely. 

"  And  now,"  said  I,  "  I  know  the  worst  of  it." 

"O  that's  not  quite  the  Avorst  of  it,  Esther 
dear,"  cried  Ada,  holding  me  tighter,  and  laying 
down  her  face  again  upon  my  breast. 

"  No  ?  "  said  I.     "  Not  even  that  ?  " 

"  No,  not  even  that ! "  said  Ada,  shaking  her 
head. 

"  Why,  }-ou  never  mean  to  say —  ! "  I  was  be- 
ginning in  joke. 

But  Ada,  looking  up,  and  smiling  through 
her  tears,  cried,  "  Yes,  I  do  !  You  know,  you 
know  I  do  ! '"  and  then  sobbed  out,  "  AVith  all 
my  heart  I  do !  With  all  my  Avhole  heart, 
I'lsthcr  ! " 

I  told  her,  laughing,  why  I  had  known  that, 
too,  just  as  well  as  1  had  known  the  other ! 
And  we  sat  before  the  fire,  and  I  had  all  the 
talking  to  myself  for  a  little  while  (though  there 
was  not  much  of  it) ;  and  Ada  was  soon  quiet 
and  happy. 

"  Do  you  think  my  cousin  John  knows,  dear 
Dame  Durden  .^  "  she  asked. 

"  Unless  my  cousin  John  is  blind,  my  pet," 
said  I,  "  I  should  think  my  cousin  John  knows 
pretty  well  as  much  as  we  know." 

"  We  want  to  speak  to  him  before  Richard 
goes,"  said  Ada,  timidly,  "  and  we  wanted  you 
to  advise  us,  and  to  tell  him  so.  Perhaps  you 
wouldn't  mind  Richard's  coming  in,  Dame 
Durden  ?  " 

"  O  !  Richard  is  outside,  is  he,  my  dear  ?  " 
said  I. 

"  I  am  not  quite  certain,"  returned  Ada,  with 
a  bashful  simplicity  that  would  have  won  my 
heart,  if  she  had  not  won  it  long  before  ;  "  but  I 
think  he's  waiting  at  the  door." 

There  he  was,  of  course.  They  brought  a 
chair  on  either  side  of  me,  and  put  me  between 
them,  and  really  seemed  to  have  fallen  in  love 
with  me,  instead  of  one  another  3  they  were  so 
confiding,  and  so  trustful,  and  so  fond  of  me. 
They  went  on  in  their  own  wild  way  for  a  little 
while — /never  stopped  them;  I  enjoyed  it  too 
much  myself— and  then  we  gradually  fell  to 
considering  how  young  they  were,  and  how 
there  must  be  a  lapse  of  several  years  before 
this  early  love  could  come  to  anything,  and  how 
it  could  com.e  to  happiness  only  if  it  were  real 


and  lasting,  and  inspired  them  with  a  steady 
resolution  to  do  their  duty  to  each  other,  with 
constancy,  fortitude,  and  perseverance :  each 
always  for  the  other's  sake.  Well  !  Richard  said 
that  he  would  work  his  fingers  to  the  bone  for 
Ada,  and  Ada  said  that  she  would  work  her 
fingers  to  the  bone  for  Richard,  and  they  called 
me  all  sorts  of  endearing  and  sensible  names, 
and  we  sat  there,  advising  and  talking,  half  the 
night.  Finally,  before  we  parted,  I  gave  them 
my  promise  to  speak  to  their  cousin  John  to- 
morrow. 

So,  when  to-morrow  came,  I  went  to  my 
Guardian  after  breakfast,  in  the  room  that 
was  our  town  substitute  for  the  Growlery,  and 
told  him  that  I  had  it  in  trust  to  tell  him  some- 
thing. 

"  Well,  little  woman,"  said  he,  shutting  up  his 
book,  "  if  you  have  accepted  the  trust  there  can 
be  no  harm  in  it." 

'''  I  hope  not.  Guardian,"  said  I.  "  I  can 
guarantee  that  there  is  no  secrecy  in  it.  For  it 
only  happened  yesterday." 

"  Aye?     And  what  is  it,  Esther?" 

"Guardian,"  said  I,  "you  remember  the 
happy  night  when  we  first  came  down  to  Bleak 
House?  When  Ada  was  singing  in  the  dark 
room  ?" 

I  wished  to  recall  to  his  remembrance  the  look 
he  had  given  me  then.  Unless  I  am  much  mis- 
taken, I  saw  that  I  did  so. 

"  Because,"  said  I,  with  a  little  hesitation. 

"  Yes,  my  dear  !"  said  he.     "  Don't  hurry." 

"  Because,"  said  I,  "  Ada  and  Richard  have 
fallen  in  love.     And  have  told  each  other  so." 

"  Already  ! "  cried  my  Guardian,  quite  as- 
tonished. 

"  Yes  !"  said  I,  "  and  to  tell  you  the  truth, 
Guardian,  I  rather  expected  it." 

"  The  deuce  you  did !"  said  he. 

He  sat  considering  for  a  minute  or  two  ;  with 
his  smile,  at  once  so  handsome  and  go  kind, 
upon  his  changing  face ;  and  then  requested  me 
to  let  them  know  that  he  wished  to  see  them. 
When  they  came,  he  encircled  Ada  with  one 
arm,  in  his  fatherly  way,  and  addressed  himself 
to  Richard  Avith  a  cheerful  gravity. 

"  Rick,"  said  Mr.  Jarndyce,  "  I  am  glad  to 
have  Avon  your  confidence.  I  hope  to  preserve 
it.  When  I  contemplated  these  relations  be- 
tAveen  us  four  Avhich  have  so  brightened  my  life, 
and  so  invested  it  Avith  new  interests  and  plea- 
sures, I  certainly  did  contemplate,  afar  oft",  the 
possibility  of  you  and  your  pretty  cousin  here 
(don't  be  shy,  Ada,  don't  be  shy,  my  dear  !) 
being  in  a  mind  to  go  through  life  together.  I 
saw,   and   do   see,  many   reasons   to   make   it 
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desirable.  But  that  was  afar  off,  Rick,  afar 
off!" 

'•'  We  look  afar  off,  sir,"  returned  Richard. 

"Well!"  said  Mr.  Jarndyce.  "That's  ra- 
tional. Now,  hear  me,  my  dears  !  I  might  tell 
you  that  you  don't  know  your  own  minds  yet ; 
that  a  thousand  things  may  happen  to  divert  you 
from  one  another ;  that  it  is  well  this,  chain  of 
flowers  you  have  taken  up  is  very  easily  broken, 
or  it  might  become  a  chain  of  lead.  But  I  will 
not  do  that.  Such  wisdom  will  come  soon 
enough,  I  dare  say,  if  it  is  to  come  at  all.  I 
will  assume  that,  a  few  years  hence,  you  will  be 
in  your  hearts  to  one  another,  what  you  are  to- 
day. All  I  say  before  speaking  to  you  according 
to  that  assumption  is,  if  you  do  change — if  you 
do  come  to  find  that  you  are  more  commonplace 
cousins  to  each  other  as  man  and  woman,  than 
you  were  as  boy  and  girl  (your  manhood  will 
excuse  me.  Rick  !)— don't  be  ashamed  still  to 
confide  in  me,  for  there  will  be  nothing  mon- 
strous or  uncommon  in  it.  I  am  only  your 
friend  and  distant  kinsman.  I  have  no  power 
over  you  whatever.  But  I  wish  and  hope  to 
retain  your  confidence,  if  I  do  nothing  to  forfeit 
it." 

"I  am  very  sure,  sir,"  returned  Richard,  "that 
I  speak  for  Ada,  too,  when  I  say  that  you  have 
the  strongest  power  over  us  both — rooted  in 
respect,  gratitude,  and  affection — strengthening 
every  day." 

"  Dear  Cousin  John,"  said  Ada,  on  his 
shoulder,  "  my  father's  place  can  never  be 
empty  again.  All  the  love  and  duty  I  could 
ever  have  rendered  to  him,  is  transferred  to  you." 

"Come!"  said  Mr.  Jarndyce.  "Now  for 
our  assumption.  Now  we  lift  our  eyes  up,  and 
look  hopefully  at  the  distance  !  Rick,  the  world 
is  before  you  ;  and  it  is  most  probable  that  as 
you  enter  it,  so  it  will  receive  you.  Trust  in 
nothing  but  in  Providence  and  your  own  efforts. 
Never  separate  the  two,  like  the  heathen  wag- 
goner. Constancy  in  love  is  a  good  thing ;  but 
it  means  nothing,  and  is  nothing,  without  con- 
stancy in  every  kind  of -effort.  If  you  had  the 
abilities  of  all  the  great  men,  past  and  present, 
you  could  do  nothing  v/ell,  without  sincerely 
meaning  it,  and  setting  about  it.  If  you  enter- 
tain the  supposiiion  that  any  real  success,  in 
great  things  or  in  small,  ever  was  or  could  be, 
ever  will  or  can  be,  wrested  from  Fortune  by 
fits  and  starts,  leave  that  wrong  idea  here,  or 
leave  your  cousin  Ada  here." 

"  I  will  leave  //  here,  sir,"  replied  Richard, 
smiling,  "  if  I  brought  it  here  just  now  (but  I 
hope  I  did  not),  and  will  work  my  way  on  to  my 
cousin  Ada  in  the  hopeful  distance." 


"Right!"  said  Mr.  Jarndyce.  "  If  you  are 
not  to  make  her  happy,  why  should  you  pursue 
her?" 

"  I  wouldn't  make  her  unhappy — no,  not  even 
for  her  love,"  retorted  Richard,  proudly. 

"Well  said!"  cried  Mr.  Jarndyce;  "that's 
well  said  !  She  remains  here,  in  her  home  with 
me.  Love  her,  Rick,  in  your  active  life,  no  less 
than  in  her  home  when  you  revisit  it,  and  all 
will  go  well.  Otherwise,  all  will  go  ill.  That's 
the  end  of  my  preaching.  I  think  you  and  Ada 
had  better  take  a  walk." 

Ada  tenderly  embraced  him,  and  Richard 
heartily  shook  hands  with  him,  and  then  the 
cousins  went  out  of  the  room — looking  back 
again  directly,  though,  to  say  that  they  would 
wait  for  me. 

The  door  stood  open,  and  we  both  followed 
them  with  our  eyes,  as  they  passed  do-wn  the 
adjoining  room  on  which  the  sun  was  shining, 
and  out  at  its  farther  end.  Richard  with  his 
head  bent,  and  her  hand  drawn  through  his 
arm,  was  talking  to  her  veiy  earnestly  ;  and  she 
looked  up  in  his  face,  listening,  and  seemed  to 
see  nothing  else.  So  young,  so  beautiful,  so  full 
of  hope  and  promise,  they  Avent  on  lightly 
through  the  sunlight,  as  their  own  happy  thoughts 
might  then  be  traversing  the  years  to  come,  and 
making  them  all  years  of  brightness.  So  they 
passed  away  into  the  shadow,  and  were  gone. 
It  was  only  a  burst  of  light  that  had  been  so 
radiant.  The  room  darkened  as  they  went  out, 
and  the  sun  was  clouded  over. 

"Am  I  right,  Esther?"  said  my  Guardian, 
when  they  were  gone. 

He  who  was  so  good  and  Avise,  to  ask  me 
Avhether  he  Avas  right ! 

"  Rick  may  gain,  out  of  this,  the  quality  he 
AA'ants.  Wants,  at  the  core  of  so  much  that  is 
good!"  said  Mr.  Jarndyce,  shaking  his  head. 
"  I  have  said  nothing  to  Ada,  Esther.  She  has 
her  friend  and  counsellor  always  near."  And 
he  laid  his  hand  lovingly  upon  my  head. 

I  could  not  help  shoAving  that  I  Avas  a  little 
moved,  though  I  did  all  I  could  to  conceal  it. 

"Tut  tut!"  said  he.  "But  Ave  must  take 
care,  too,  that  our  little  Avoman's  life  is  not  all 
consumed  in  care  for  others." 

"  Care  ?  INIy  dear  Guardian,  I  believe  I  am 
the  happiest  creature  in  the  Avorld  ! " 

"  I  believe  so,  too,"  said  he.  "  But  some  one 
may  find  out,  Avhat  Esther  never  Avill — that  the 
little  Avoman  is  to  be  held  in  remembrance  above 
all  other  people  ! " 

I  haA'e  omitted  to  mention  in  its  place,  that 
there  aams  some  one  else  at  the  family  dinner 
party.  It  Avas  not  a  lady.  It  AA'as  a  gentleman.  It 
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was  a  gentleman  of  a  dark  complexion — a  young 
surgeon.  He  was  rather  reserved,  but  I  thought 
him  very  sensible  and  agreeable.  At  least,  Ada 
asked  me  if  I  did  not,  and  I  said  yes. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

DEPORTMENT. 

ICHARD  left  us  on  the  very  next 
evening,  to  begin  his  new  career, 
and  committed  Ada  to  my  charge 
with  great  love  for  her,  and  great 
trust  in  me.  It  touched  me  then 
to  reflect,  and  it  touches  me  now, 
more  nearly,  to  remember  (having  what 
I  have  to  tell)  how  they  both  thought 
of  me,  even  at  that  engrossing  time.  I  was  a 
part  of  all  their  plans,  for  the  present  and  the 
future.  I  was  to  write  to  Richard  once  a  week, 
making  my  faithful  report  of  Ada,  who  was  to 
write  to  him  every  alternate  day.  I  was  to  be 
informed,  under  his  own  hand,  of  all  his  labours 
and  successes  ;  I  was  to  observe  how  resolute 
and  persevering  he  would  be  ;  I  was  to  be  Ada's 
bridesmaid  when  they  were  married ;  I  was  to 
live  with  them  afterwards  :  I  was  to  keep  all  the 
keys  of  their  house ;  I  was  to  be  made  happy 
for  ever  and  a  day. 

"  And  if  the  suit  should  make  us  rich,  Esther 
— which  it  may,  you  know  !"  said  Richard,  to 
crown  all. 

A  shade  crossed  Ada's  face. 
"  My  dearest  Ada,"  asked  Richard  pausing, 
"why  not?" 

"  It  had  better  declare  us  poor  at  once,"  said 
Ada. 

_"  0 !    I    don't   know   about   that,"   returned 
Richard  ;  "  but,  at  all  events,  it  won't  declare 
anything  at  once.     It  hasn't  declared  anything 
in  Heaven  knows  how  many  years." 
"  Too  true,"  said  Ada. 

"  Yes,  but,"  urged  Richard,  answering  what 
her  look  suggested  rather  than  her  words,  "  the 
longer  it  goes  on,  dear  cousin,  the  nearer  it 
must  be  to  a  setdement  one  way  or  other.  Now, 
is  not  that  reasonable  ?" 

"  You  know  best,  Richard.  But  I  am  afraid 
if  we  trust  to  it,  it  will  make  us  unhappy." 

'^But,  my  Ada,  we  are  not  going  to  trust  to 
cried  Richard  gaily.     "  We  know  it  better 
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than  to  trust  to  it.  We  only  say  that  if  it  should 
make  us  rich,  we  have  no  constitudonal  objec- 
tion to  being  rich.  The  Court  is,  by  solemn 
settlement  of  law,  our  grim  old  guardian,  and  we 


are  to  suppose  that  what  it  gives  us  (when  it 
gives  us  anything)  is  our  right.  It  is  not  neces- 
sary to  quarrel  with  our  right." 

"  No,"  said  Ada,  "  but  it  may  be  better  to 
forget  all  about  it." 

"  Well,  well ! "  cried  Richard,  ''  then  we  will 
forget  all  about  it !  We  consign  the  whole  thing 
to  oblivion.  Dame  Duxden  puts  on  her  ap- 
proving face,  and  it's  done  !'' 

"  Dame  Durden's  approving  face,"  said  I. 
looking  out  of  the  box  in  Avhich  I  was  packing 
his  books,  "  was  not  very  visible  v/hen  you  called 
it  by  that  name  ;  but  it  does  approve,  and  she 
thinks  you  can't  do  better." 

So,  Richard  said  there  was  an  end  of  it, — and 
immediately  began,  on  no  other  foundation,  to 
build  as  many  castles  in  the  air  as  would  man. 
the  great  wall  of  China.  He  went  away  in  high 
spirits.  Ada  and  I,  prepared  to  miss  him  very 
much,  commenced  our  quieter  career. 

On  our  arrival  in  London,  we  had  called  with 
Mr.  Jarndyce  at  Mrs.  Jellyby's,  but  had  not  been 
so  fortunate  as  to  find  her  at  home.  It  appeared 
that  she  had  gone  somewhere,  to  a  tea-drinking, 
and  had  taken  Miss  Jellyby  with  her.  Besides 
the  tea-drinking,  there  was  to  be  some  consider- 
able speech-making  and  letter-writing  on  the 
general  merits  of  the  cultivation  of  coffee,  coa- 
jointly  with  natives,  at  the  Settlement  of  Borrio- 
boola  Gha.  All  this  involved,  no  doubt,  suffi- 
cient active  exercise  of  pen  and  ink,  to  make 
her  daughter's  part  in  the  proceedings,  anything 
but  a  holiday. 

It  being,  now,  beyond  the  time  appointed  for 
Mrs.  Jellyby's  return,  we  called  again.  She  was 
in  town,  but  not  at  home,  having  gone  to  Mile 
End,  directly  after  breakfast,  on  some  Borrio- 
boolan  business,  arising  out  of  a  Society  called 
the  East  London  Branch  Aid  Ramification.  As 
I  had  not  seen  Peepy  on  the  occasion  of  our 
last  call  (when  he  was  not  to  be  found  anywhere, 
and  when  the  cook  rather  thought  he  must  have 
strolled  away  with  the  dustman's  cart),  I  now 
inquired  for  him  again.  The  oyster  shells  he 
had  been  building  a  house  with,  were  still  in  the 
passage,  but  he  was  nowhere  discoverable,  and 
the  cook  supposed  that  he  had  "  gone  after  the 
sheep."  When  we  repeated,  with  some  surprise, 
"The  sheep?"  she  said,  O  yes,  on  market  days 
he  sometimes  followed  them  quite  out  of  town, 
and  came  back  in  such  a  state  as  never  was  l^ 

I  was  sitting  at  the  window  with  my  Guardian, 
on  the  following  morning,  and  Ada  was  busy 
writing— of  course  to  Richard— when  Miss  Jel- 
lyby was  announced,  and  entered,  leading  the 
identical  Peepy,  whom  she  had  made  some  en- 
deavours to  render  presentable,  by  wiping  the 
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dirt  into  corners  of  his  face  and  hands,  and 
making  his  hair  very  wet  and  then  violently 
frizzling  it  with  her  fingers.  Everything  the 
dear  child  wore,  was  either  too  large  for  him  or 
too  small.  Among  his  other  contradictory  de- 
corations he  had  the  hat  of  a  Bishop,  and  the 
little  gloves  of  a  baby.  His  boots  were,  on  a 
small  scale,  the  boots  of  a  ploughman :  while 
his  legs,  so  crossed  and  recrossed  with  scratches 
that  they  looked  like  maps,  were  bare,  below  a 
very  short  pair  of  plaid  drawers  finished  off  with 


two  frills  of  perfectly  different  patfems.  The 
deficient  buttons  on  his  plaid  frock  had  evi- 
dently been  supplied  from  one  of  Mr.  Jellyby's 
coats,  they  were  so  extremely  brazen  and  so 
much  too  large.  Most  extraordinary  specimens 
of  needlework  appeared  on  several  parts  of  his 
dress,  where  it  had  been  hastily  mended  ;  and  I 
lecognised  the  same  hand  on  Miss  Jellyby's. 
She  was,  however,  unaccountably  improved  in 
her  appearance,  and  looked  very  pretty.  She 
was  conscious  of  poor  little  Peepy  being  but  a 
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failure  after  all  her  trouble,  and  she  showed  it 
as  she  came  in,  by  the  way  in  which  she  glanced, 
first  at  him  and  then  at  us. 

"  O  dear  rae!"  said  my  Guardian,  "  Due  East !" 
Ada  and  I  gave  her  a  cordial  welcome,  and 
presented  her  to  Mr.  Jarndyce ;  to  whom  she 
said,  as  she  sat  down  : 

"Ma's  compliments,  and  she  hopes  you'll 
excuse  her,  because  she's  correcting  proofs  of 
the  plan.  She's  going  to  put  out  five  thousand 
new  circulars,  and  she  knows  you'll  be  interested 
to  hear  that.  I  have  brought  one  of  them  with 
me.  Ma's  compliments."  With  which  she  pre- 
sented it  sulkily  enough. 


*■  Thank  you,''  said  my  Guardian,  "I  an> 
much  obliged  to  Mrs.  Jellyby.  O  dear  me  ! 
This  is  a  very  trying  wind  '" 

We  were  busy  with  Peepy ;  taking  off  his 
clerical  hat ;  asking  him  it  he  remembered  us  ; 
and  so  on.  Peepy  retired  behind  his  elbow  at 
first,  but  relented  at  the  sight  of  sponge-cake, 
and  allowed  me  to  take  him  on  my  la[),  where 
he  sat  munching  quietly.  Mr.  Jarndyce  then 
withdrawing  into  the  temporary  Growlery,  Miss 
Jellyby  opened  a  conversation  with  her  usual 
abruptness. 

"  ^^■e  are  going  on  just  as  bad  as  ever  in 
Thavies'  Inn,"  said  she.     "  I  have  no  peace  of 
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my  life.  T:!lk  of  Africa  !  I  couldn't  be  worse 
off  if  I  was  a  what's-his-name — man  and  a 
brother ! " 

I  tried  to  say  something  soothing. 

'■  O,  it's  of  no  use,  Miss  Summerson,"  ex- 
claimed Miss  Jellyby,  "  though  I  thank  you  for 
the  kind  intention  all  the  same.  I  know  how  I 
am  used,  and  I  am  not  to  be  talked  over.  Yoti 
wouldn't  be  talked  over,  if  you  were  used  so. 
Peepy,  go  and  play  at  Wild  Beasts  under  the 
piano  !" 

"I  sha'n't !"  said  Peepy. 

"Very  weU,  you  ungrateful,  naughty,  hard- 
hearted boy  !"  returned  Miss  Jellyby,  with  tears 
in  her  eyes.  "  I'll  never  take  pains  to  dress  you 
any  more." 

"  Yes,  I  will  go,  Caddy  ! "  cried  Peepy,  who 
was  really  a  good  child,  and  who  was  so  moved 
by  his  sister's  vexation  that  he  went  at  once. 

'•  It  seems  a  little  thing  to  cry  about," 
said  poor  Miss  Jellyby,  apologetically ;  "  but  I 
am  qiiite  worn  out.  I  was  directing  the  new 
circulars  till  two  this  morning.  I  detest  the 
whole  thing  so,  that  that  alone  makes  my  head 
ache  till  I  can't  see  out  of  my  eyes.  And  look 
at  that  poor  unfortunate  child,  ^^'as  there  ever 
such  a  fright  as  he  is  !" 

Peepy,  happily  unconscious  of  the  defects  in 
his  appearance,  sat  on  the  carpet  behind  one  of 
the  legs  of  the  piano,  looking  calmly  out  of  his 
den  at  us,  while  he  ate  his  cake 

"  I  have  sent  liim  to  the  other  end  of  the 
room,"  observed  Miss  Jellyby,  drawing  her  chair 
nearer  ours,  "because  I  don't  want  him  to  hear 
the  conversation.  Those  little  things  are  so 
sharp  !  I  was  going  to  say,  we  reallj^  are  going 
on  worse  than  ever.  Pa.  will  be  a  bankrupt 
before  long,  and  then  I  hope  Ma  will  be  satis- 
fied. There'll  be  nobody  but  ]\'Ia  to  thank  for 
it." 

We  said  we  hoped  Mr.  Jellyby's  affairs  were 
not  in  so  bad  a  state  as  that. 

"  It's  of  no  use  hoping,  though  it's  very  kind 
of  5'ou!"  returned  Miss  Jellyby,  shaking  her 
head.  "  Pa  told  me,  only  yesterday  morning 
(and  dreadfully  unhappy  he  is),  that  he  couldn't 
weather  the  storm.  I  should  be  surprised  if  he 
could.  When  all  our  tradesmen  send  into  our 
house  any  stuff  they  like,  and  the  servants  do 
what  they  like  with  it,  and  I  have  no  time  to 
improve  things  if  I  knew  how,  and  Ma  don't 
care  about  anything,  I  should  like  to  make  out 
how  Pa  is  to  weather  the  storm.  I  declare,  if  I 
was  Pa,  I'd  run  away  !" 

"My  dear!"  said  I,  smiling.  "Your  papa, 
no  doubt,  considers  his  family." 

"  O  yes,  his  family  is  all  very  fine,  Miss  Sum- 


merson," replied  Miss  Jellyby,  "but  what  com- 
fort is  his  family  to  him  ?  His  family  is  nothing 
but  bills,  dirt,  waste,  noise,  tumbles  down-stairs, 
confusion,  and  wretchedness.  His  scrambling 
home,  from  week's-end  to  week's-end,  is  like 
one  great  washing-day — only  nothing's  washed!" 

]\Iiss  Jellyby  tapped  her  foot  upon  the  floor, 
and  wiped  her  eyes. 

"I  am  sure  I  pity  Pa  to  that  degree," 
she  said,  "and  am  so  angry  with  Ma,  that  I 
can't  find  words  to  express  myself !  However, 
I  am  not  going  to  bear  it,  I  am  determined.  I 
won't  be  a  slave  all  my  life,  and  I  won't  submit 
to  be  proposed  to  by  Mr.  Quale.  A  pretty 
thing,  indeed,  to  marry  a  Philanthropist.  As  if 
I  hadn't  had  enough  of  t/iat!"  said  poor  Miss 
Jellyby. 

I  must  confess  that  I  could  not  help  feeling 
rather  angry  with  Mrs.  Jellyby,  myself;  seeing 
and  hearing  this  neglected  girl,  and  knowing 
how  much  of  bitterly  satirical  truth  there  was  in 
what  she  said. 

"  If  it  wasn't  that  we  nad  been  intimate  when 
you  stopped  at  our  house,"  pursued  Miss  Jellyby, 
"  I  should  have  been  asham.ed  to  come  here  to- 
day, for  I  knoAv  what  a  figure  I  must  seem  to 
you  two.  But,  as  it  is,  I  made  up  my  mind  to 
call :  especially  as  I  am  not  likely  to  see  'you 
again,  the  next  time  you  come  to  town." 

She  said  this  with  such  great  significance  that 
Ada  and  I  glanced  at  one  another,  foreseeing 
something  more. 

"No  !"  said  Miss  Jellyby,  shaking  her  head. 
"  Not  at  all  likely  !  I  know  I  may  trust  you 
two.  I  am  sure  you  won't  betray  me.  I  am 
engaged." 

"  Without  their  knowledge  at  home?"  said  I. 

"  Why,  good  gracious  me,  INIiss  Summerson," 
she  returned,  justifying  herself  in  a  fretful  but 
not  angry  manner,  "  how  can  it  be  otherwise  ? 
You  know  what  Ma  is — and  I  needn't  make 
poor  Pa  more  miserable  by  telling  him." 

"  But  would  it  rjot  be  adding  to  his  unhappi- 
ness,  to  marry  without  his  knowledge  or  con- 
sent, my  dear?"  said  I. 

"  No,"  said  Miss  Jellyby,  softening.  "  I  hope 
not.  I  should  try  to  make  him  happy  and  com- 
fortable when  he  came  to  see  me ;  and  Peepy 
and  the  others  should  take  it  in  turns  to  come 
and  stay  with  me  ;  and  they  should  have  some 
care  taken  of  them,  then." 

There  was  a  good  deal  of  affection  in  poor 
Caddy.  She  softened  more  and  more  while 
saying  this,  and  cried  so  much  over  the  un- 
wonted little  home-picture  she  had  raised  in  her 
mind,  that  Peepy,  in  his  cave  under  the  piano, 
was  touched,  and  turned  himself  over  on  his 
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back  with  loud  lamentations.  It  was  not  initil 
I  had  brought  him  to  kiss  his  sister,  and  had 
restored  him  to  his  place  in  my  lap,  and  had 
shown  him  that  Caddy  was  laughing  (she  laughed 
expressly  for  the  purpose),  that  we  could  recall 
his  peace  of  mind ;  even  then,  it  was  for  some 
time  conditional  on  his  taking  us  in  turns  by  the 
chin,  and  smoothing  our  faces  all  over  with  his 
hand.  At  last,  as  his  spirits  were  not  yet  equal 
to  the  piano,  we  put  him  on  a  chair  to  look  out 
of  window  ;  and  Miss  Jellyby,  holding  him  by 
one  leg,  resumed  her  confidence. 

*'  It  began  in  your  coming  to  our  house,"  she 
said. 

We  naturall}^  asked  how  ? 

"  I  felt  I  was  so  awkward,"  she  replied,  "  that 
I  made  up  my  mind  to  be  improved  in  that 
respect,  at  all  events,  and  to  learn  to  dance.  I 
told  Ma  I  was  ashamed  of  myself,  and  I  must 
be  taught  to  dance.  Ma  looked  at  me  in  that 
provoking  way  of  hers  as  if  I  wasn't  in  sight ; 
but  I  was  quite  determined  to  be  taught  to 
dance,  and  so  I  went  to  Mr.  Turveydrop's 
Academy  in  Newman  Street." 

"  And  was  it  there,  my  dear- "  I  began. 

"Yes,  it  was  there,"  said  Caddy,  "and  I  am 
engaged  to  Mr.  Turveydrop.  There  are  two 
Mr.  Turveydrops,  father  and  son.  My  ]\Ir. 
Turveydrop  is  the  son,  of  course.  I  only  wish 
I  had  been  better  brought  up,  and  was  likely  to 
make  him  a  better  wife  ;  for  I  am  very  fond  of 
him." 

"  I  am  sorry  to  hear  this,"  said  I,  "  I  must 
confess." 

"  I  don't  know  why  you  should  be  sorry,"  she 
retorted,  a  little  anxiously,  "  but  I  am  engaged 
to  Mr.  Turveydrop,  whether  or  no,  and  he  is 
very  fond  of  me.  It's  a  secret  as  yet,  even  on 
his  side,  because  old  Mr.  Turveydrop  has  a 
share  in  tlie  connection,  and  it  might  break  his 
heart,  or  give  him  some  other  shock,  if  he  Avas 
told  of  it  abruptly.  Old  Mr.  Turveydrop  is  a 
very  gentlemanly  man  indeed  —  very  gentle- 
manly." 

"  Does  his  wife  know  of  it  ?  "  asked  Ada. 

"  Old  Mr.  Turveydrop's  wife,  Miss  Clare  ? " 
returned  Miss  Jellyby,  opening  her  eyes.  "There's 
no"  such  person.     He  is  a  widower." 

We  were  here  interrupted  by  Peepy,  whose 
leg  had  undergone  so  much  on  account  of  his 
sister's  unconsciously  jerking  it  like  a  bell-rope 
whenever  she  was  emphatic,  that  the  afflicted 
child  now  bemoaned  his  sufferings  with  a  very 
low-spirited  noise.  As  he  appealed  to  me  for 
compassion,  and  as  I  was  only  a  listener,  I 
undertook  to  hold  him.  Miss  Jellyby  pro- 
ceeded, after   begging  Peepy's   pardon  with  a 


kiss,  and  assuring  him  that  she  hadn't  meant  to 
do  it. 

"  That's  the  state  of  the  case,"  said  Caddy. 
"  If  I  ever  blame  myself,  I  shall  think  it's  INIa's 
fault.  We  are  to  be  married  whenever  we  can, 
and  then  I  shall  go  to  Pa  at  the  office  and  write 
to  Ma.  It  won't  much  agitate  Ma  :  I  am  onl)- 
pen  and  ink  to  her.  One  great  comfort  is,"  said 
Caddy,  with  a  sob,  "  that  I  shall  never  hear  of 
Africa  after  I  am  married.  Young  ISIr.  Turvey- 
drop hates  it  for  my  sake ;  and  if  old  Mr.  Tur- 
veydrop knows  there  is  such  a  place,  its  as  much 
as  he  does." 

"  It  was  he  who  was  very  gentlemanly,  I 
think  ?  "  said  I. 

"  Very  gentlemanly,  indeed,"  said  Caddy. 
"  He  is  celebrated  almost  everyv.'here,  for  his 
Deportment." 

"  Does  he  teach  ?  "  asked  Ada. 

"  No,  he  don't  teach  anything  in  particular," 
replied  Cadd}^  "  But  his  Deportment  is  beauti- 
fuk" 

Caddy  went  on  to  say,  witli  considerable  hesi- 
tation and  reluctance,  that  there  was  one  thing 
more  she  wished  us  to  know,  and  felt  we  ought 
to  know,  and  which  she  hoped  would  not  oft'end 
us.  It  was,  that  she  had  improved  her  acquaint- 
ance with  Miss  Flite,  the  little  crazy  old  lady ; 
and  that  she  frequently  went  there  early  in  tlie 
morning,  and  met  her  lover  for  a  few  minutes 
before  breakfast — only  for  a  few  minutes.  "  / 
go  there,  at  other  times,"  said  Caddy,  "but 
Prince  does  not  come  then.  Young  Mr.  Tur- 
veydrop's name  is  Prince;  I  wish  it  wasn't, 
because  it  sounds  like  a  dog,  but  of  course  he 
didn't  christen  himself.  Old  Mr.  Turveydrop 
had  him  christened  Prince,  in  remembrance  of 
the  Prince  Regent.  Old  Mr.  I'urveydrop 
adored  the  Prince  Regent  on  account  of  his 
Deportment.  I  hope  you  won't  think  the  worse 
of  me  for  having  made  these  little  appointments 
at  ]\Iiss  Flite's,  where  I  first  went  with  you  ; 
because  I  like  the  poor  thing  for  her  own  sake, 
and  I  believe  she  likes  me.  If  you  could  see 
young  Mr.  Turveydrop,  I  am  sure  you  would 
think  well  of  him — at  least,  I  am  sure  you 
couldn't  possibly  think  any  ill  of  him.  I  am 
going  there  now,  for  my  lesson.  I  couldn't  ask 
you  to  go  with  me,  ]\Iiss  Summerson  ;  but  if  you 
would,"  said  Caddy,  who  had  said  all  this, 
earnestly  and  tremblingly,  "  I  should  be  very 
glad — very  glad." 

It  happened  that  we  had  arranged  with  my 
Guardian  to  go  to  Miss  Flite's  that  day.  We 
had  told  him  of  our  former  visit,  and  our 
account  had  interested  him ;  but  something  had 
always    happened  to  prevent  Our  going   there 
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again.  As  I  trusted  that  I  might  have  sufficient 
influence  with  Miss  Jellyby  to  prevent  her  taking 
any  very  rash  step;  if  I  fully  accepted  the  confi- 
dence she  was  so  willing  to  place  in  me,  poor 
girl,  I  proposed  that  she  and  I  and  Peepy  should 
go  to  the  Academy,  and  afterwards  meet  my 
Guardian  and  Ada  at  Miss  Flite's — whose  name 
I  now  learnt  for  the  first  time.  This  was  on 
condition  that  Miss  Jellyby  and  Peepy  should 
come  back  with  us  to  dinner.  The  last  article 
of  the  agreement  being  joyfully  acceded  to  by 
both,  we  smartened  Peepy  up  a  little,  with  the 
assistance  of  a  few  pins,  some  soap  and  water, 
and  a  hairbrush;  and  went  out:  bending  our 
steps  towards  Newman  Street,  which  was  very 
near. 

I  found  the  Academy  established  in  a  suffi- 
ciently dingy  house  at  the  corner  of  an  archway, 
with  busts  in  all  the  staircase  windows.  In  the 
same  house  there  were  also  established,  as  I 
gathered  from  the  plates  on  the  door,  a  drawing- 
master,  a  coal-merchant  (there  was,  certainly,  no 
room  for  his  coals),  and  a  lithographic  artist. 
On  the  plate  which,  in  size  and  situation,  took 
precedence  of  all  the  rest,  I  read,  Mr.  Turvey- 
DROP.  The  door  was  open,  and  the  hall  was 
blocked  up  by  a  grand  piano,  a  harp,  and  several 
other  musical  instruments  in  cases,  all  in  progress 
of  removal,  and  all  looking  rakish  in  the  day- 
light. Miss  Jellyby  informed  me  that  the 
Academy  had  been  lent,  last  night,  for  a  con- 
cert. 

We  went  up-stairs — it  had  been  quite  a  fine 
house  once,  when  it  was  anybody's  business  to 
keep  it  clean  and  fresh,  and  nobody's  business 
to  smoke  in  it  all  day — and  into  Mr.  Turvey- 
drop's  great  room,  which  was  built  out  into  a 
mews  at  the  back,  and  was  lighted  by  a  skylight. 
It  was  a  bare,  resounding  room,  smelling  of 
stables ;  with  cane  forms  along  the  walls  ;  and 
the  walls  ornamented  at  regular  intervals  with 
painted  lyres,  and  little  cut-glass  branches  for 
candles,  which  seemed  to  be  shedding  their  old- 
fashioned  drops  as  other  branches  might  shed 
autumn  leaves.  Several  young  lady  pupils, 
ranging  from  thirteen  or  fourteen  years  of  age 
to  two  or  three  and  twenty,  were  assembled ; 
and  I  was  looking  among  them  for  their  in- 
structor, when  Caddy,  pinching  my  arm,  re- 
peated the  ceremony  of  introduction.  "  Miss 
Summerson,  Mr.  Prince  Turveydrop  !" 

I  curtseyed  to  a  little  blue-eyed  fair  man  of 
youthful  appearance,  with  flaxen  hair  parted  in 
the  middle,  and  curling  at  the  ends  all  round 
his  head.  He  had  a  little  fiddle,  which  we 
used  to  call  at  school  a  kit,  under  his  left  arm, 
and  its  little  bow  in  the  same  hand.     His  little 


dancing  shoes  were  particularly  diminutive,  and 
he  had  a  little  innocent,  feminine  manner,  which 
not  only  appealed  to  me  in  an  amiable  way,  but 
made  this  singular  effect  upon  me :  that  I  re- 
ceived the  impression  that  he  was  like  his 
mother,  and  that  his  mother  had  not  been  much 
considered  or  well  used. 

"  I  am  very  happy  to  see  Miss  Jellyby's 
friend,"  he  said,  bowing  low  to  me.  "  I  began 
to  fear,"  with  timid  tenderness,  "as  it  was  past 
the  usual  time,  that  Miss  Jellyby  was  not 
coming." 

"  I  beg  you  will  have  the  goodness  to  attribute 
that  to  me,  who  have  detained  her,  and  to  re- 
ceive my  excuses,  sir,"  said  I. 

"  O  dear  !  "  said  he. 

"  And  pray,"  I  entreated,  "  do  not  allow  me 
to  be  the  cause  of  any  more  delay." 

With  that  apology  I  withdrew  to  a  seat  between 
Peepy  (who,  being  well  used  to  it,  had  already 
climbed  into  a  corner  place)  and  an  old  lady  of 
a  censorious  countenance,  whose  two  nieces 
were  in  the  class,  and  who  was  very  indignant 
with  Peepy's  boots.  Prince  Turveydrop  then 
tinkled  the  strings  of  his  kit  with  his  fingers, 
and  the  young  ladies  stood  up  to  dance.  Just 
then,  there  appeared  from  a  side-door,  old  Mr. 
Turveydrop,  in  the  full  lustre  of  his  Deportment. 

He  was  a  fat  old  gentleman  with  a  false  com- 
plexion, false  teeth,  false  whiskers,  and  a  wig. 
He  had  a  fur  collar,  and  he  had  a  padded  breast 
to  his  coat,  which  only  wanted  a  star  or  a  broad 
blue  ribbon  to  be  complete.  He  was  pinched 
in,  and  swelled  out,  and  got  up,  and  strapped 
down,  as  much  as  he  could  possibly  bear.  He 
had  such  a  neckcloth  on  (puffing  his  very  eyes 
out  of  their  natural  shape),  and  his  chin  and 
even  his  ears  so  sunk  into  it,  that  it  seemed  as 
though  he  must  inevitably  double  up,  if  it  were 
cast  loose.  He  had,  under  his  arm,  a  hat  of 
great  size  and  weight,  shelving  downward  from 
the  crown  to  the  brim ;  and  in  his  hand  a  pair 
of  white  gloves,  with  which  he  flapped  it,  as  he 
stood  poised  on  one  leg,  in  a  high-shouldered, 
round-elbowed  state  of  elegance  not  to  be  sur- 
passed. He  had  a  cane,  he  had  an  eye-glass, 
he  had  a  snuff-box,  he  had  rings,  he  had  wrist- 
bands, he  had  everything  but  any  touch  of 
nature ;  he  was  not  like  youth,  he  was  not  like 
age,  he  was  like  nothing  in  the  world  but  a 
model  of  Deportment. 

"  Father  !  A  visitor.  Miss  Jellyby's  friend. 
Miss  Summerson." 

"  Distinguished,"  said  Mr.  Turveydrop,  "  by 
Miss  Summerson's  presence."  As  he  bowed  to 
me  in  that  tight  state,  I  almost  believed  I  saw- 
creases  come  into  the  whites  of  his  eyes. 
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"  My  father,"  said  the  son,  aside  to  me,  with 
quite  an  aftecting  beHef  in  him,  "  is  a  cele- 
brated character.  My  father  is  greatly  ad- 
mired." 

"  Go  on,  Prince  !  Go  on  !  "  said  Mr.  Tur- 
veydrop,  standing  with  his  back  to  the  fire,  and 
waving  his  gloves  condescendingly.  "  Go  on, 
my  son  ! " 

At  this  command,  or  by  this  gracious  permis- 
sion, the  lesson  went  on.  Prince  Turveydrop, 
sometimes,  played  the  kit,  dancing ;  sometimes 
played  the  piano,  standing  :  sometimes  hummed 
the  tune  with  what  little  breath  he  could  spare, 
while  he  set  a  pupil  right ;  always  conscientiously 
moved  with  the  least  proficient  through  every 
step  and  every  part  of  the  figure ;  and  never 
rested  for  an  instant.  His  distinguished  father 
did  nothing  whatever,  but  stand  before  the  fire, 
a  model  of  Deportment. 

"  And  he  never  does  anything  else,"  said  the 
old  lady  of  the  censorious  countenance.  "  Yet 
would  you  believe  that  it's  his  name  on  the  door- 
plate  ?  " 

"  His  son's  name  is  the  same,  you  know," 
said  I. 

"  He  wouldn't  let  his  son  have  any  name,  if 
he  could  take  it  from  him,"  returned  the  old 
lady.  "  Look  at  the  son's  dress  !  "  It  certainly 
was  plain — threadbare — almost  shabby.  "  Yet 
the  father  must  be  garnished  and  tricked  out," 
said  the  old  lady,  "  because  of  his  Deportment. 
I'd  deport  him !  Transport  him  would  be 
better !  " 

I  felt  curious  to  know  more,  concerning  this 
person.  I  asked,  "  Does  he  give  lessons  in 
Deportment,  now?" 

"  Now ! "  returned  the  old  lady,  shortly. 
"  Never  did." 

After  a  moment's  consideration,  I  suggested 
that  perhaps  fencing  had  been  his  accomplish- 
ment ? 

"  I  don't  believe  he  can  fence  at  all,  ma'am," 
said  the  old  lady. 

I  looked  surprised  and  inquisitive.  The  old 
lady,  becoming  more  and  more  incensed  against 
the  Master  of  Deportment  as  she  dwelt  upon 
the  subject,  gave  me  some  particulars  of  his 
career,  with  strong  assurances  that  they  were 
mildly  stated. 

He  had  married  a  meek  little  dancing-mis- 
tress, with  a  tolerable  connection  (having  never 
in  his  life  before  done  anything  but  deport  him- 
self), and  had  worked  her  to  death,  or  had,  at 
the  best,  suffered  her  to  work  herself  to  death, 
to  maintain  him  in  those  expenses  which  were 
indispensable  to  his  position.  At  once  to  ex- 
hibit his  Deportment  to  the  best  models,  and  to 


keep  the  best  models  constantly  before  himself, 
he  had  found  it  necessary  to  frequent  all  public 
places  of  fashionable  and  lounging  resort ;  to  be 
seen  at  Brighton  and  elsewhere  at  fashionable 
times ;  and  to  lead  an  idle  life  in  the  \txy  best 
clothes.  To  enable  him  tc  do  this,  the  aflec 
tionate  little  dancing-mistress  had  toiled  and 
laboured,  and  would  have  toiled  and  laboured 
to  that  hour,  if  her  strength  had  lasted  so  long. 
For,  the  mainspring  of  the  story  was,  that,  in 
spite  of  the  man's  absorbing  selfishness,  his  wife 
(overpowered  by  his  Deportment)  had,  to  the 
last,  believed  in  him,  and  had,  on  her  death-bed, 
in  the  most  moving  terms,  confided  him  to  their 
son  as  one  who  had  an  inextinguishable  claim 
upon  him,  and  whom  he  could  never  regard  with 
too  much  pride  and  deference.  The  son,  in- 
heriting his  mother's  belief,  and  having  the 
Deportment  always  before  him,  had  lived  and 
grown  in  the  same  faith,  and  now,  at  thirty  years 
of  age,  worked  for  his  father  twelve  hours  a-da}-, 
and  looked  up  to  him  with  veneration  on  the 
old  imaginary  pinnacle. 

"  The  airs  the  fellow  gives  himself!"  said  my 
informant,  shaking  her  head  at  old  Mr.  Turvey- 
drop with  speechless  indignation,  as  he  drew  on 
his  tight  gloves  :  of  course  unconscious  of  the 
homage  she  was  rendering.  "  He  fully  beheves 
he  is  one  of  the  aristocracy  !  And  he  is  so  con 
de'scending  to  the  son  he  so  egregiously  deludes 
that  you  might  suppose  him  the  most  virtuous 
of  parents.  O  !"  said  the  old  lady,  apostro- 
phising him  with  infinite  vehemence,  "  I  could 
bite  you  !" 

I  could  not  help  being  amused,  though  I 
heard  the  old  lady  out  with  feelings  of  real  con- 
cern. It  was  difficult  to  doubt  her,  with  the 
father  and  son  before  me.  What  I  might  have 
thought  of  them  without  the  old  lady's  account, 
or  what  I  might  have  thought  of  the  old  lady's 
account  without  them,  I  cannot  say.  There  was 
a  fitness  of  things  in  the  whole  that  carried  con- 
viction with  it. 

My  eyes  were  yet  wandering,  from  young  Mr. 
Turveydrop  working  so  hard  to  old  Mr.  Turvc}- 
drop  deporting  himself  so  beautifully,  when  the 
latter  came  ambling  up  to  me,  and  entered  into 
conversation. 

He  asked  me.  first  of  all,  whether  I  conferred 
a  charm  and  a  distinction  on  London  by  residing 
in  it?  I  did  not  think  it  necessary  to  reply  that 
I  was  perfectly  aware  I  should  not  do  that,  in 
any  case,  but  merely  told  him  where  I  did 
reside. 

"  A  lady  so  graceful  and  accomplished,"  he 
said,  kissing  his  right  glove,  and  afterwards  ex- 
tending it  towards  the  pupils,  "  will  look    lent- 
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ently  on  the  deficiencies  here.  We  do  our  best 
to  polish — polish — polish  ! " 

He  sat  down  beside  me ;  taking  some  pains 
to  sit  on  the  form,  I  thought,  in  imitation  of  the 
print  of  liis  illustrious  model  on  the  sofa.  And 
really  he  did  look  very  like  it. 

"To  polish — polish — polish!"  he  repeated, 
taking  a  pinch  of  snuff  and  gently  fluttering  his 
fingers.  "  But  we  are  not — if  I  may  say  so,  to 
one  formed  to  be  graceful  both  by  Nature  and 
Art  ;  ■'  with  the  high-shouldered  bow,  which  it 
seemed  impossible  for  him  to  make  without  lift- 
ing up  his  eyebrows  and  shutting  his  eyes — "we 
are  not  what  we  used  to  be  in  point  of  Deport- 
ment." 

•'  Are  we  not,  sir?"  said  I. 

"  We  have  degenerated,"  he  returned,  shak- 
ing his  head,  which  he  could  do,  to  a  very 
limited  extent,  in  his  cravat.  "  A  levelling  age 
is  not  favourable  to  Deportment.  It  develops 
vulgarity.  Perhaps  I  speak  with  some  little 
partiality.  It  may  not  be  for  me  to  say  that  I 
have  been  called,  for  some  years  now,  Gentle- 
man Turveydrop ;  or  that  his  Royal  Highness 
the  Prince  Regent  did  me  the  honour  to  inquire, 
on  my  removing  my  hat  as  he  drove  out  of  the 
Pavilion  at  Brighton  (that  fine  building)  'Who 
is  he  ?  •  Who  the  devil  is  he  ?  Why  don't  I 
know  him?  Why  hasn't  he  thirty  thousand  a 
year?'  But  these  are  little  matters  of  anecdote 
— the  general  property,  ma'am — still  repeated, 
occasionally,  among  the  upper  classes." 

"  Indeed  ?  "  said  I. 

He  replied  with  the  high- shouldered  bow, 
"  Where  what  is  left  among  us  of  Deportment," 
he  added,  "  still  lingers.  England — ^alas,  my 
country ! — has  degenerated  very  much,  and  is 
degenerating  every  day.  She  has  not  many 
gentlemen  left.  We  are  few.  I  see  nothing  to 
succeed  us,  but  a  race  of  weavers." 

"  One  might  hope  that  the  race  of  gentlemen 
would  be  perpetuated  here,"  said  I. 

"  You  are  very  good,"  he  smiled,  with  the 
high-shouldered  bow  again.  "  You  flatter  me. 
But,  no — no  !  I  have  never  been  able  .to  imbue 
my  poor  boy  with  that  part  of  his  art.  Heaven 
forbid  that  I  should  disparage  my  dear  child, 
but  he  has — no  Deportment." 

"  He  appears  to  be  an  excellent  master,"  I 
observed. 

"  Understand  me,  my  dear  madam,  he  is.  an 
excellent  master.  All  that  can  be  acquired,  he 
has  acquired.  All  that  can  be  imparted,  he  can 
inipart.  But  there  are  things  " — he  took  another 
pinch  of  snuff  and  made  the  bow  again,  as  if  to 
add,  "  this  kind  of  thing,  for  instance." 

I  glar.ccd  towards  the  centre  of  the  room. 


where  Miss  Jellyby's  lover,  now  engaged  with- 
single  pupils,  was  undergoing  greater  drudgery 
than  ever. 

"  My  amiable  child,"  murmured  Mr.  Turvey- 
drop, adjusting  his  cravat. 

"  Your  son  is  indefatigable,"  said  I. 

"  It  is  my  reward,"  said  Mr,  Turveydrop,  "  to 
hear  you  say  so.  In  some  respects,  he  treads 
in  the  footsteps  of  his  sainted  mother.  She  was 
a  devoted  creature.  But  Wooman,  lovely 
Wooman,"  said  Mr.  Turveydrop,  with  very  dis- 
agreeable gallantry,  "  what  a  sex  you  are  !  " 

I  rose  and  joined  Miss  Jelly  by,  who  was,  by 
this  time,  putting  on  her  bonnet.  The  time 
allotted  to  a  lesson  having  fully  elapsed,  there 
was  a  general  putting  on  of  bonnets.  When 
Miss  Jellyby  and  the  unfortunate  Prince  found 
an  opportunity  to  become  betrothed  I  don't 
know,  but  they  certainly  found  none,  on  this 
occasion,  to  exchange  a  dozen  words. 

"  My  dear,"  said  Mr.  Turveydrop  benignly  to 
his  son,  "  do  you  know  the  hour  ?  " 

"  No,  father."  The  son  had  no  watch.  The 
father  had  a  handsome  gold  one,  which  he  pulled 
out,  with  an  air  that  was  an  example  to  man- 
kind. 

"  My  son,"  said  he,  "  it's  two  o'clock.  Recol- 
lect your  school  at  Kensington  at  three." 

"  That's  time  enough  for  me,  lather,"  said 
Prince.  "  I  can  take  a  morsel  of  dinner,  stand- 
ing, and  be  oft"." 

"  My  dear  boy,"  returned  his  father,  "  you 
must  be  very  quick.  You  will  find  the  cold 
mutton  on  the  table." 

"Thank  you,  father.  Are  you  off  now, 
father  ?  " 

"  Yes,  my  dear.  I  suppose,"  said  Mr.  Tur- 
veydrop, shutting  his  eyes  and  lifting  up  his 
shoulders,  with  modest  consciousness,  "  that  I 
must  show  myself,  as  usual,  about  town." 

"  You  had  better  dine  out  comfortably,  some- 
where," said  his  son. 

"  My  dear  child,  I  intend  to.  I  shall  take 
my  httle  meal,  I  think,  at  the  French  house,  in 
the  Opera  Colonnade." 

"That's  right.  Good  bye,  father!"  said 
Prince,  shaking  hands. 

"  Good  bye,  my  son.     Bless  you  ! " 

]\Ir.  Turveydrop  said  this  in  quite  a  pious 
manner,  and  it  seemed  to  do  his  son  good  ;  who, 
in  parting  from  him,  was  so  pleased  with  him, 
so  dutiful  to  him,  and  so  proud  of  him,  that  I 
almost  felt  as  if  it  were  an  unkindness  to  the 
younger  man  not  to  be  able  to  believe  implicitly 
in  the  elder.  The  few  moments  that  were  occu- 
pied by  Prince  in  taking  leave  of  us  (and  parti- 
cularly of  one  of  us,  as   I  saw,  being  in  the 
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secret),  enhanced  my  favourable  impression  of 
liis  almost  childish  character.  I  felt  a  liking  for 
him,  and  a  compassion  for  him,  as  he  put  his 
little  kit  in  his  pocket — and  with  it  his  desire  to 
stay  a  little  while  with  Caddy — and  werit  away 
good-humouredly  to  his  cold  mutton  and  his 
school  at  Kensington,  that  made  me  scarcely  less 
irate  with  his  father  than  the  censorious  old  lady. 
The  father  opened  the  room  door  for  us,  and 
bowed  us  out,  in  a  manner,  I  must  acknowledge, 
worthy  of  his  shining  original.  In  the  same 
style  he  presently  passed  us  on  the  other  side  of 
the  street,  on  his  way  to  the  aristocratic  part  of 
the  town,  where  he  was  going  to  show  himself 
among  the  few  other  gentlemen  left.  For  some 
moments,  I  was  so  lost  in  reconsidering  what  I 
had  heard  and  seen  in  Newman  Street,  that  I 
was  quite  unable  to  talk  to  Caddy,  or  even  to 
fix  my  attention  on  what  she  said  to  me  :  espe- 
cially when  I  began  to  inquire  in  my  mind 
whether  there  were,  or  ever  had  been,  any  other 
gentlemen,  not  in  the  dancing  profession,  who 
lived  and  founded  a  reputation  entirely  on  their 
Deportment.  This  became  so  bewildering,  and 
suggested  the  possibility  of  so  many  Mr.  Turvey- 
drops,  that  I  said,  "  Esther,  you  must  make  up 
your  mind  to  abandon  this  subject  altogether, 
and  attend  to  Caddy."  I  accordingly  did  so, 
and  we  chatted  all  the  rest  of  the  way  to  Lin- 
coln's Inn. 

Caddy  told  me  that  her  lover's  education  had 
been  so  neglected,  that  it  was  not  always  easy 
to  read  his  notes.  She  said,  if  he  were  not  so 
anxious  about  his  spelling,  and  took  less  pains 
to  make  it  clear,  he  would  do  better ;  but  he 
put  so  many  unnecessary  letters  into  short  words, 
that  they  sometimes  quite  lost  their  English 
appearance.  "  He  does  it  with  the  best  inten- 
tion," observed  Caddy,  "  but  it  hasn't  the  effect 
he  means,  poor  fellow  !  "  Caddy  then  went  on 
to  reason,  how  could  he  be  expected  to  be  a 
scholar,  when  he  had  passed  his  whole  life  in 
the  dancing-school,  and  had  done  nothing  but 
teach  and  fag,  fag  and  teach,  morning,  noon, 
and  night !  And  what  did  it  matter  ?  She 
could  write  letters  enough  for  both,  as  she  knew 
to  her  cost,  and  it  was  far  better  for  him  to  be 
amiable  than  learned.  "  Besides,  it's  not  as  if 
I  was  an  accomplished  girl  who  had  any  right  to 
give  herself  airs,"  said  Caddy.  "I  know  little 
enough,,  I  am  sure  ;  thanks  to  Ma  ! " 

""  There's  another  thing  I  want  to  tell  you, 
now  we  are  alone,"  continued  Caddy,  "  which  I 
should  not  have  liked  to  mention  unless  you 
had  seen  Prince,  Miss  Summerson.  You  know 
what  a  house  ours  is.  It's  of  no  use  my  trying 
to  leaiTi  anything  that  it  would  be  useful  for 


Prince's  wife  to  know,  in  07ir  house.  We  live 
in  such  a  state  of  muddle  that  it's  impossible, 
and  I  have  only  been  more  disheartened  when- 
ever I  have  tried.  So,  I  get  a  little  practice 
with — who  do  you  think  ?  Poor  Miss  Elite  ! 
Early  in  the  morning,  I  help  her  to  tidy  her 
room,  and  clean  her  birds ;  and  I  make  her  cup 
of  coffee  for  her  (of  course  she  taught  me),  and 
I  have  learnt  to  make  it  so  well  that  Prince  says 
it's  the  very  best  coffee  he  ever  tasted,  and 
would  quite  delight  old  Mr.  Turveydrop,  who  is 
very  particular  indeed  about  his  coffee.  I  can 
make  little  puddings  too ;  an.d  I  know  how  to 
buy  neck  of  mutton,  and  tea,  and  sugar,  and 
butter,  and  a  good  many  housekeeping  things. 
I  am  not  clever  at  my  needle,  yet,"  said  Cadd}^, 
glancing  at  the  repairs  on  Peepy's  frock,  "  but 
perhaps  I  shall  improve.  And  since  I  have 
been  engaged  to  Prince,  and  have  been  doing 
all  this,  I  have  felt  better-tempered,  1  hope,  and 
more  forgiving  to  Ma.  It  rather  put  me  out,  at 
first  this  morning,  to  see  you  and  Miss  Clare 
looking  so  neat  and  pretty,  and  to  feel  ashamed 
of  Peepy  and  myself  too  ;  but,  on  the  whole,  I 
hope  I  am  better-tempered  than  I  was,  and  more 
forgiving  to  Ma." 

The  poor  girl,  trying  so  hard,  said  it  from  her 
heart,  and  touched  mine.  "  Caddy,  my  love,'' 
I  replied,  '•'  I  begin  to  have  a  great  affection  for 
you,  and  I  hope  we  shall  become  friends.''  "  Oh, 
do  you  ?  "  cried  Caddy ;  "  how  happy  that  would 
make  me  I  "  "  My  dear  Caddy,"  said  I,  "  let 
us  be  friends  from  this  time,  and  let  us  often 
have  a  chat  about  these  matters,  and  try  to  find 
the  right  way  through  them."  Caddy  was  over- 
joyed. I  said  everything  I  could,  in  my  old- 
fashioned  way,  to  comfort  and  encourage  her; 
and  I  would  not  have  objected  to  old  Mr.  Tur- 
veydrop,  that  day,  for  any  smaller  consideration 
than  a  settlement  on  his  daughter-in-law. 

By  this  time  we  were  come  to  Mr.  Krook's, 
whose  private  door  stood  open.  There  was 
a  bill,  pasted  on  the  door-post,  announcing 
a  room  to  let  on  the  second  floor.  It  reminded 
Caddy  to  tell  me  as  we  proceeded  up-stairs,  that 
there  had  been  a  sudden  death  there,  and  an 
inquest ;  and  that  our  litde  fVicnd  had  been  ill 
of  the  fright.  The  door  and  window  of  the 
vacant  room  being  open,  we  looked  in.  It 
was  the  room  with  the  dark  door,  to  which  I\Iiss 
Elite  had  secretly  directed  my  attention  when  I 
was  last  in  the  house.  A  sad  and  desolate  place 
it  was ;  a  gloomy,  sorrowful  place,  that  gave  me 
a  strange  sensation  of  mournfulness  and  even 
dread.  "  You  look  pale,"  said  Caddy,  when  we 
came  out,  "  and  cold  ! "  I  felt  as  if  the  room, 
had  chilled  me. 
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We  had  walked  slowly,  while  we  were  talking ; 
and  my  Guardian  and  Ada  were  here  before  us. 
We  found  them  in  Miss  Flite's  garret.  They 
were  looking  at  the  birds,  while  a  medical  gen- 
tleman who  was  so  good  as  to  attend  Miss  Flite 
with  much  solicitude  and  compassion,  spoke 
with  her  cheerfully  by  the  fire. 

"  I  have  finished  my  professional  visit,"  he 
said  coming  forward,  "Miss  Flite  is  much 
better,  and  may  appear  in  Court  (as  her  mind  is 
set  upon  it)  to-morrow.  She  has  been  greatly 
missed  there,  I  understand." 

Miss  Flite  received  the  comphment  with 
complacency,  and  dropped  a  general  curtsey 
to  us. 

"  Honoured,  indeed,"  said  she,  ''  by  another 
visit  from  the  Wards  in  Jarndyce  !  Ve-ry  happy 
to  receive  Jarndyce  of  Bleak  House  beneath  my 
humble  roof!"  with  a  special  curtsey.  "  Fitz- 
Jarndyce,  my  dear;"  she  had  bestowed  that 
name  on  Caddy,  it  appeared,  and  always  called 
her  by  it ;  "a  double  welcome  !" 

"  Has  she  been  very  ill?"  asked  Mr.  Jarndyce 
of  the  gentleman  whom  we  had  found  in  attend- 
ance, on  her.  She  answered  for  herself  directly, 
though  he  had  put  the  question  in  a  whisper. 

"  O  decidedly  unwell !  O  very  unwell  in- 
deed," she  said,  confidentially.  "  Not  pain,  you 
know — trouble.  Not  bodily  so  much  as  ner- 
vous, nervous !  The  truth  is,"  in  a  subdued 
voice  and  trembling,  "  we  have  had  death  here. 
There  was  poison  in  tlie  house.  I  am  very 
susceptible  to  such  horrid  things.  It  frightened 
me.  Only  Mr.  Woodcourt  knows  how  much. 
My  physician,  Mr.  Woodcourt!"  with  great 
stateliness.  "The  Wards  in  Jarndyce — Jarn- 
dyce of  Bleak  House — Fitz-Jarndyce  !" 

"  Miss  Flite,"  said  Mr.  Woodcourt,  in  a  grave 
kind  of  voice,  as  if  he  were  appealing  to  her 
while  speaking  to  us,  and  laying  his  hand 
gently  on  her  arm,  "  Miss  Flite  describes  her 
illness  with  her  usual  accuracy.  She  was  alarmed 
by  an  occurrence  in  the  house  which  might  have 
alarmed  a  stronger  person,  and  was  made  ill  by 
the  distress  and  agitation.  She  brought  me 
here,  in  the  first  hurry  of  the  discovery,  though 
too  late  for  me  to  be  of  any  use  to  the  unfor- 
tunate man.  I  have  compensated  myself  for 
that  disappointment  by  coming  here  since,  and 
being  of  some  small  use  to  her." 

"  The  kindest  physician  in  the  college,"  whis- 
pered Miss  Flite  to  me.  "  I  expect  a  Judg- 
ment. On  the  day  of  Judgment.  And  shall 
then  confer  estates." 

"  She  will  be  as  well,  in  a  day  or  two,"  said 
Mr.  Woodcourt,  looking  at  her  with  an  ob- 
servant smile,  "  as  she  ever  will  be.     In  other 


words,  quite  well  of  course.     Have  you  heard 
of  her  good  fortune?" 

"Most  extraordinary!"  said  Miss  Flite, 
smiling  brightly.  "  You  never  heard  of  such  a 
thing,  my  dear  !  Every  Saturday,  Conversation 
Kenge,  or  Guppy  (Clerk  to  Conversation  K.), 
I)laces  in  my  hand  a  paper  of  shillings.  Shillings. 
I  assure  you  !  Always  the  same  number  in  the 
paper.  Always  one  for  every  day  in  the  week. 
Now  you  know,  really !  So  well-timed,  is  it 
not  ?  Ye-es  !  From  whence  do  these  papers 
come,  you  say?  That  is  the  great  question. 
Naturally.  Shall  I  tell  you  what  /  think  ?  / 
think,"  said  Miss  Flite,  drawing  herself  back  with 
a  very  shrewd  look,  and  shaking  her  right  fore- 
finger in  a  most  significant  manner,  "  that  the 
Lord  Chancellor,  aware  of  the  length  of  time 
during  which  tlie  Great  Seal  has  been  open  (for 
it  has  been  open  a  long  time  !),  forwards  them. 
Until  the  Judgment,  I  expect,  is  given.  Now 
that's  very  creditable,  you  know.  To  confess  in 
that  way  that  he  is  a  little  slow  for  human  life. 
So  delicate  !  Attending  Court  the  other  day — 
I  attend  it  regularly — with  my  documents — I 
taxed  him  with  it,  and  he  almost  confessed. 
That  is,  I  smiled  at  him  from  my  bench,  and  he 
smiled  at  me  from  his  bench.  But  it's  great 
good  fortune,  is  it  not  ?  And  Fitz-Jarndyce  lays 
the  money  out  for  me  to  great  advantage.  O,  I 
assure  you  to  the  greatest  advantage  !" 

I  congratulated  her  (as  she  addressed  herself 
to  me)  upon  this  fortunate  addition  to  her  in- 
come, and  wished  her  a  long  continuance  of  it. 
I  did  not  speculate  upon  the  source  from  which 
it  came,  or  wonder  whose  humanity  was  so  con- 
siderate. My  Guardian  stood  before  me  con- 
templating the  birds,  and  I  had  no  need  to  look 
beyond  him. 

"  And  what  do  you  call  these  little  fellows, 
ma'am?"  said  he  in  his  pleasant  voice.  "  Have 
they  any  names?" 

"  I  can  answer  for  Miss  Flite  that  they  have," 
said  I,  "  for  she  promised  to  tell  us  what  they 
were.     Ada  remembers  ?" 

Ada  remembered  very  well. 

"Did  I?"  said  Miss  Flite— "  Who's  that  at 
my  door  ?  What  are  you  listening  at  my  door 
for,  Krook?" 

The  old  man  of  the  house,  pushing  it  open 
before  him,  appeared  there  with  his  fur-cap  in 
his  hand,  and  his  cat  at  his  heels. 

"  /warn't  listening,  Miss  Flite,"  he  said.  "  I 
was  going  to  give  a  rap  with  my  knuckles,  only 
you're  so  quick  ! " 

"Make  your  cat  go  do\vn.  Drive  her  away!" 
the  old  lady  angrily  exclaimed. 

"  Bah,  bah  ! — There  ain't  no  danger,  gentle- 
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folks,"  said  Mr.  Krook,  looking  slowly  and 
sharply  from  one  to  anodier,  until  he  had 
looked  at  all  of  us ;  "  she'd  never  offer  at 
the  birds  when  I  was  here,  unless  I  told  her 
to  it." 

"  You  will  excuse  my  landlord,"  said  the  old 
lady  with  a  dignified  air.  "M,  quite  M  !  \Vliat 
do  you  want,  Krook,  when  I  have  company?" 

"  Hi !"  said  the  old  man.  "You  know  I  am 
the  Chancellor." 

"Well?"  returned  Miss  Flite.   "What  of  that?" 


"  For  the  Chancellor,"  said  the  old  man  with 
a  chuckle,  "  not  to  be  acquainted  with  a  Jarn- 
dyce  is  queer,  ain't  it,  Miss  Flite  ?  Mightn't  I 
take  the  liberty? — Your  servant,  sir.  T  know 
Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce  a'most  as  well  as  you  do, 
sir.  I  knowed  old  Squire  Tom,  sir.  I  never  to 
my  knowledge  see  you  afore  though,  not  even  in 
Court.  Yet,  I  go  there  a  mortal  sight  of  times 
in  the  course  of  the  year,  taking  one  day  with 
another." 

"  I  never  go  there,"  said  Mr.  Jarndyce  (whicli 


••I'm  fly,"  says  jo.     "but  fex  larks,  you  know,     stow  hooking  it!" 


he  never  did  on  any  consideration).     "  I  would 
sooner  go — somewhere  else." 

"Would  you,  though?"  returned  Krook, 
grinning.  "  You're  bearing  hard  upon  my  noble 
and  learned  brother  in  your  meaning,  sir;  though 
perhaps  it  is  but  nat'ral  in  a  Jarndyce.  The 
iDurnt  child,  sir  !  What,  you're  looking  at  my 
lodger's  birds,  Mr.  Jarndvce  ?"  The  old  man 
had  come  by  little  and  little  into  the  room,  until 
he  now  touched  my  Guardian  with  his  elbow, 
and  looked  close  up  into  his  face  with  his 
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spectacled  eyes.  "  It's  one  of  her  strange 
ways,  that  she'll  never  tell  the  names  of  these 
birds  if  she  can  help  it,  though  she  named  'em 
all."  This  was  in  a  whisper.  "  Shall  I  run  'em 
over,  Flite?"  he  asked  aloud,  winking  at  us,  and 
pointing  at  her  as  she  turned  away,  affecting  to 
sweep  the  grate. 

"  If  you  like,"  she  answered  hurriedly. 

The  old  man,  looking  up  at  the  cages,  after 
another  look  at  us,  went  through  the  list. 

"  Hope,  Joy,  Youth,  Peace,  Rest,  Life,  Dust, 
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Ashes,  Waste,  Want,  Ruin,  Despair,  Madness, 
Death,  Cunning,  Folly,  Words,  Wigs,  Rags, 
Sheepskin,  Plunder,  Precedent,  Jargon,  Gam- 
mon, and  Spinach.  That's  the  whole  collec- 
tion," said  the  old  man,  "all  cooped  up  to- 
gether, by  my  noble  and  learned  brother." 

"This  is  a  bitter  wind  !"  muttered  my  Guar- 
dian. 

"  When  my  noble  and  learned  brother  gives 
his  Judgment,  they're  to  be  let  go  free,"  said 
Krook,  winking  at  us  again.  "  And  then,"  he 
added,  whispering  and  grinning,  "  if  that  ever 
was  to  happen — which  it  won't — the  birds  that 
have  never  been  caged  would  kill  'em." 

"  If  ever  the  wind  was  in  the  east,"  said  my 
Guardian,  pretending  to  look  out  of  the  window 
^or  a  weathercock,  "  I  think  it's  there  to- 
day !" 

We  found  it  very  difticult  to  get  away  from 
the  house.  It  was  not  Miss  Flite  wlio  detained 
us  ;  she  was  as  reasonable  a  little  creature  in 
consulting  the  convenience  of  others,  as  there 
possibly  could  be.  It  was  Mr.  Krook.  He 
seemed  unable  to  detach  himself  from  Mr.  Jarn- 
dyce.  If  he  had  been  linked  to  him,  he  could 
hardly  have  attended  him  more  closely.  He 
proposed  to  show  us  his  Court  of  Chancery,  and 
all  the  strange  medley  it  contained  ;  during  the 
whole  of  our  inspection  (prolonged  by  himself) 
he  kept  close  to  Mr,  Jarndyce,  and  sometimes 
detained  him,  under  one  pretence  or  other, 
until  we  had  passed  on,  as  if  he  were  tormented 
by  an  inclination  to  enter  upon  some  secret 
subject,  which  he  could  not  make  up  his  mind 
to  approach.  I  cannot  imagine  a  countenance 
and  manner  more  singularly  expressive  of  caution 
and  indecision,  and  a  perpetual  impulse  to  do 
something  he  could  not  resolve  to  venture  on, 
than  Mr.  Krook's  was,  that  day.  His  watchful- 
ness of  my  Guardian  was  incessant.  He  rarely 
removed  his  eyes  from  his  face.  If  he  went  on 
beside  him,  he  observed  him  with'  the  slyness  of 
an  old  Avhite  fox.  If  he  went  before  he  looked 
back.  When  we  stood  still,  he  got  opposite  to 
him,  and  drawing  hi^  hand  across  and  across 
his  open  mouth  with  a  curious  expression  of  a 
sense  of  power,  and  turning  up  his  eyes,  and 
lowering  his  grey  eyebrows  until  they  appeared 
to  be  shut,  seemed  to  scan  every  lineament  of 
his  face. 

At  last,  having  been  (always  attended  by  the 
cat)  all  over  the  house,  and  having  seen  the 
whole  stock  of  miscellaneous  lumber,  which  was 
certainly  curious,  we  came  into  the  back  part  of 
the  shop.  Here,  on  the  head  of  an  empty 
barrel  stood  on  end,  w^ere  an  ink-bottle,  some 
eld  stumps  of  pens,  and  some  dirty  playbills ; 


and,  against  the  wall,  were  pasted  several  large 
printed  alphabets  in  several  plain  hands. 

"  What  are  you  doing  here  ?  "  asked  my  Guar- 
dian. 

"  Trying  to  learn  myself  to  read  and  write," 
said  Krook. 

"  And  how  do  you  get  on  ?  " 

"Slow.  Bad,"  returned  the  old  man,  im- 
patiently.    "  It's  hard  at  my  time  of  life." 

"  It  would  be  easier  to  be  taught  by  some 
one,"  said  my  Guardian. 

"  Ay,  but  they  might  teach  me  wrong  !  "  re- 
turned the  old  man,  with  a  wonderfully  suspicious 
flash  of  his  eye.  "  I  don't  know  what  I  may 
have  lost,  by  not  being  learnd  afore.  I  wouldn't 
like  to  lose  anything  by  being  learnd  wrong 
now." 

"  Wrong?"  said  my  Guardian,  with  his  good- 
humoured  smile.  "  Who  do  you  suppose  would 
teach  you  wrong  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,  Mr.  Jarndyce  of  Bleak  House ! " 
replied  the  old  man,  turning  up  his  spectacles 
on  his  forehead,  and  rubbing  his  hands.  "  I 
don't  suppose  as  anybody  would — but  I'd  rather 
trust  my  own  self  than  another  !  " 

These  answers,  and  his  manner,  were  strange 
enough  to  cause  my  Guardian  to  inquire  of  Mr. 
Woodcourt,  as  we  all  walked  across  Lincoln's 
Inn  together,  whether  Mr.  Krook  w-ere  really^ 
as  his  lodger  represented  him,  deranged  ?  The 
young  surgeon  replied,  no,  he  had  seen  no 
reason  to  think  so.  He  was  exceedingly  dis- 
trustful, as  ignorance  usually  was,  and  he  was 
always  more  or  less  under  the  influence  of  raw 
gin  :  of  which  he  drank  great  quantities,  and  of 
which  he  and  his  back-shop,  as  we  might  have 
observed,  smelt  strongly ;  but  he  did  not  think 
him  mad,  as  yet. 

On  our  way  home,  I  so  conciliated  Peepy's 
affections  by  buying  him  a  windmill  and  two 
flour-sacks,  that'he  would  suffer  nobody  else  to 
take  off  his  hat  and  gloves,  and  would  sit  no- 
where at  dinner  but  at  my  side.  Caddy  sat 
upon  the  other  side  of  m.e,  next  to  Ada,  to 
whom  v/e  imparted  the  whole  history  of  the 
engagement  as  soon  as  we  got  back.  We  made 
much  of  Cadd}',  and  Pecpy  too  ;  and  Caddy 
brightened  exceedingly  ;  and  my  Guardian  was 
as  merry  as  we  were;  and  we  were  all  very 
happy  indeed  ;  until  Caddy  went  home  at  night 
in  a  hackney-coach,  with  Peepy  fast  asleep,  but 
holding  tight  to  the  windmill. 

y  I  have  forgotten  to  mention — at  least  I  have 
not  mentioned — that  Mr.  Woodcourt  was  the 
same  dark  young  surgeon  whom  we  had  met  at 
Mr.  Badger's.  Or,  that  Mr.  Jarndyce  invited 
him  to  dinner  that  da}^    Or,  that  he  came.    Or, 
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that  when  they  were  all  gone,  and  I  said  to  Ada, 
"'  Now,  iny  darling,  let  us  have  a  little  talk  about 

Richard  ! "  Ada  laughed  and  said 

But,  I  don't  think  it  matters  what  my  darling 
said.     She  was  always  merry. 


CHAPTER  XV. 
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JHILE  we  were  in  London,  Mr. 
Jarndyce  was  constantly  beset  by 
the  crowd  of  excitable  ladies  and 
gentlemen  whose  proceedings  had 
so  much  astonished  us.  Mr.  Quale, 
who  presented  himself  soon  after 
our  arrival,  was  in  all  such  excitements. 
He  seemed  to  project  those  two  shining 
knobs  of  temples  of  his  into  everything  that  went 
on,  and  to  brush  his  hair  farther  and  farther 
back,  until  the  very  roots  were  almost  ready  to 
fly  out  of  his  head  in  inappeasable  philanthropy. 
All  objects  were  alike  to  him,  but  he  was  always 
particularly  ready  for  anything  in  the  way  of  a 
testimonial  to  any  one.  His  great  power 
seemed  to  be  his  power  of  indiscriminate  ad- 
miration. He  would  sit,  for  any  length  of  time, 
with  the  utmost  enjoyment,  bathing  his  temples 
in  the  light  of  any  order  of  luminary.  Having 
first  seen  him  perfectly  swallowed  up  in  admira- 
tion of  Mrs.  Jellyby,  I  had  supposed  her  to  be 
the  absorbing  object  of  his  devotion.  I  soon 
discovered  my  mistake,  and  found  him  to  be 
train-bearer  and  organ-blower  to  a  whole  pro- 
cession of  people. 

Mrs.  Pardiggle  came  one  day  for  a  subscrip- 
tion to  something — and  with  her,  Mr.  Quale. 
Whatever  Mrs.  Pardiggle  said,  Mr.  Quale  re- 
peated to  us ;  and  just  as  he  had  drawn  Mrs. 
Jellyby  out,  he  drew  Mrs.  Pardiggle  out.  Mrs. 
Pardiggle  wrote  a  letter  of  introduction  to  my 
Guardian,  in  behalf  of  her  eloquent  friend,  Mr. 
Gusher.  With  Mr.  Gusher  appeared  Mr.  Quale 
again.  Mr.  Gusher,  being  a  flabby  gentleman 
with  a  moist  surface,  and  eyes  so  much  too 
small  for  his  moon  of  a  face  that  they  seemed 
to  have  been  originally  made  for  somebody  else, 
was  not  at  first  sight  prepossessing ;  yet,  he  was 
scarcely  seated,  before  Mr.  Quale  asked  Ada 
and  me,  not  inaudibly,  wliether  he  was  not  a 
great  creature— which  he  certainly  was,  flabbily 
speaking ;  though  Mr.  Quale  meant  in  intellec- 
tual beauty — and  whether  we  were  not  struck  by 
his  massive  configuration  of  brow  ?     In  short. 


we  heard  of  a  great  many  Missions  of  various 
sorts,  among  this  set  of  people ;  but,  nothing 
respecting  them  was  half  so  clear  to  us,  as  that 
it  was  Mr.  Quale's  mission  to  be  in  ecstasies 
with  everybody  else's  mission,  and  that  it  was 
the  most  popular  mission  of  all. 

Mr.  Jarndyce  had  fallen  into  this  company, 
in  the  tenderness  of  his  heart  and  his  earnest 
desire  to  do  all  the  good  in  his  power ;  but,  that 
he  felt  it  to  be  too  often  an  unsatisfactory  com- 
pany, where  benevolence  took  spasmodic  forms ; 
where  charity  was  assumed,  as  a  regular  uniform, 
by  loud  professors  and  speculators  in  cheaj) 
notoriety,  vehement  in  profession,  restless  and 
vain  in  action,  servile  in  the  last  degree  of 
meanness  to  the  great,  adulatory  of  one  another, 
and  intolerable  to  those  who  were  anxious 
quietly  to  help  the  weak  from  falling,  rather  than 
with  a  great  deal  of  bluster  and  self-laudation 
to  raise  them  up  a  little  way  when  they  were 
down ;  he  plainly  told  us.  When  a  testimonial 
was  originated  to  Mr.  Quale,  by  Mr.  Gusher 
(who  had  already  got  one,  originated  by  Mr. 
Quale),  and  when  Mr.  Gusher  spoke  for  an  hour 
and  a  half  on  the  subject  to  a  meeting,  including 
two  charity  schools  of  small  boys  and  girls,  who 
were  specially  reminded  of  the  widow's  mite,  and 
requested  to  come  forward  with  half-pence  and 
be  acceptable  sacrifices ;  I  think  the  wind  was 
in  the  east  for  three  whole  weeks. 

I  mention  this,  because  I  am  coming  to  Mr. 
Skimpole  again.  It  seemed  to  me,  that  his  off- 
hand professions  of  childishness  and  carelessness 
were  a  great  relief  to  my  Guardian,  by  contrast 
with  such  things,  and  were  the  more  readily 
believed  in ;  since,  to  find  one  perfectly  unde- 
signing  and  candid  man,  among  many  opposites, 
could  not  fail  to  give  him  pleasure.  I  should 
be  sorry  to  imply  that  Mr.  Skimpole  divined 
this,  and  was  politic  :  I  really  never  understood 
him  well  enough  to  know.  ^\'hat  he  was  to  my 
Guardian,  he  certainly  was  to  the  rest  of  the 
world. 

He  had  not  been  very  well ;  and  thus,  though 
he  lived  in  London,  we  had  seen  nothing  of  him 
until  now.  He  appeared  one  morning,  in  his 
usual  agreeable  way,  and  as  full  of  pleasant 
spirits  as  ever. 

Well,  he  said,  here  he  was  !  He  had  been 
bihous,  but  rich  men  were  often  bilious,  and 
therefore  he  had  been  persuading  himself  that 
he  was  a  man  of  property.  So  he  was,  in  a 
certain  point  of  view — in  his  expansive  inten- 
tions. He  had  been  enriching  his  medical 
attendant  in  the  most  lavish  manner.  He  had 
always  doubled,  and  sometimes  quadrupled  his 
fees.     He  had  said  to  the  doctor,  "  Now,  my 
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dear  doctor,  it  is  quite  a  delusion  on  your  part 
to  suppose  that  you  attend  me  for  nothing.  1 
am  ovcrwhehning  you  with  money — in  my  ex- 
l^ansive  intentions — if  you  only  knew  it  !"  And 
really  (he  said)  he  meant  it  to  that  degree,  that 
lie  thought  it  much  the  same  as  doing  it.  If  he 
had  had  those  bits  of  metal  or  thin  paper  to 
which  mankind  attached  so  much  importance, 
to  put  in  the  doctor's  hand,  he  would  have  put 
them  in  the  doctor's  hand.  Not  having  them, 
he  substituted  the  will  for  the  deed.  Very  well ! 
If  he  really  meant  it — if  his  will  Avere  genuine 
and  real :  which  it  was — it  appeared  to  him  that 
it  was  the  same  as  coin,  and  cancelled  the  obli- 
gation. 

''  It  may  be,  partly,  because  I  know  nothing 
of  the  value  of  money,"  said  Mr.  Skimpole, 
•'  but  I  often  feel  this.  It  seems  so  reasonable  ! 
My  butcher  says  to  me,  he  wants  that  little  bill. 
It's  a  part  of  the  pleasant  unconscious  poetry  of 
the  man's  nature,  that  he  always  calls  it  a  '  little  ' 
bill — to  make  the  payment  appear  easy  to  both 
of  us.  I  reply  to  the  butcher,  My  good  friend, 
if  you  knew  it  you  are  paid.  You  haven't  had 
the  trouble  of  coming  to  ask  for  the  little  bill. 
Vou  are  paid.     I  mean  it." 

"  But,  suppose,"  said  my  Guardian,  laughing, 
•'  he  had  meant  the  meat  in  the  bill,  instead  of 
providing  it  !  " 

"  My  dear  Jarndyce,"  he  returned,  "  you  sur- 
prise me.  You  take  the  butchers  position.  A 
butcher  I  once  dealt  with,  occupied  that  very 
ground.  Says  he,  '  Sir,  why  did  you  eat  spring- 
lamb  at  eighteen-pence  a  pound  ?  '  '  Why  did 
I  eat  spring-lamb  at  eighteen-pence  a  pound,  my 
honest  friend  ? '  said  I,  naturally  amazed  by  the 
question.  '  I  like  spring-lamb  ! '  This  was  so 
far  convincing.  '  Well  sir,'  says  he,  '  I  wish  I 
had  meant  the  lamb  as  you  mean  the  money  ! ' 
'  My  good  fellow,'  said  I,  '  pray  let  us  reason 
like  intellectual  beings.  How  could  that  be? 
It  was  impossible.  You  had  got  the  lamb,  and 
I  have  not  got  the  money.  You  couldn't  really 
mean  the  lamb  without  sending  it  in,  whereas  I 
can,  and  do,  really  mean  the  money  without 
paying  it ! '  He  had  not  a  word.  There  was 
an  end  of  the  subject." 

"  Did  he  take  no  legal  proceedings  ?  "  inquired 
my  Guardian. 

"  Yes,  he  took  legal  proceedings,"  said  Mr. 
Skimpole.  "  But,  in  that,  he  was  influenced  by 
passion  ;  not  by  reason.  Passion  reminds  me  of 
Boythorn.  He  writes  me  that  you  and  the  ladies 
have  promised  him  a  short  visit  at  his  bachelor- 
house  in  Lincolnshire." 

"  He  is  a  great  favourite  with  my  girls,"  said 
Mr.  Jarndyce,  "  and  I  have  promised  for  them." 


"  Nature  forgot  to  shade  him  off,  I  think  ?  " 
observed  Mr.  Skimpole  to  Ada  and  me.  "A 
little  too  boisterous — like  the  sea?  A  httle  too 
vehement- -like  a  bull,  who  has  made  up  his 
mind  to  consider  every  colour  scarlet?  But,  I 
grant  a  sledge-hammering  sort  of  merit  in  him!  " 
I  should  have  been  surprised  if  those  two 
could  have  thought  very  highly  of  one  another ; 
Mr.  Boythorn  attaching  sp  much  importance  to 
many  things,  and  Mr.  Skimpole  caring  so  little 
for  anything.  Besides  which,  I  had  noticed  Mr. 
Boythorn  more  than  once  on  the  point  of  break- 
ing out  into  some  strong  opinion,  when  Mr. 
Skimpole  was  referred  to.  Of  course  I  merely 
joined  Ada  in  saying  that  we  had  been  greatly 
pleased  with  him. 

"  He  has  invited  me,"  said  Mr.  Skimpole ; 
"  and  if  a  child  may  trust  himself  in  such  hands  : 
which  the  present  child  is  encouraged  to  do, 
with  the  united  tenderness  of  two  angels  to 
guard  him  :  I  shall  go.  He  proposes  to  frank 
me  down  and  back  again.  I  suppose  it  will  cost 
money?  Shillings  perhaps?  Or  pounds?  Or 
something  of  that  sort?  By  the  bye.  Coavinses. 
You  remember  our  friend  Coavinses,  Miss  Sum- 
mcrson  ? '' 

He  asked  me,  as  the  subject  arose  in  his  mind, 
in  his  graceful  light-hearted  manner,  and  without 
the  least  embarrassment. 
''  O  yes  !  "  said  I. 

"  Coavinses  has  been  arrested  by  the  great 
Bailiff,"  said  Mr.  Skimpole.  "  He  will  never  do 
violence  to  the  sunshine  any  more." 

It  quite  shocked  me  to  hear  it ;  for,  I  had 
already  recalled,  with  anything  but  a  serious 
association,  the  image  of  the  man  sitting  on  the 
sofa  that  night,  wiping  his  head. 

"  His  successor  informed  me  of  it  yesterday," 
said  Mr.  Skimpole.  "  His  successor  is  in  my 
house  now — in  possession,  I  think  he  calls  it. 
He  came  yesterday,  on  my  blue-eyed  daughter's 
birthday.  I  put  it  to  him,  '  This  is  unreason- 
able and  inconvenient.  If  you  had  a  blue-eyed 
daughter,  you  wouldn't  like  me  to  come,  unin- 
vited, on  her  birthday  ?  '     But,  he  stayed." 

Mr.  Skimpole  laughed  at  the  pleasant  absurd- 
ity, and  lightly  touched  ♦  the  piano  by  which  he 
was  seated. 

"And  he  told  me,"  he  said,  playing  little 
chords  where  I  shall  put  full  stops,  "  That  Coa- 
vinses had  left.  Three  children.  No  mother. 
And  that  Coavinses'  profession.  Being  un- 
popular. The  rising  Coavinses.  Were  at  a 
considerable  disadvantage." 

Mr.  Jarndyce  got  up,  rubbing  his  head,  and 

began  to  walk  about.     Mr.  Skimpole  played  the 

I   melody  of  one  of  Ada's  favourite  songs.     Ada 
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and  I  both  looked  at  Mr.  Jarndyce,  thinking 
that  we  knew  what  was  passing  in  his  mind. 

After  walking,  and  stopping,  and  several 
times  leaving  off  rubbing  his  head,  and  begin- 
ning again,  my  Guardian  put  his  hand  upon 
the  keys  and  stopped  Mr.  Skimpole's  playing. 
"  I  don't  like  this,  Skimpole,"  he  said  thought- 
fully. 

Mr.  Skimpole,  who  had  quite  forgotten  the 
subject,  looked  up  surprised. 

"  The  man  was  necessary,"  pursued  my  Guar- 
dian, walking  backward  and  forward  in  the  very 
short  space  between  the  piano  and  the  end  of 
the  room,  and  rubbing  his  hair  up  from  the  back 
of  his  head  as  if  a  high  east  wind  had  blown  it 
into  that  form.  "  If  we  make  such  men  neces- 
sary by  our  faults  and  follies,  or  by  our  want  of 
worldly  knowledge,  or  by  our  misfortunes,  we 
must  not  revenge  ourselves  upon  them.  There 
was  no  harm  in  his  trade.  He  maintained  his 
children.  One  would  like  to  know  more  about 
this." 

"  O  !  Coavinses  ?"  cried  Mr.  Skimpole,  at 
length  perceiving  what  he  meant.  "  Nothing 
easier.  A  walk  to  Coavinses'  head- quarters,  and 
you  can  know  what  you  will." 

Mr.  Jarndyce  nodded  to  us,  who  were  only 
waiting  for  the  signal.  "  Come  !  We  will  walk 
that  way,  my  dears.  Why  not  that  way,  as  soon 
as  another  ! "  We  were  quickly  ready,  and  went 
out.  Mr.  Skimpole  went  with  us,  and  quite 
enjoyed  the  expedition.  It  was  so  new  and  so 
refreshing,  he  said,  for  him  to  want  Coavinses, 
instead  of  Coavinses  wanting  him  ! 

He  took  us,  first,  to  Cursitor  Street,  Chancery 
Lane,  where  there  was  a  house  with  ban-ed 
windows,  which  he  called  Coavinses'  Castle.  On 
our  going  into  the  entry  and  ringing  a  bell,  a 
very  hideous  boy  came  out  of  a  sort  of  office, 
and  looked  at  us  over  a  spiked  wicket. 

"Who  did  you  want?"  said  the  boy,  fitting 
two  of  the  spikes  into  his  chin. 

"  There  was  a  follov^er,  or  an  officer,  or  some- 
daing  here,"  said  Mr.  Jarndyce,  "  who  is  dead." 

"  Yes  ?"  said  the  boy.     "  Well  ?" 

"  I  want  to  know  his  name,  if  you  please  ?" 

"  Name  of  Neckett,"  said  the  boy. 

"  And  his  address  ?" 

"Bell  Yard,"  said  the  boy.  "Chandler's 
shop,  left  hand  side,  name  of  Blinder." 

"  Was  he — I  don't  know  how  to  shape  the 
question,"  murmured  my  Guardian  —  "indus- 
trious ?" 

"  Was  Neckett?"  said  the  boy.  "  Yes,  wery 
much  so.  He  was  never  tired  of  watching.  He'd 
set  upon  a  post  at  a  street  comer,  eight  or  ten 
hours  at  a  stretch,  if  he  undertook  to  do  it." 


"  He  might  have  done  worse,"  I  heard  my 
Guardian  soliloquise.  "  He  might  have  under- 
taken to  do  it,  and  not  done  it.  Thank  you. 
That's  all  I  want." 

We  left  the  boy,  with  his  head  on  one  side, 
and  his  arms  on  the  gate,  fondling  and  sucking 
the  spikes ;  and  went  back  to  Lincoln's  Inn, 
where  Mr.  Skimpole,  who  had  not  cared  to  re- 
main nearer  Coavinses,  awaited  us.  Then,  we 
all  went  to  Bell  Yard  :  a  narrow  alley,  at  a  very 
short  distance.  We  soon  found  the  chandler's 
shop.  In  it,  was  a  good-natured-looking  old 
v»'oman,  with  a  dropsy,  or  an  asthma,  or  perhaps 
both. 

"  Neckett's  children?"  said  she,  in  reply  to 
my  inquiry.  "  Yes,  surely,  miss.  Three  pair, 
if  you  please.  Door  right  opposite  the  top  of 
the  stairs."  And  she  handed  me  a  key  across 
the  counter. 

I  glanced  at  the  key,  and  glanced  at  her ;  but 
she  took  it  for  granted  that  I  knew  what  to  do 
with  it.  As  it  could  only  be  intended  for  the 
children's  door,  I  came  out,  without  asking  any 
more  questions,  and  led  the  way  up  the  dark 
stairs.  We  went  as  quietly  as  we  could ;  but. 
four  of  us  made  some  noise  on  the  aged  boards  ; 
and,  when  we  came  to  the  second  story,  we 
found  we  had  disturbed  a  man  who  was  stand- 
ing there,  looking  out  of  his  room. 

"  Is  it  Gridley  that's  wanted?"  he  said,  fixing 
his  eyes  on  me  with  an  angry  stare. 

"  No,  sir,"  said  I,  "  I  am  going  higher  up." 

He  looked  at  Ada,  and  at  Mr.  Jarndyce,  and 
at  Mr.  Skimpole  :  fixing  the  same  angry  stare  on 
each  in  succession,  as  they  passed  and  followed 
me.  Mr.  Jarndyce  gave  him  good  day.  "  Good 
day!"  he  said,  abruptly  and  fiercely.  He  was 
a  tall  sallow  man,  with  a  care-worn  head,  on 
which  but  little  hair  remained,  a  deeply  lined 
face,  and  prominent  eyes.  He  had  a  combative 
look ;  and  a  chafing,  irritable  manner,  which, 
associated  with  his  figure — still  large  and  power- 
ful, though  evidently  in  its  decline — rather 
alarmed  me.  He  had  a  pen  in  his  hand,  and, 
in  the  glimpse  I  caught  of  his  room  in  passing, 
I  saw  that  it  was  covered  with  a  litter  of  papers. 

Leaving  him  standing  there,  we  went  up  to 
the  top  room.  I  tapped  at  the  door,  and  a  little 
shrill  voice  inside  said,  "  We  are  locked  in.  Mrs. 
Blinder's  got  the  key  ! " 

I  applied  the  key  on  hearing  this,  and  opened 
the  door.  In  a  poor  room,  with  a  sloping  ceil- 
ing, and  containing  very  little  furniture,  was  a 
mite  of  a  boy,  some  five  or  six  years  old,  nursing 
and  hushing  a  heavy  child  of  eighteen  months. 
There  was  no  fire,  though  the  weather  was  cold  ; 
both  children  were  wrapped  in  some  poor  shav/ls 
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and  tippets,  as  a  substitute.  Their  clothing  was 
not  so  warm,  however,  but  that  their  noses 
looked  red  and  pinched,  and  their  small  figures 
shrunken,  as  the  boy  walked  up  and  down, 
nursing  and  hushing  the  child  with  its  head  on 
his  shoulder. 

"  Who  has  locked  you  up  here  alone  ?"  we 
naturally  asked. 

"  Charley,"  said  the  boy,  standing  still  to  gaze 
at  us. 

"  Is  Charley  your  brother  ?" 

"  No.  She's  my  sister  Charlotte.  Father  called 
her  Charley." 

"  Are  there  any  more  of  you  besides  Char- 
ley?" 

"  Me,"  said  the  boy,  "  and  Emma,"  patting 
the  limp  bonnet  of  the  child  he  was  nursing. 
"  And  Charley." 

"  Where  is  Charley  now?" 

"  Out  a  washing,"  said  the  boy,  beginning  to 
walk  up  and  down  again,  and  taking  the  nan- 
keen bonnet  much  too  near  the  bedstead,  by 
trying  to  gaze  at  us  at  the  same  time. 

We  were  looking  at  one  another,  and  at  these 
two  children,  when  there  came  into  the  room  a 
very  little  girl,  childish  in  figure  but  shrewd  and 
older-looking  in  the  face — pretty-faced  too — 
wearing  a  womanly  sort  of  bonnet  much  too 
large  for  her,  and  drying  her  bare  arms  on  a 
womanly  sort  of  apron.  Her  fingers  were  white 
and  wrinkled  with  washing,  and  the  soap-suds 
were  yet  smoking  which  she  wiped  off  her  arms. 
But  for  this,  she  might  have  been  a  child,  play- 
ing at  washing,  and  imitating  a  poor  working- 
woman  with  a  quick  observation  of  the  truth. 

She  had  come  running  from  some  place  in 
the  neighbourhood,  and  had  made  all  the  haste 
she  could.  Consequently,  though  she  was  very 
light,  she  was  out  of  breath,  and  could  not  speak 
at  first,  as  she  stood  panting,  and  wiping  her 
arms,  and  looking  quietly  at  us. 

"  O,  here's  Charley ! "  said  the  boy. 

The  child  he  was  nursing,  stretched  forth  its 
arms,  and  cried  cut  to  be  taken  by  Charley. 
The  little  girl  took  it,  in  a  womaaily  sort  of  manner 
belonging  to  the  apron  and  the  bonnet,  and 
stood  looking  at  us  over  the  burden  that  clung 
to  her  most  affectionately. 

"  Is  it  possible,"  whispered  my  Guardian,  as 
we  put  a  chair  for  the  little  creature,  and  got 
her  to  sit  down  with  her  load  :  the  boy  keeping 
close  to  her,  holding  to  her  apron,  "  that  this 
child  works  for  the  rest  ?  Look  at  this  !  For 
God's  sake  look  at  this  !" 

It  was  a  thing  to  look  at.  The  three  children 
close  together,  and  two  of  them  relying  solely 
on  the  third,  and  the  third  so  young  and  yet 


with  an  air  of  age  and  steadiness  that  sat  so 
strangely  on  the  childish  figure. 

"  Charley,  Charley  ! "  said  my  Guardian. 
"  How  old  are  you  ?" 

"  Over  thirteen,  sir,"  replied  the  child. 

"  O  !  What  a  great  age,"  said  my  Guardian. 
'•  What  a  great  age,  Charley  ! " 

I  cannot  describe  the  tenderness  with  which 
he  spoke  to  her;  half  playfully,  yet  all  the  more 
compassionately  and  mournfully. 

"  And  do  you  live  alone  here  with  these 
babies,  Charley?"  said  my  Guardian. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  returned  the  child,  looking  up  into 
his  face  with  perfect  confidence,  '•'  since  father 
died." 

"  And  how  do  you  live,  Charley  ?  O  !  Char- 
ley," said  my  Guardian,  turning  his  face  away 
for  a  moment,  "  how  do  you  live  ?" 

"  Since  father  died,  sir,  I've  gone  out  to  work. 
I'm  out  washing  to-day." 

"  God  help  you,  Charley  ! "  said  my  Guardian. 
"  You're  not  tall  enough  to  reach  the  tub  !  " 

"  In  pattens  I  am,  sir,"  she  said,  quickly, 
"  I've  got  a  high  pair  as  belonged  to  mother." 

"  And  when  did  mother  die  ?  Poor  mother  !  " 

"  Mother  died,  just  after  Emma  was  born," 
said  the  child,  glancing  at  the  face  upon  her 
bosom.  "  Then  father  said  I  was  to  be  as  good 
a  mother  to  her  as  I  could.  And  so  I  tried. 
And  so  I  worked  at  home,  and  did  cleaning  and 
nursing  and  washing,  for  a  long  time  before  I 
began  to  go  out.  And  that's  how  I  know  how ; 
don't  you  see,  sir  ?  " 

"  And  do  you  often  go  out  ?  " 

"As  often  as  I  can,"  said  Charley,  opening 
her  eyes,  and  smiling,  "because  of  earning  six- 
pences and  shillings  !  " 

"  And  do  you  always  lock  the  babies  up  when 
you  go  out?" 

"  To  keep  'em  safe,  sir,  don't  you  see  ?"  said 
Charley.  "  Mrs.  Blinder  comes  up  now  and 
then,  and  Mr.  Gridley  comes  up  sometimes, 
and  perhaps  I  can  run  in  sometimes,  and  they 
can  play,  you  know,  and  Tom  an't  afraid  of 
being  locked  up,  are  you,  Tom  ?  " 

"  No-o  '  "  said  Tom,  stoutly. 

"  When  it  comes  on  dark,  the  lamps  are 
lighted  down  in  the  court,  and  they  show  up 
here  quite  bright — almost  quite  bright.  Don't 
they,  Tom  ?  " 

"Yes,  Charley,"  said  Tom,  "almost  quite 
bright." 

"  Then  he's  as  good  as  gold,"  said  the  Httle 
creature — O  !  in  such  a  motherly,  womanly  way  ! 
"  And  when  Emma's  tired,  he  puts  her  to  bed. 
And  when  he's  tired  he  goes  to  bed  himself. 
And  when  I  come  home  and  light  the  candle, 
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and  has  a  bit  of  supper,  he  sits  up  again  and  has 
it  with  me.     Don't  you,  Tom  ?  " 

"  O  yes,  Charley  !  "  said  Tom.  "  That  I  do  ! " 
And  either  in  this  ghmpse  of  the  great  pleasure 
of  his  life,  or  in  gratitude  and  love  for  Charley, 
who  was  all  in  all  to  him,  he  laid  his  face  among 
the  scanty  folds  of  her  frock,  and  passed  from 
laughing  into  crying. 

It  was  the  first  time  since  our  entry  that  a 
tear  had  been  shed  among  these  children.  The 
little  orphan  girl  had  spoken  of  their  father,  and 
their  mother,  as  if  all  that  sorrow  were  subdued 
by  the  necessity  of  taking  courage,  and  by  her 
childish  importance  in  being  able  to  work,  and 
by  her  bustling  busy  way.  But  now,  when  Tom 
cried  ;  although  she  sat  quite  tranquil,  looking 
quietly  at  us,  and  did  not  by  any  movement  dis- 
turb a  hair  of  the  head  of  either  of  her  little 
charges ;  I  saw  two  silent  tears  fall  down  her 
face. 

I  stood  at  the  window  with  Ada,  pretending 
to  look  at  the  housetops,  and  the  blackened 
stack  of  chimneys,  and  the  poor  plants,  and  the 
birds  in  little  cages  belonging  to  the  neighbours, 
when  I  found  that  Mrs.  Blinder,  from  the  shop 
below,  had  come  in  (perhaps  it  had  taken  her  all 
this  time  to  get  up-stairs)  and  was  talking  to  my 
Guardian. 

"  It's  not  much  to  forgive  'em  the  rent,  sir," 
she  said  :  "  who  could  take  it  from  them  !  " 

"  Well,  well !  "  said  my  Guardian  to  us  two. 
''  It  is  enough  that  the  time  will  come  when  this 
good  woman  will  find  that  it  luas  much,  and  that 
forasmuch  as  she  did  it  unto  the  least  of  these —  ! 
This  child,"  he  added,  after  a  few  moments, 
"  could  she  possibly  continue  this?  " 

"  Really,  sir,  I  think  she  might,"  said  Mrs. 
Blinder,  getting  her  heavy  breath  by  painful 
degrees.  "She's  as  handy  as  it's  possible  to  be. 
Bless  you,  sir,  the  way  she  tended  them  two 
children,  after  the  mother  died,  was  the  talk  of 
the  yard  !  And  it  was  a  wonder  to  see  her  with 
him  after  he  was  took  ill,  it  really  was  !  '  Mrs. 
Blinder,'  he  said  to  me  the  very  last  he  spoke — 
he  was  lying  there — '  Mrs.  Blinder,  Whatever  my 
calling  may  have  been,  I  see  a  Angel  sitting  in 
this  room  last  night  along  with  my  child,  and  I 
tnist  her  to  Our  Father  ! ' " 

_  "  He  had  no  other  calling  ?  "  said  my  Guar- 
dian. 

"  No,  sir,"  returned  Mrs.  Blinder,  "  he  was 
nothing  but  a  foUerer.  When  he  first  came  to 
lodge  here,  I  didn't  know  what  he  was,  and  I 
confess  that  when  I  found  out  I  gave  him 
notice.  It  wasn't  liked  in  the  yard.  It  wasn't 
approved  by  the  other  lodgers.  It  is  not  a 
genteel  calling,"  said  Mrs.  Blinder,  "  and  most 


people  do  object  to  it.  Mr.  Gridley  objected  to 
it  very  strong;  and  he  is  a  good  lodger,  though 
his  temper  has  been  hard  tried." 

"  So  you  gave  him  notice  ?  "  said  my  Guardian. 

"  So  I  gave  him  notice,"  said  Mrs.  Blinder. 
"  But  really  when  the  time  came,  and  I  knew  no 
other  ill  of  him,  I  was  in  doubts.  He  was  punc- 
tual and  diligent;  he  did  what  he  had  to  do, 
sir,"  said  Mrs.  Blinder,  unconsciously  fixing  Mr. 
Skimpole  with  her  eye ;  "  and  it's  something  in 
this  world,  even  to  do  that." 

"  So  you  kept  him  after  all  ?  " 

"Why,  I  said  that  if  he  could  arrange  with 
Mr.  Gridley,  I  could  arrange  it  with  the  other 
lodgers,  and  should  not  so  much  mind  its  being 
liked  or  disliked  in  the  yard.  Mr.  Gridley  gave 
his  consent  gruff — but  gave  it.  He  was  always 
gruff  with  him,  but  he  has  been  kind  to  the 
children  since.  A  person  is  never  known  till  a 
person  is  proved." 

"  Have  many  people  been  kind  to  the  chil- 
dren ?"  asked  Mr.  Jarndyce. 

"  Upon  the  whole,  not  so  bad,  sir,"  said  Mrs. 
Blinder ;  "  but,  certainly  not  so  many  as  would 
have  been,  if  their  father's  calling  had  been  dif- 
ferent. Mr.  Coavins  gave  a  guinea,  and  the 
follerers  made  up  a  little  purse.  Some  neigh- 
bours in  the  yard,  that  had  always  joked  and 
tapped  their  shoulders  when  he  went  by,  came 
forward  with  a  little  subscription,  and — in  gene- 
ral— not  so  bad.  Similarly  with  Charlotte. 
Some  people  won't  employ  her,  because  she  was 
a  follerer's  child ;  some  people  that  do  employ 
her,  cast  it  at  her ;  some  make  a  merit  of  having 
her  to  work  for  them,  with  that  and  all  her  draw- 
backs upon  her  :  and  perhaps  pay  her  less  and 
put  upon  her  more.  But  she's  patienter  than 
others  would  be,  and  is  clever  too,  and  always 
willing,  up  to  the  full  mark  of  her  strength  and 
over.  So  I  should  sa}',  in  general,  not  so  bad, 
sir,  but  might  be  better." 

Mrs.  Blinder  sat  down  to  give  herself  a  more 
favourable  opportunity  of  recovering  her  breath, 
exhausted  anew  by  so  much  talking  before  it  was 
fully  restored.  Mr.  Jarndyce  was  turning  to 
speak  to  us,  when  his  attention  was  attracted,  by 
the  abrupt  entrance  into  the  room  of  the  IMr. 
Gridley  who  had  been  mentioned,  and  whom  we 
had  seen  on  our  way  up. 

"  I  don't  know  v.hat  you  may  be  doing  here, 
ladies  and  gentlemen,"  he  said,  as  if  he  resented 
our  presence,  "  but  you'll  excuse  my  coming  in. 
I  don't  come  in  to  stare  about  me.  Well, 
Charley  !  Well,  Tom  !  Well,  little  one  !  How 
is  it  with  us  all  to-day  ?  " 

He  bent  over  the  group  in  a  caressing  way, 
and  clearly  was  regarded  as  a  friend  by  the  chil- 
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dren,  though  his  face  retained  its  stern  character, 
and  his  manner  to  us  was  as  rude  as  it  could  be. 
My  Guardian  noticed  it,  and  respected  it. 

"No  one,  surely,  would  come  here  to  stare 
about  him,"  he  said  mildly. 

"  May  be  so,  sir ;  may  be  so,"  returned  the 
other,  taking  Tom  upon  his  knee,  and  waving 
him  off  impatiently.  "  I  don't  want  to  argue 
with  ladies  and  gentlemen.  I  have  had  enough 
of  arguing,  to  last  one  man  his  life." 

"You  have  sufficient  reason,  I  dare  say," 
said  Mr.  Jarndyce,  "  for  being  chafed  and  irri- 
tated  " 

"  There  again  ! "  exclaimed  the  man,  becoming 
violently  angry.  "  1  am  of  a  quarrelsome  temper. 
I  am  irascible.     I  am  not  polite  ! " 
"  Not  very,  I  think." 

"  Sir,"  said  Gridley,  putting  down  the  child, 
and  going  up  to  him  as  if  he  meant  to  strike  him. 
*'  Do  you  know  anything  of  Courts  of  Equity?  " 
"  Perhaps  I  do,  to  my  sorrow." 
"  To  your  sorrow  ?  "  said  the  man,  pausing  in 
his  wrath.  "  If  so,  I  beg  your  pardon.  I  am 
not  polite,  I  know.  I  beg  your  pardon  !  Sir," 
with  renewed  violence,  "  I  have  been  dragged 
for  five-and-twenty  years  over  burning  iron,  and 
I  have  lost  the  habit  of  treading  upon  velvet. 
Go  into  the  Court  of  Chancery  yonder,  and  ask 
what  is  one  of  the  standing  jokes  that  brighten 
up  their  business  sometimes,  and  they  will  tell 
you  that  the  best  joke  they  have,  is  the  man 
from  Shropshire.  I,"  he  said,  beating  one  hand 
on  the  other,  passionately,  "  am  the  man  from 
Shropshire." 

"  I  believe,  I  and  my  family  have  also  had  the 
honour  of  furnishing  some  entertainment  in  the 
same  grave  place,"  said  my  Guardian,  com- 
posedly. "You  may  have  heard  my  name— 
Jarndyce." 

"  Mr.  Jarndyce,"  said  Gridley,  with  a  rough 
sort  of  salutation,  "  you  bear  your  wrongs  more 
quietly  than  I  can  bear  mine.  More  than  that, 
1  tell  you — and  I  tell  this  gentleman,  and  these 
young  ladies,  if  they  are  friends  of  yours — that  if 
I  took  my  wrongs  in  any  other  way,  I  should  be 
driven  mad  !  It  is  only  by  resenting  them,  and 
by  revenging  them  in  my  mind,  and  by  angrily 
demanding  the  justice  I  never  get,  that  I  am 
able  to  keep  my  wits  together.  It  is  only  that  !  " 
he  said,  speaking  in  a  homely,  rustic  way,  and 
with  great  vehemence.  "  You  may  tell  me  that 
I  over-excite  myself.  I  answer  that  it's  in  my 
nature  to  do  it,  under  wrong,  and  I  must  do  it. 
There's  nothing  between  doing  it,  and  sinking 
into  the  smiling  state  of  the  poor  little  mad 
woman  that  haunts  the  Court.  If  I  was  once  to 
sit  down  under  it,  I  should  become  imbecile." 


The  passion  and  heat  in  which  he  was,  and 
the  manner  in  which  his  face  worked,  and  the 
violent  gestures  with  which  he  accompanied 
what  he  said,  were  most  painful  to  see. 

"  Mr.  Jarndyce,"  he  said,  "  consider  my  case. 
As  true  as  there  is  a  Heaven  above  us,  this  is 
my   case.      I   am    one    of  two  brothers.      My 
father  (a  farmer)  made  a  will,  and  left  his  farm 
and  stock,  and  so  forth,  to  my  mother,  for  her 
life.     After  my  mother's  death,  all  was  to  come 
to  me,  except  a  legacy  of  three  hundred  pounds 
that  I  was  then  to  pay  my  brother.     My  mother 
died.    My  brother,  some  time  afterwards,  claimed 
his  legacy.     I,  and  some  of  rny  relations,  said 
that  he  had  had  a  part  of  it  already,  in  board 
and   lodging,    and   some   other   things.      Now 
mind !      That   was  the   question,  and   nothing 
else.     No  one  disputed  the  will;  no  one  dis- 
•puted  anything  but  whether  part  of  that  three 
hundred  pounds  had  been  already  paid  or  not. 
To  settle  that  question,  my  brother  filing  a  bill, 
I  was  obliged  to  go  into  this  accursed  Chancery; 
I  was  forced  there,  because  the  law  forced  me, 
and  would  let  me  go  nowhere  else.     Seventeen 
people  were  made   defendants   to  that  simple 
suit !     It  first  came  on,  after  two  years.     It  was 
then  stopped  for  another  two  years,  while  the 
Master  (may  his  head  rot  off !)  inquired  whether 
I  was  my  father's  son — about  which,  there  was 
no  dispute  at  all  with  any  mortal  creature.     He 
then  found  out,  that  there  were  not  defendants 
enough — remember,  there  were  only  seventeen- 
as  yet ! — but,  that  we  must  have  another  who 
had  been  left   out ;  and  must   begin   all  over 
again.     The  costs  at  that  time — before  the  thing 
was  begun  ! — were  three  times  the  legacy.     My 
brother  would  have  given  up  the  legacy,  and 
joyful,  to  escape  more  costs.     My  whole  estate, 
left  to  me  in  that  will  of  my  father's,  has  gone 
in  costs.     The  suit,  still  undecided,  has  fallen/ 
into  rack,  and  ruin,  and  despair,  with  everything 
else — and  here  I  stand,  this  day  !     Now,  Mr. 
Jarndyce,  in  your  suit  there  are  thousands  and 
thousands  involved   where   in   mine   there  are 
hundreds.     Is  mine  less  hard  to  bear,  or  is  it 
harder  to  bear,  when  my  whole  living  was  in  it, 
and  has  been  thus  shamefully  sucked  away?" 

Mr.  Jarndyce  said  that  he  condoled  with  him 
with  all  his  heart,  and  that  he  set  up  no  mono- 
poly, himself,  in  being  unjustly  treated  by  this 
monstrous  system, 

"There  again,"  said  Mr.  Gridley,  with  no 
diminution  of  his  rage.  "  The  system  !  I  am 
told,  on  all  hands,  it's  the  system.  I  mustn't 
look  to  individuals.  It's  the  system.  I  mustn't 
go  into  Court,  and  say,  '  My  Lord,  I  beg  to 
know  this  from  you — is  this  right  or  wrong? 
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Have  you  the  face  to  tell  me  I  have  received 
justice,  and  therefore  am  dismissed?'  My  Lord 
knows  nothing  of  it.  He  sits  there,  to  administer 
the  system.  I  mustn't  go  to  Mr.  Tulkinghorn, 
the  solicitor  in  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields,  and  say  to 
him  when  he  makes  me  furious,  by  being  so  cool 
and  satisfied — as  they  all  do,  for  I  know  they 
gain  by  it  while  I  lose,  don't  I  ? — I  mustn't  say 
to  him,  I  will  have  something  cut  of  some  one 
for  my  ruin,  by  fair  means  or  foul !  He  is  not 
responsible.  It's  the  system.  But,  if  I  do  no 
violence  to  any  of  them,  here — I  may  !     I  don't 


know  what  may  happen  if  I  am  carried  beyond 
myself  at  last ! — I  will  accuse  the  individual 
workers  of  that  system  against  me,  face  to  face, 
before  the  great  eternal  bar  !  " 

His  passion  was  fearful.  I  could  not  have 
believed  in  such  rage  without  seeing  it. 

"  I  have  done ! "  he  said,  sitting  down  and 
wiping  his  face.  "  Mr.  Jarndyce,  I  have  done  ! 
I  am  violent,  I  know.  I  ought  to  know  it.  I 
have  been  in  prison  for  contempt  of  court.  I 
have  been  in  prison  for  threatening  the  solicitor. 
I  have  been  in  this  trouble,  and  that  trouble, 


"TO  MY   GREAT   SURPRISE,    ON   GOING  IN,    I   FOUND  MY  GUARDIAN   STILL   THF.RK,   AND   SITTING  C- 

LOOKING  AT  THE  ASHES." 


and  shall  be  again.  I  am  the  man  from  Shrop- 
shire, and  I  sometimes  go  beyond  amusing  them 
— though  they  have  found  it  amusing,  too,  to 
see  me  committed  into  custody,  and  brought  up 
in  custody,  and  all  that.  .11  would  be  better  for 
me,  they  tell  me,  if  I  restrained  myself  I  tell 
them,  that  if  I  did  restrain  myself,  I  should 
become  imbecile.  «  I  was  a  good-enough-tem- 
pered man  once,  I  believe.  People  in  my  part 
of  the  country,  say,  they  remember  me  so  ;  but, 
now,  I  must  have  this  vent  under  my  sense  of 
injury,  or  nothing  could  hold  my  wits  together. 
'  It  v/ould  be  far  better  for  you,  Mr.  Gridley,' 


the  Lord  Chancellor  told  mc  last  week,  '  not  to 
waste  your  time  here,  and  to  stay,  usefully  em- 
ployed, down  in  Shropshire.'  '  My  Lord,  my 
Lord,  I  know  it  would,'  said  I  to  him,  '  and  it 
would  have  been  far  better  for  me  never  to  have 
heard  the  name  of  your  high  office;  but,  un- 
happily for  me,  I  can't  undo  the  past,  and  the 
past  drives  me  here !  '—Besides,"  he  added, 
breaking  fiercely  out,  "I'll  shame  them.  To 
the  last,  I'll  show  myself  in  that  court  to  its 
shame.  If  I  knew  when  I  was  going  to  die, 
and  could  be  carried  there,  and  had  a  voice  to 
speak  with,   I  would  die   there,  saying,   'You 
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have  brouglit  me  here,  and  sent  me  from  here, 
many  and  many  a  tune.  Now  send  me  out, 
feet  foremost ! '  " 

His  countenance  had,  perhaps  for  years,  be- 
come so  set  in  its  contentious  expression  that  it 
did  not  soften,  even  now  when  he  was  quiet. 

"  I  came  to  take  these  babies  down  to  my 
room  for  an  hour,"  he  said,  going  to  them  again, 
"  and  let  them  play  about.  I  didn't  mean  to 
say  all  this,  but  it  don't  much  signify.  You're 
not  afraid  of  me,  Tom ;  are  you  ?" 

"No!"  said  Tom.  "You  ain't  angry  with 
mer 

"  You  are  right,  my  child.  You're  going  back, 
Charley?  Aye?  Come  then,  little  one  !"  He 
took  the  }'oungest  child  on  his  arm,  where  she 
was  willing  enough  to  be  earned.  "  I  shouldn't 
wonder  if  we  found  a  gingerbread  soldier  down- 
stairs.    Let's  go  and  look  for  him  !" 

He  made  his  former  rough  salutation,  which 
was  not  deficient  in  a  certain  respect,  to  Mr. 
Jarndyce ;  and  bowing  slightly  to  us,  went 
down-stairs  to  his  room. 

Upon  that  Mr.  Skimpole  began  to  talk,  for 
the  first  time  since  our  arrival,  in  his  usual  gay 
strain.  He  said,  Well,  it  was  really  very  pleasant 
tO'  see  how  things  lazily  adapted  themselves  to 
purposes.  Here  was  this  Mr.  Gridley,  a  man  of 
a  robust  will,  and  surprising  energy — intel- 
lectually speaking,  a  sort  of  inharmonious  black- 
smith— and  he  could  easily  imagine  that  there 
Gridley  was,  years  ago,  wandering  about  in  life 
for  something  to  expend  his  superfluous  com- 
bativeness  upon- — a  sort  of  Young  Love  among 
the  thorns — when  the  Court  of  Chancery  came 
in  his  way,  and  accommodated  him  with  the 
exact  thing  he  wanted.  There  they  were, 
matched,  ever  afterwards  !  Otherwise  he  might 
have  been  a  great  general,  blowing  up  all  sorts 
of  towns,  or  he  might  have  been  a  great  poli- 
tician, dealing  in  all  sorts  of  parliamentary 
rhetoric;  but,  as  it  was,  he  and  the  Court  of 
Chancery  had  fallen  upon  each  other  in  the 
pleasantest  way,  and  nobody  was  much  the 
worse,  and  Gridley  was,  so  to  speak,  from  that 
hour  provided  for.  Then  look  at  Coavinses ! 
How  delightfully  poor  Coavinses  (father  of  these 
charming  children)  illustrated  the  same  prin- 
ciple !  He,  Air.  Skimpole,  himself,  had  some- 
times repined  at  the  existence  of  Coavinses. 
He  had  found  Coavinses  in  his  way.  He  could 
have  dispensed  with  Coavinses.  There  had 
been  times,  when,  if  he  had  been  a  Sultan,  and 
his  Grand  Vizier  had  said  one  morning,  "  What 
docs  the  Commander  of  the  Faithful  require  at 
the  hands  of  his  slave?"  he  might  have  even 
gone  so  far  as  to  reply,  "The  head  of  Coavinses  !" 


But  what  turned  out  to  be  the  case?  That,  all 
that  time,  he  had  been  giving  employment  to  a 
most  deserving  man ;  that  he  had  been  a  bene- 
factor to  Coavinses ;  that  he  had  actually  been 
enabling  Coavinses  to  bring  up  these  charming 
children  in  this  agreeable  way,  developing  these 
social  virtues?  Insomuch  that  his  heart  had 
just  now  swelled,  and  the  tears  had  come  into 
his  eyes,  when  he  had  looked  round  the  room, 
and  thought,  "  /  was  the  great  patron  of 
Coavinses,  and  his  little  comforts  were  my 
work!" 

There  was  something  so  capti\ating  in  his 
light  way  of  touching  these  fantastic  strings,  and 
he  was  such  a  mirthful  child  by  the  side  of  the 
graver  childhood  we  had  seen,  that  he  made  my 
Guardian  smile  even  as  he  turned  towards  us 
from  a  little  private  talk  with  Mrs.  Blinder. 
We  kissed  Charley,  and  took  her  down-stairs 
with  us,  and  stopped  outside  the  house  to  see 
her  run  away  to  her  work.  I  don't  know  where 
she  was  going,  but  we  saw  her  run,  such  a  little, 
little  creature,  in  her  womanly  bonnet  and  apron, 
through  a  covered  way  at  the  bottom  of  the 
court ;  and  melt  into  the  city's  strife  and  sound, 
like  a  dewdrop  in  an  ocean. 


CHAPTER.  XVI. 
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'Y  Lady  Dedlock  is  restless,  very 
restless.  The  astonished  fashion- 
able intelligence  hardly  knows  where 
to  have  her.  To-day,  she  is  at 
Chesney  Wold ;  yesterday  she  was 
at  her  house  in  town ;  to-morrow, 
she  may  be  abroad,  for  anything  the 
fashionable  intelligence  can  with  con- 
fidence predict.  Even  Sir  Leicester's  gallantry 
has  some  trouble  to  keep  pace  with  her.  It 
would  have  more,  but  that  his  other  faithful  ally, 
for  better  and  for  worse— the  gout — darts  into 
the  old  oak  bed-chamber  at  Chesney  Wold,  and 
grips  him  by  both  legs. 

Sir  Leicester  receives  the  gout  as  a  trouble- 
some demon,  but  still  a  demon  of  the  patrician 
order.  All  the  Dedlocks,  in  the  direct  male  line, 
through  a  course  of  time  during  and  beyond 
which  the  memory  of  man  goeth  not  to  the  con- 
trary, have  had  the  gout.  It  can  be  pro\-ed,  sir. 
Other  men's  fathers  may  have  died  of  the 
rheumatism,  or  may  have  taken  base  contagion 
from  the  tainted  blood  of  the  sick  vulgar,  but, 
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the  Dedlock  family  have  communicated  some- 
thing exclusive,  even  to  the  levelling  process  of 
dying,  by  dying  of  their  own  fomily  gout.  It 
has  come  down,  through  the  illustrious  line,  hke 
the  plate,  or  the  pictures,  or  the  place  in  Lin- 
colnshire. It  is  among  their  dignities.  Sir 
Leicester  is,  perhaps,  not  wholly  without  an 
impression,  though  he  has  never  resolved  it  into 
words,  that  the  angel  of  death  in  the  discharge 
of  his  necessary  duties  may  observe  to  the 
shades  of  the  aristocracy,  "  My  lords  and  gentle- 
men, I  have  the  honour  to  present  to  you 
another  Dedlock  certified  to  have  arrived  per 
the  family  gout." 

Hence,  Sir  Leicester  yields  up  his  family  legs 
to  the  family  disorder,  as  if  he  held  his  name 
and  fortune  on  that  feudal  tenure.  He  feels, 
that  for  a  Dedlock  to  be  laid  upon  his  back  and 
spasmodically  twitched  and  stabbed  in  his  ex- 
tremities, is  a  liberty  taken  somewhere ;  but,  he 
thinks,  "  We  have  all  yielded  to  this ;  it  belongs 
to  us ;  it  has,  for  some  hundreds  of  years,  been 
understood  that  we  are  not  to  make  the  vaults 
in  the  park  interesting  on  more  ignoble  terms ; 
and  I  submit  myself  to  the  compromise." 

And  a  goodly  show  he  makes,  lying  in  a  flush 
of  crimson  and  gold,  in  the  midst  of  the  great 
drawing-room,  before  his  favourite  picture  of  my 
Lady,  with  broad  strips  of  sunlight  shining  in, 
down  the  long  perspective,  through  the  long 
line  of  windows,  and  alternating  with  soft  re- 
liefs of  shadow.  Outside,  the  stately  oaks,  rooted 
for  ages  in  the  green  ground  which  has  never 
known  ploughshare,  but  was  still  a  Chase  when 
kings  rode  to  battle  with  sword  and  shield,  and 
rode  a  hunting  with  bow  and  arrow ;  bear  wit- 
ness to  his  greatness.  Inside,  his  forefathers, 
looking  on  him  from  the  walls,  say,  "  Each  of 
us  was  a  passing  reality  here,  and  left  this 
coloured  shadow  of  himself,  and  melted  into 
remembrance  as  dreamy  as  the  distant  voices  of 
the  rooks  nov/ lulling  you  to  rest;"  and  bear 
their  testimony  to  his  greatness,  too.  And  he 
is  very  great,  this  day.  And  w^oe  to  Boy  thorn, 
or  other  daring  wight,  who  shall  presumptuously 
contest  an  inch  with  him  \ 

My  Lady  is  at  present  represented,  near  Sir 
Leicester,  by  her  portrait.  She  has  flitted  away 
to  town,  with  no  intention  of  remaining  there, 
and  will  soon  flit  hither  again,  to  the  confusion  of 
the  fashionable  intelligence.  The  house  in  town 
is  not  prepared  for  her  reception.  It  is  muffled 
and  dreary.  •  Only  one  Mercury  in  powder, 
gapes  disconsolate  at  the  hall-window ;  and  he 
mentioned  last  night  to  another  Mercury  of  his 
acquaintance,  also  accustomed  to  good  society, 
that  if  that  sort  of  thing  was  to  last — which  it 


couldn't,  for  a  man  of  his  spirits  couldn't  bear 
it,  and  a  man  of  his  figure  couldn't  be  expected 
to  bear  it — there  would  be  no  resource  for  him, 
upon  his  honour,  but  to  cut  his  throat ! 

What  connection  can  there  be,  between  the 
place  in  Lincolnshire,  the  house  in  town,  the 
Mercury  in  powder,  and  the  whereabout  of  Jo 
the  outlaw  with  the  broom,  who  had  that  distant 
ray  of  light  upon  him  when  he  swept  the  church- 
yard-step ?  What  connection  can  there  have 
been  between  many  people  in  the  innumerable 
histories  of  this  world,  who,  from  opposite  sides 
of  great  gulfs,  have,  nevertheless,  been  very 
curiously  brought  together  ! 

Jo  sweeps  his  crossing  all  day  long,  uncon- 
scious of  the  link,  if  any  link  there  be.  He 
sums  up  his  mental  condition,  when  asked  a 
question,  by  replying  that  he  "  don't  know 
nothink."  He  knows  that  it's  hard  to  keep  the 
mud  oft~  the  crossing  in  dirty  weather,  and  harder 
still  to  live  by  doing  it.  Nobody  taught  him, 
even  that  much ;  he  found  it  out. 

Jo  lives — that  is  to  say,  Jo  has  not  yet  died — - 
in  a  ruinous  place,  known  to  the  like  of  him  by 
the  name  of  Tom-all-alone's.  It  is  a  black,  dilapi- 
dated street  avoided  by  all  decent  people  ;  where 
the  crazy  houses  were  seized  upon,  when  their 
decay  was  far  advanced,  by  some  bold  \agrants, 
who,  after  establishing  their  own  possession,  took 
to  letting  them  out  in  lodgings.  Now,  these 
tumbling  tenements  contain,  by  night,  a  swarm 
of  misery.  As,  on  the  i-uined  human  wretch, 
vermin  parasites  appear,  so,  these  ruined  shelters 
have  bred  a  crow4  of  foul  existence  that  crawls 
in  and  out  of  gaps  in  walls  and  boards;  and 
coils  itself  to  sleep,  in  maggot  numbers,  where 
the  rain  drips  in ;  and  comes  and  goes,  fetching 
and  carrying  fever,  and  sowing  more  evil  in 
its  every  footprint  than  Lord  Goodie,  and  Sir 
Thomas  Doodle,  and  the  Duke  of  Foodie,  and 
all  the  fine  gentlemen  in  office,  down  to  Zoodle, 
shall  set  right  in  five  hundred  years — though 
born  expressly  to  do  it. 

Twice,  lately,  there  lias  been  a  crash  and  a 
cloud  of  dust,  like  the  springing  of  a  mine,  in 
Tom-all-alone's  ;  and,  each  time,  a  house  has 
fallen.  These  accidents  have  made  a  paragraph 
in  the  newspapers,  and  have  filled  a  bed  or  two 
in  the  nearest  hospital.  The  gaps  remain,  and 
there  are  not  unpopular  lodgings  among  the 
rubbish.  As  several  more  houses  are  nearly 
ready  to  go,  the  next  crash  in  Tom-all-alone's 
may  be  expected  to  be  a  good  one. 

This  desirable  property  is  in  Chancer}-,  of 
course.  It  would  be  an  insult  to  the  discern- 
ment of  any  man  with  half  an  eye,  to  tell  him 
so.      Whether   "  Tom "   is  the   popular   repre- 
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sentative  of  the  original  plaintiff  or  defendant  in 
Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce ;  or,  whether  Tom  lived 
here  when  the  suit  had  laid  the  street  waste,  all 
alone,  until  other  settlers  came  to  join  him ;  or, 
whether  the  traditional  title  is  a  comprehensive 
name  for  a  retreat  cut  off  from  honest  company 
and  put  out  of  the  pale  of  hope ;  ])erhaps  no- 
body knows.     Certainly,  Jo  don't  know. 

'•  For  /  don't,"  says  Jo,  "  /  don't  know 
nothink." 

It  must  be  a  strange  state  to  be  like  Jo !  To 
shuffle  through  the  streets,  unfamiliar  with  the 
shapes,  and  in  utter  darkness  as  to  the  mean- 
ing, of  those  mysterious  symbols,  so  abundant 
over  the  shops,  and  at  the  corners  of  streets,  and 
on  the  doors,  and  in  the  windows !  To  see 
people  read,  and  to  see  people  write,  and  to  see 
the  postmen  deliver  letters,  and  not  to  have  the 
least  idea  of  all  that  language — to  be,  to  every 
scrap  of  it,  stone  blind  and  dumb !  It  must  be 
very  puzzling  to  see  the  good  company  going  to 
the  churches  on  Sundays,  with  their  books  in 
their  hands,  and  to  think  (for  perhaps  Jo  does 
think,  at  odd  times)  what  does  it  all  mean,  and 
if  it  means  anything  to  anybody,  how  comes  it 
that  it  means  nothmg  to  me  ?  To  be  hustled, 
and  josded,  and  moved  on  ;  and  really  to  feel 
that  it  would  appear  to  be  perfectly  true  that  I 
have  no  business,  here,  or  there,  or  anywhere  ; 
and  yet  to  be  perplexed  by  the  consideration 
that  I  am  here  somehow,  too,  and  everybody 
overlooked  me  until  I  became  the  creature  that 
I  am  !  It  must  be  a  strange  state,  not  merely 
to  be  told  that  I  am  scarcely  human  (as  in  the 
case  of  my  offering  myself  for  a  witness),  but  to 
feel  it  of  my  own  knowledge  all  my  life !  To 
see  the  horses,  dogs,  and  cattle,  go  by  me,  and 
to  know  that  in  ignorance  I  belong  to  them,  and 
not  to  the  superior  beings  in  my  shape,  whose 
delicacy  I  offend !  Jo's  ideas  of  a  Criminal 
Trial,  or  a  Judge,  or  a  Bishop,  or  a  Government, 
or  that  inestimable  jewel  to  him  (if  he  only 
knew  it)  the  Constitution,  should  be  strange  ! 
His  whole  material  and  immaterial  life  is  won- 
derfully strange ;  his  death,  the  strangest  thing 
of  all. 

Jo  comes  out  of  Tom-all-alone's,  meeting  the 
tardy  morning  which  is  always  late  in  getting 
down  there,  and  munches  his  dirty  bit  of  bread 
as  he  comes  along.  His  way  lying  through 
many  streets,  and  the  houses  not  yet  being  open, 
he  sits  down  to  breakfast  on  the  door-step  of 
the  Society  for  the  Propagation  of  the  Gospel 
in  Foreign  Parts,  and  gives  it  a  brush  when  he 
has  finished,  as  an  acknowledgment  of  tlie 
accommodation.  He  admires  the  size  of  the 
edifice,  and  wonders  what  it's  all  about.     He 


has  no  idea,  poor  wretch,  of  the  spiritual  desti- 
tution of  a  coral  reef  in  the  Pacific,  or  what  it 
costs  to  look  up  the  precious  souls  among  the 
cocoa-nuts  and  bread-fruit. 

He  goes  to  his  crossing,  and  begins  to  lay  it 
out  for  the  day.  The  town  awakes ;  the  great 
tee-totum  is  set  up  for  its  daily  spin  and  whirl ; 
all  that  unaccountable  reading  and  writing, 
which  has  been  suspended  for  a  few  hours,  re- 
commences. Jo,  and  the  other  lower  animals, 
get  on  in  the  unintelligible  mess  as  they  can. 
It  is  market-day.  The  blinded  oxen,  over- 
goaded,  over-driven,  never-guided,  run  into 
wrong  places  and  are  beaten  out ;  and  jilunge, 
red-eyed  and  foaming,  at  stone  walls ;  and  often 
sorely  hurt  the  innocent,  and  often  sorely  hurt 
themselves.  Very  like  Jo  and  his  order ;  very,. 
very  like  ! 

A  band  of  music  comes  and  plays.  Jo  listens 
to  it.  So  does  a  dog — a  drover's  dog,  waiting 
for  his  master  outside  a  butcher's  shop,  and  evi- 
dently thinking  about  those  sheep  he  has  had 
upon  his  mind  for  some  hours,  and  is  happily 
rid  of.  He  seems  perplexed  respecting  three  or 
four ;  can't  remember  where  he  left  them  ;  looks 
4ip  and  down  the  street,  as  half  expecting  to  see 
them  astray  ;  suddenly  pricks  up  his  ears  and 
remembers  all  about  it.  A  thoroughly  vagabond 
dog,  accustomed  to  low  company  and  public- 
houses  ;  a  terrific  dog  to  sheep ;  ready  at  a 
whistle  to  scamper  over  their  backs,  and  tear 
out  mouthfuls  of  their  wool ;  but  an  educated,, 
improved,  developed  dog,  who  has  been  tauglit 
his  duties  and  knows  how  to  discharge  them. 
He  and  Jo  listen  to  the  music,  probably  with 
much  the  same  amount  of  animal  satisfaction  ; 
likewise,  as  to  awakened  association,  aspiration, 
or  regret,  melancholy  or  joyful  reference  to  things 
beyond  the  senses,  they  are  probably  upon  a 
par.  But,  otherwise,  how  far  above  the  human 
listener  is  the  brute  ! 

Turn  that  dog's  descendants  wild,  like  Jo,  and 
in  a  very  few  years  they  will  so  degenerate  that 
they  will  lose  even  their  bark — but  not  their 
bite. 

The  day  changes  as  it  wears  itself  away,  and 
becomes  dark  and  drizzly.  Jo  fights  it  out,  at 
his  crossing,  among  the  mud  and  wheels,  the 
horses,  whips,  and  umbrellas,  and  gets  but  a 
scanty  sum  to  pay  for  the  unsavoury  shelter  of 
Tom-all-alone's.  Twilight  comes  on ;  gas  begins 
to  start  up  in  the  shops ;  the  lamplighter,  with 
his  ladder,  runs  along  the  margin  of  the  pave- 
ment. A  wretched  evening  is  beginning  to 
close  in. 

In  his  chambers,  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  sits  medi- 
tating an  application  to  the  nearest  magistrate 
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to-morrow  morning  for  a  warrant.  Gridley,  a 
disappointed  suitor,  has  been  here  to-day,  and 
has  been  alarming.  We  are  not  to  be  put  in 
bodily  fear,  and  that  ill-conditioned  fellow  shall 
be  held  to  bail  again.  From  the  ceiling,  fore- 
shortened Allegory,  in  the  person  of  one  impos- 
sible Roman  upside  down,  points  with  the  arm 
of  Samson  (out  of  joint,  and  an  odd  one)  obtru- 
sively toward  the  window.  Why  should  Mr. 
Tulkinghorn,  for  such  no  reason,  look  out  of 
window?  Is  the  hand  not  always  pointing 
there  ?     So  he  does  not  look  out  of  window. 

And  if  he  did,  what  would  it  be  to  see  a 
woman  going  by?  There  are  women  enough 
in  the  world,  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  thinks — too 
many ;  they  are  at  the  bottom  of  all  that  goes 
wrong  in  it,  though,  for  the  matter  of  that,  they 
create  business  for  lawyers.  What  would  it  be 
to  see  a  woman  going  by,  even  though  she  were 
going  secretly  ?  They  are  all  secret.  Mr.  Tul- 
kinghorn knows  that,  very  well. 

But  they  are  not  all  like  the  woman  who  now 
leaves  him  and  his  house  behind ;  between 
whose  plain  dress,  and  her  refined  manner,  there 
is  something  exceedingly  inconsistent.  She 
should  be  an  upper  servant  by  her  attire,  yet 
in  her  air  and  step,  though  both  are  hurried  and 
assumed — as  far  as  she  can  assume  in  the  muddy 
streets,  which  she  treads  with  an  unaccustomed 
foot — she  is  a  lady.  Her  face  is  veiled,  and 
still  she  sufficiently  betrays  herself  to  make  more 
than  one  of  those  who  pass  her  look  round 
sharply. 

She  never  turns  her  head.  Lady  or  servant, 
she  has  a  purpose  in  her,  and  can  follow  it.  She 
never  turns  her  head,  until  she  comes  to  the 
crossing  where  Jo  plies  with  his  broom.  He 
crosses  with  her,  and  begs.  Still  she  does  not 
turn  her  head  until  she  has  landed  on  the 
other  side.  Then,  she  slightly  beckons  to  him, 
and  says  "  Come  here  !  " 

Jo  follows  her,  a  pace  or  two,  into  a  quiet 
court. 

"  Are  you  the  boy  I  have  read  of  in  the 
papers  ?  "  she  asked  behind  her  veil. 

*'  I  don't  know,"  says  Jo,  staring  moodily  at 
the  veil,  "nothink  about  no  papers.  I  don't 
know  nothink  about  nothink  at  all." 

"  Were  you  examined  at  an  Inquest  ?  '' 

"  I  don't  know  nothink  about  no — where  I 
was  took  by  the  beadle,  do  you  mean  ? "  says 
Jo.    "Was  the  boy's  name  at  the  Inkwhich,  Jo  ?" 

''Yes." 

"  That's  me  !  "  says  Jo. 

"  Come  farther  up." 

"  You  mean  about  the  man  ?  "  says  Jo,  follow- 
ing.    "  Him  as  wos  dead  ?  " 


"  Hush  !  Speak  in  a  whisper !  Yes.  Did 
he  look,  when  he  was  living,  so  very  ill  and 
poor?" 

"  O  jist !"  says  Jo. 

"Did  he  look  like — not  like  you?"  says  'die 
woman,  with  abhorrence. 

"  O  not  so  bad  as  me,"  says  Jo.  "  I'm  a 
reg'lar  one  /  am  !  You  didn't  know  him,  did 
you?" 

"  How  dare  you  ask  me  if  I  knew  him  ?" 

"  No  offence,  my  lady,"  says  Jo,  with  much 
humility ;  for  even  he  has  got  at  the  suspicion 
of  her  being  a  lady. 

"  I  am  not  a  lady.     I  am  a  ser\-ant." 

"You  are  a  jolly  servant!"  says  Jo,  without 
the  least  idea  of  saying  anything  offensive ; 
merely  as  a  tribute  of  admiration. 

"  Listen  and  be  silent.  Don't  talk  to  me, 
and  stand  farther  from  me  !  Can  you  show  me 
all  those  places  that  were  spoken  of  in  the 
account  I  read?  The  place  he  Avrote  for,  the 
place  he  died  at,  the  place  where  you  were 
taken  to,  and  the  place  where  he  was  buried  ? 
Do  you  know  the  place  where  he  was  buried  ?  " 

Jo  answers  with  a  nod  ;  having  also  nodded 
as  each  other  place  was  mentioned. 

"  Go  before  me,  and  show  me  all  those  dread- 
ful places.  Stop  opposite  to  each,  and  don't 
speak  to  me  unless  I  speak  to  you.  Don't  look 
back.  Do  what  I  want,  and  I  will  pay  you 
well." 

Jo  attends  closely  while  the  words  are  being 
spoken ;  tells  them  off  on  his  broom-handle, 
finding  them  rather  hard ;  pauses  to  consider 
their  meaning ;  considers  it  satisfactory,  and 
nods  his  ragged  head. 

"  I  am  fly,"  says  Jo.  "  But  fen  larks,  you 
know.     Stow  hooking  it ! " 

"  What  does  the  horrible  creature  mean  ? "' 
exclaims  the  servant,  recoiling  from  him. 

"  Stow  cutting  awa}',  you  know ! "  says  Jo. 

"  I  don't  understand  you.  Go  on  before  !  I 
will  give  you  more  money  than  }'ou  ever  had  in 
your  hfe." 

Jo  screws  up  his  mouth  into  a  whistle,  gives 
his  ragged  head  a  rub,  takes  his  broom  under 
his  arm,  and  leads  the  way  ;  passing  deftly,  with 
his  bare  feet,  over  the  hard  stones,  and  through 
the  mud  and  mire. 

Cook's  Court.     Jo  stops.     A  pause. 

"Who  lives  here?" 

"  Him  wot  give  him  his  writing,  and  give  me 
half  a  bull,"  says  Jo,  in  a  whisper,  without  look- 
ing over  his  shoulder. 

"  Go  on  to  the  next." 

Krook's  house.  Jo  stops  again.  A  kmger 
pause. 
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"Who  lives  here?" 

"  He  lived  here."     Jo  answers  as  before. 
After  a  silence  he  is  asked,  ''In  which  room?" 
"  In  the  back  room  up  there.     You  can  see 
the  winder  from  this  cOrner.    Up  there  !    That's 
where  I  see  him  stritched  out.     This  is  the  pub- 
lic ouse  where  I  was  took  to." 

"  Go  on  to  the  next !  " 

It  is  a  longer  walk  to  the  next ;  but  Jo,  re- 
lieved of  his  first  suspicion,  sticks  to  the  terms 
imposed  upon  him,  and  does  not  look  round. 
By  many  devious  ways  reeking  with  offence  of 
many  kinds,  they  come  to  the  little  tunnel  of  a 
court,  and  to  the  gas-lamp  (lighted  now),  and  to 
tl  le  iron  gate. 

"  He  was  put  there,"  says  Jo,  holding  to  the 
bars  and  looking  in. 

"  Where  ?     O,  what  a  scene  of  horror ! " 

"  There  !"  says  Jo,  pointing.  "  Over  yinder. 
Among  them  piles  of  bones,  and  close  to  that 
there  kitchin  winder !  They  put  him  wery  nigh 
the  top.  .  They  was  obliged  to  stamp  upon  it  to 
git  it  in.  I  could  unkiver  it  for  you  with  my 
broom,  if  the  gate  was  open.  That's  why  they 
locks  it,  I  s'pose,"  giving  it  a  shake.  "  It's 
always  locked.  Look  at  the  rat ! "  cries  Jo,  ex- 
cited. "  Hi !  Look  !  There  he  goes  !  Ho  ! 
Into  the  ground  !" 

The  servant  shrinks  into  a  corner — into  a 
corner  of  that  hideous  archway,  with  its  deadly 
stains  contaminating  her  dress ;  and  putting  out 
her  tv/o  hands,  and  passionately  telling  him  to 
keep  away  from  her,  for  he  is  loathsome  to  her, 
so  remains  for  some  moments.  Jo  stands 
staring,  and  is  still  staring  when  she  recovers 
herself. 

"  Is  this  place  of  abomination  consecrated 
ground?" 

''  I  don't  know  nothink  of  consequential 
ground,"  says  Jo,  still  staring. 

"Is  it  blessed?" 

"Which  ?"  says  Jo,  in  the  last  degree  amazed. 

"Is  it  blessed  ?" 

"  I'm  blest  if  I  know,"  says  Jo,  staring  more 
than  ever;  "but  I  shouldn't  think  it  warn't. 
Blest?"  repeats  Jo,  something  troubled  in  his 
mind.  "  It  an't  done  it  much  good  if  it  is. 
Blest  ?  I  should  think  it  was  t'othered  myself. 
But  /don't  know  nothink  !" 

The  servant  takes  as  little  heed  of  what  he 
says,  as  she  seems  to  take  of  what  she  has  said 
herself.  She  draws  off  her  glove,  to  get  some 
money  from  her  purse.  Jo  silently  notices  how 
white  and  small  her  hand  is,  and  what  a  jolly 
servant  she  must  be  to  wear  such  sparkling 
rings. 

She  drops  a  piece  of  money  in  his  hand,  with- 


out touching  it,  and  shuddering  as  their  hands 
approach.  "  Now,"  she  adds,  "  show  me  the 
sjjot  again  ! " 

Jo  thrusts  the  handle  of  his  broom  between 
the  bars  of  the  gate,  and  with  his  utmost  power 
of  elaboration,  points  it  out.  At  length,  looking 
aside  to  see  if  he  has  made  himself  intelligible, 
he  finds  that  he  is  alone. 

His  first  proceeding  is,  to  hold  the  piece  of 
money  to  the  gas-light,  and  to  be  overpowered 
at  finding  that  it  is  yellow — gold.  His  next  is,  to 
give  it  a  one-sided  bite  at  the  edge,  as  a  test  of 
its  quality.  His  next,  to  put  it  in  his  mouth 
for  safety,  and  to  sweep  the  step  and  passage 
with  great  care.  His  job  done,  he  sets  off  for 
Tom-all-alone's ;  stopping  in  the  light  of  in- 
numerable gas-lamps  to  produce  the  piece  of 
gold,  and  give  it  another  one-sided  bite,  as  a 
re-assurance  of  its  being  genuine. 

The  Mercury  in  powder  is  in  no  want  of 
society  to-night,  for  my  Lady  goes  to  a  grand 
dinner,  and  three  or  four  balls.  Sir  Leicester  is 
fidgety,  down  at  Chesney  Wold,  with  no  better 
company  than  the  gout ;  he  complains  to  Mrs. 
Rouncewell  that  the  rain  makes  such  a  mono- 
tonous pattering  on  the  terrace,  that  he  can't 
read  the  paper,  even  by  the  fireside  in  his  own 
snug  dressing-room. 

"  Sir  Leicester  would  have  done  better  to  try 
the  other  side  of  the  house,  my  dear,"  says  Mrs. 
Rouncewell  to  Rosa.  "  His  dressing-room  is 
on  my  Lady's  side.  And  in  all  these  years  I 
never  heard  the  step  upon  the  Ghost's  Walk 
more  distinct  than  it  is  to-nic(ht ! " 


CHAPTER   XVII. 

ESTHER'S      NARRATIVE. 

ICHARD  very  often  came  to  see  us 
while  we  remained  in  London  (though 
he  soon  failed  in  his  letter-writing), 
and  with  his  quick  abilities,  his  good 
spirits,  his  good  temper,  his  gaiety 
and  freshness,  was  alwa3'S  delightful. 
But,  though  \  liked  him  more  and  more, 
^  the  better  I  knew  him,  I  still  felt  more 
and  more  how  much  it  was  to  be  regretted  that 
he  had  been  educated  in  no  habits  of  appli- 
cation and  concentration.  The  system  which 
had  addressed  him  in  exactly  the  same  manner 
as  it  had  addressed  hundreds  of  other  boys,  all 
varying  in  character  and  capacity,  had  enabled 
him  to  dash  through  his  tasks,  always  with  fair 
credit,  and  often  with  distinction ;  but  in.  a  fit- 
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ful,  dazzling  way  that  had  confirmed  his  reHance 
on  those  very  quahties  in  himself,  which  it  had 
been  most  desirable  to  direct  and  train.  They 
were  great  qualities,  without  which  no  high 
place  can  be  meritoriously  won  ;  but,  like  fire 
and  water,  though  excellent  servants,  they  were 
very  bad  masters.  If  they  had  been  under 
Richard's  direction,  they  would  have  been  his 
friends  ;  but  Richard  being  under  their  direc- 
tion, they  became  his  enemies. 

I  write  down  these  opinions,  not  because  I 
believe  that  this  or  any  other  thing  was  so, 
because  I  thought  so  ;  but  only  because  I  did 
think  so,  and  I  want  to  be  quite  candid  about 
all  I  thought  and  did.  These  were  my  thoughts 
about  Richard.  I  thought  I  often  observed 
besides,  how  right  my  Guardian  was  in  what  he 
had  said  ;  and  that  the  uncertainties  and  delays 
of  the  Chancery  suit  had  imparted  to  his  nature 
something  of  the  careless  spirit  of  a  gamester, 
who  felt  that  he  was  part  of  a  great  gaming 
system. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bayham  Badger  coming  one 
afternoon,  when  my  Guardian  was  not  at  home, 
in  the  course  of  conversation  I  naturally  inquired 
after  Richard. 

"  Why,  Mr.  Carstone,"  said  Mrs.  Badger,  "  is 
very  well,  and  is,  I  assure  you,  a  great  acquisi- 
tion to  our  society.  Captain  Swosser  used  to 
say  of  me  that  I  was  always  better  than  land 
ahead  and  a  breeze  a-starn  to  the  midshipmen's 
mess  when  the  purser's  junk  had  become  as 
tough  as  the  fore-topsel  weather  earrings.  It 
was  his  naval  way  of  mentioning  generally  that 
I  was  an  acquisition  to  any  society.  I  may 
render  the  same  tribute,  I  am  sure,  to  INIr.  Car- 
stone.  But  I — you  v\-on't  think  me  premature 
if  I  mention  it  ?" 

I  said  no,  as'  Mrs.  Badger's  insinuating  tone 
seemed  to  require  such  an  answer. 

"  Nor  Miss  Clare?"  said  Mrs.  Bayham  Badger, 
sweetly. 

Ada  said  no,  too,  and  looked  uneasy. 
"  Why,  you  see,  my  dears,"  said  Mrs.  Badger 
• — "3^ou'll  excuse  me  caUing  you  my  dears?" 
We  entreated  Mrs.  Badger  not  to  mention  it. 
"  Because  you  really  are,  if  I  may  take  the 
liberty  of  saying  so,"  pursued  Mrs.  Badger,  "  so 
perfectly  charming.     You  see,  my  dears,    that 
although    I   am    still   young — or   Mr.    Bayham 
Badger  pays  me  the  compliment  of  saying  so — " 
"  No,"  Mr.  Badger  called  out,  like  some  one 
contradicting   at   a  public  meeting.     "  Not   at 
all  ! " 

"Very  well,"  smiled  Mrs.  Badger,  "  v/e  v,-ill 
say  still  young." 

("  Undoubtedly,"  said  Mr.  Badger.) 


"  My  dears,  though  still  young,  I  have  had 
many  opportunities  of  observing  young  men. 
There  were  many  such  on  board  the  dear  old 
Crippler,  I  assure  you.  After  that,  when  I  was 
with  Captain  Swosser  in  the  Mediterranean,  I 
embraced  every  opportunity  of  knowing  and 
befriending  the  midshipmen  under  Captain 
Swosser's  command.  You  never  heard  them 
called  the  young  gentlemen,  my  dears,  and  pro- 
bably would  not  understand  allusions  to  their 
pipe-claying  their  weekly  accounts;  but  it  is 
otherwise  with  me,  for  blue  water  has  been  a 
second  home  to  me,  and  I  have  been  quite  a 
sailor.     Again,  with  Professor  Dingo." 

("A  man  of  European  reputation,"  murmured 
Mr.  Badger.) 

"  When  I  lost  my  dear  first,  and  became  the 
wife  of  my  dear  second,"  said  Mrs.  Badger, 
speaking  of  her  former  husbands  as  if  they  were 
parts  of  a  charade,  "  I  still  enjoyed  opportunities 
of  observing  youth.  The  class  attendant  on 
Professor  Dingo's  lectures  was  a  large  one,  and 
it  became  my  pride,  as  the  wife  of  an  eminent 
scientific  man  seeking  herself  in  science  the 
utmost  consolation  it  could  impart,  to  throw  our 
house  open  to  the  students,  as  a  kind  of  Scientific 
Exchange.'  Every  Tuesday  evening  there  was 
lemonade  and  a  mixed  biscuit,  for  all  who  chose 
to  partake  of  those  refreshments.  And  there 
was  science  to  an  unlimited  extent." 

("  Remarkable  assemblies  those,  IMiss  Sum- 
merson,"  said  Mr.  Badger,  reverentially.  "  There 
must  have  been  great  intellectual  friction  going 
on  there,  under  the  auspices  of  such  a  man.) 

"  And  now,"  pursued  J\Irs.  Badger,  "  now  that 
I  am  the  wife  of  my  dear  third,  ]\Ir.  Badger,  I 
still  pursue  those  habits  of  observation  which 
were  formed  during  the  lifetime  of  Captain 
Swosser,  and  adapted  to  new  and  unexpected 
purposes  during  the  lifetime  of  Professor  Dingo. 
I  therefore  have  not  come  to  the  consideration 
of  Mr.  Carstone  as  a  Neophyte.  And  yet  I  am 
very  much  of  the  opiuion^  my  dears,  that  he  has 
not  chosen  his  profession  advisedly." 

Ada  looked  so  very  anxious  now,  that  I  asked 
Mrs.  Badger  on  what  she  ibunded  lier  supposi- 
tion ? 

"  My  dear  Miss  Summerson,"  she  replied,  "on 
Mr.  Carstone's  character  and  conduct.  He  is 
of  such  a  very  easy  disposition,  that  probably 
he  would  never  think  it  worth  while  to  mention 
how  he  really  feels ;  but,  he  feels  languid  about 
the  profession.  He  has  not  that  positive  interest 
in  it  which  makes  it  his  vocation.  If  he  has 
any  decided  impression  in  reference  to  it,  _  I 
should  say  it  was  that  it  is  a  tiresome  pursuit. 
Now,  this  is  not  promising.     Young  men,  like 
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Mr,  Allan  Woodcourt,  who  take  it  from  a  strong 
interest  in  all  that  it  can  do,  will  find  some 
reward  in  it  through  a  great  deal  of  work  for  a 
very  little  money,  and  through  years  of  con- 
siderable endurance  and  disappointment.  B.-.t 
I  am  quite  convinced  that  this  would  never  be 
the  case  with  Mr.  Carstone." 

"  Does  Mr.  Badger  think  so  too  ?"  asked  Ada, 
timidly. 

"  Why,"  said  ]\Ir.  Badger,  ''  to  tell  the  truth, 
Miss  Clare,  this  view  of  the  matter  had  not 
occurred  to  me  until  Mrs.  Badger  mentioned  it. 
But,  when  Mrs.  Badger  put  it  in  that  light,  I 
naturally  gave  great  consideration  to  it ;  knowing 
that  Mrs.  Badger's  mind,  in  addition  to  its 
natural  advantages,  has  had  the  rare  advantage 
of  being  formed  by  two  such  very  distinguished 
(I  will  even  say  illustrious)  public  men  as 
Captain  Swosser  of  the  Royal  Navy  and 
Professor  Dingo.  The  conclusion  at  which  I 
have  arrived  is — in  short,  is  Mrs.  Badger's 
conclusion." 

"  It  was  a  maxim  of  Capt.iin  Swosser's,"  said 
Mrs.  Badger,  "  speaking  in  his  figurative  naval 
manner,  that  when  you  make  pitch  hot,  you 
cannot  make  it  too  hot ;  and  that  if  you  only 
have  to  swab  a  plank,  you  should  swab  it  as  if 
Davy  Jones  were  after  you.  It  appears  to  me 
that  this  maxim  is  applicable  to  the  medical,  as 
well  as  to  the  nautical  profession." 

*'  To  all  professions,"  observed  Mr.  Badger. 
'■'■  It  was  admirably  said  by  Captain  Swosser. 
Beautifully  said." 

"  People  objected  to  Professor  Dingo,  when 
we  were  staying  in  the  North  of  Devon,  after 
our  marriage,"  said  Mrs.  Badger,  "  that  he  dis- 
figured some  of  the  houses  and  other  buildings, 
by  chipping  off  fragments  of  those  edifices  with 
his  little  geological  hammer.  But  the  Professor 
replied,  that  he  knew  of  no  building,  save  the 
Temple  of  Science.  The  principle  is  the  same, 
I  think  ?" 

"Precisely  the  same,"  said  Mr.  Badger.  "Finely 
expressed !  The  Professor  made  the  same 
remark.  Miss  Summerson,  in  his  last  illness  \ 
when  (his  mind  wandering)  he  insisted  on  keep- 
ing his  little  hammer  under  the  pillow,  and 
chipping  at  the  countenances  of  the  attendants. 
The  ruling  passion  !" 

Although  we  could  have  dispensed  with  the 
length  at  which  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Badger  pursued 
the  conversation,  we  both  felt  that  it  was  dis- 
interested in  them  to  express  the  opinion  they 
had  communicated  to  us,  and  that  there  was  a 
great  probability  of  its  being  sound.  We  agreed 
to  say  nothing  to  Mr.  Jarndyce  until  we  had 
spoken  to  Richard ;  and,  as  he  was  coming  next 


in    the  wisest 


enough.      It  i 
But  it'll  do  as 


evening,  we  resolved  to  have  a  very  serious  talk 
with  him. 

So,  after  he  had  been  a  little  while  with  Ada, 
I  went  in  and  found  my  darling  (as  I  knew  she 
would  be)  prepared  to  consider  him  thoroughly 
right  in  whatever  he  said. 

"And  how  do  you  get  on,  Richard?"  said  I. 
I  always  sat  down  on  the  other  side  of  him. 
He  made  quite  a  sister  of  me. 

"  O  !  well  enough  !"  said  Richard. 

"  He  can't  say  better  than  that,  Esther,  can 
he?"  cried  my  pet,  triumphantly. 

I    tried   to   look   at    my   pet 
manner,  but  of  course  I  couldn't. 

"  Well  enough  ?  "  I  repeated. 

"Yes,"   said    Richard,    "well 
rather  jog-trotty  and  humdrum, 
well  as  anything  else  !" 

"  O  !  my  dear  Richard  ! "  I  remonstrated. 

"What's  the  matter?"  said  Richard. 

"  Do  as  well  as  anything  else  !" 

"  I  don't  think  there's  any  harm  in  that.  Dame 
Durden,"  said  Ada,  looking  so  confidingly  at 
me  across  him  !  "  Because  if  it  will  do  as  well 
as  anything  else,  it  will  do  very  well,  I  hope." 

"  O  yes,  I  hope  so,"  returned  Richard,  care- 
lessly tossing  his  hair  from  his  forehead.  "  After 
all,  it  may  be  only  a  kind  of  probation  till  our 
suit  is — I  forgot  though.  I  am  not  to  mention 
the  suit.  Forbidden  ground  !  O  yes,  it's  all 
right  enough.  Let  us  talk  about  something 
else!" 

Ada  w^ould  have  done  so  willingly,  and  with 
a  full  persuasion  that  we  had  brought  the 
question  to  a  most  satisfactory  state.  But  I 
thought  it  would  be  useless  to  stop  there,  so  I 
began  again. 

"  No,  but  Richard,"  said  I,  "  and  my  dear 
Ada  !  Consider  how  important  it  is  to  you 
both,  and  what  a  point  of  honour  it  is  towards 
your  cousin,  that  you,  Richard,  should  be  quite 
in  earnest  without  any  reservation.  I  think  we 
had  better  talk  about  this,  really,  Ada.  It  will 
be  too  late,  very  soon." 

"  O  yes  !  We  must  talk  about  it !"  said  Ada. 
"  But  I  think  Richard  is  right." 

What  was  the  use  of  my  trying  to  look  wise, 
when  she  was  so  pretty,  and  so  engaging,  and 
so  fond  of  him  ! 

"  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Badger  were  here  yesterday, 
Richard,"  said  I,  "  and  they  seemed  disposed 
to  think  that  you  had  no  great  liking  for  the 
profession." 

"Did  they  though?"  said  Richard.  "0  1 
Well,  that  rather  alters  the  case,  because  I  had 
no  idea  that  they  thought  so,  and  I  should  not 
have  liked  to  disappoint  or  inconvenience  them. 
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The  fact  is,  I  don't  care  much  about  it.  ButO,  it 
don't  matter  !  It'll  do  as  well  as  anything  else  !  " 

"You  hear  him,  Ada?"  said  I. 

"  The  fact  is,"  Richard  proceeded,  half 
thoughtfully  and  half  jocosely,  "it  is  not  quite  in 
my  way.  I  don't  take  to  it.  And  I  get  too  much 
of  Mrs.  Bayham  Badger's  first  and  second." 

"  I  am  sure  thafs  very  natural !  "  cried  Ada, 
quite  delighted.  "  The  very  thing  we  both  said 
yesterday,  Esther  ! " 

"  Then/'  pursued  Richard,  "  it's  monotonous, 


and  to-day  is  too  like  yesterday,  and  to-morrow 
is  too  like  to-day." 

"  But  I  am  afraid,"  said  I,  "  this  is  an  objec- 
tion to  all  kinds  of  application — to  life  itself, 
except  under  some  very  uncommon  circum- 
stances." 

"  Do  you  think  so  ?  "  returned  Richard,  still 
considering  "  Perhaps  !  Ha  !  Why,  then,  you 
know,"  he  added,  suddenly  becoming  gay  again, 
"  we  travel  outside  a  circle,  to  what  I  said  just 
now.     It'll  do  as  well  as  anything  else.      O,  it's 


I   HAVE  FRIGHTENED  YOU.'"   SHE  SAID. 


all  right  enough  !     Let  us  talk  about  something 
else." 

But,  even  Ada,  with  her  loving  face — and  if  it 
had  seemed  innocent  and  trusting,  when  I  first 
saw  it  in  that  memorable  November  fog,  how 
much  more  so  did  it  seem  now,  when  I  knew 
her  innocent  and  trusting  heart — even  Ada 
shook  her  head  at  this,  and  looked  serious.  So 
I  thought  it  a  good  opportunity  to  hint  to 
Richard,  that  if  he  were  sometimes  a  little  care- 
less of  himself,  I  was  sure  he  never  meant  to  be 
Bi,EAK  House,  9. 


careless  of  Ada ;  and  tliat  it  was  a  part  of  his 
aftectionate  consideration  for  her,  not  to  slight 
the  importance  of  a  step  that  might  influence 
both  their  lives.  This  made  him  almost  grave. 
"  My  dear  Mother  Hubbard,"  he  said,  "  that's 
the  very  thing !  I  have  thought  of  that,  several 
times ;  and  have  been  quite  angry  with  myself 
for  meaning  to  be  so  much  in  earnest,  and — 
somehow — not  exactly  being  so.  I  don't  know 
how  it  is ;  I  seem  to  want  something  or  other  to 
stand  bv.      E\-cn  you  have  no  idea  how  fond  I 
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am  of  Ada  (my  darling  cousin,  I  love  you  so 
much!)  but  I  don't  settle  down  to  constancy 
in  other  things.  It's  such  uphill  work,  and  it 
takes  such  a  time  !  "  said  Richard,  with  an  air  of 
vexation. 

"  That  may  be,"  I  suggested,  "  because  you 
don't  like  what  you  have  chosen." 

"  Poor  fellow  ! "  said  Ada.  "  I  am  sure  I 
don't  wonder  at  it  !  " 

No.  It  was  not  of  the  least  use  my  trying  to 
look  wise.  I  tried  again  ;  but  how  could  I  do 
it,  or  how  could  it  have  any  effect  if  I  could, 
while  Ada  rested  her  clasped  hands  upon  his 
shoulder,  and  while  he  looked  at  her  tender  blue 
eyes,  and  while  they  looked  at  him  ! 

"  You  see,  my  pretious  girl,"  said  Richard, 
passing  her  golden  curls  through  and  through 
his  hand,  "  I  was  a  little  hasty,  perhaps ;  or  I 
misunderstood  my  own  inclinations,  perhaps. 
They  don't  seem  to  lie  in  that  direction.  I 
couldn't  tell,  till  I  tried.  Now  the  question  is, 
whether  it's  worth  while  to  undo  all  that  has  been 
done.  It  seems  like  making  a  great  disturbance 
about  nothing  particular." 

"  My  dear  Richard,"  said  I,  "  how  can  you  say 
about  nothing  particular  ?  " 

"  I  don't  mean  absolutely  that,"  he  returned. 
"I  mean  that  it  may  be  nothing  particular, 
because  I  may  never  want  it." 

Both  Ada  and  I  urged,  in  reply,  not  only  that 
it  was  decidedly  worth  while  to  undo  what  had 
been  done,  but  that  it  must  be  undone.  I  then 
asked  Richard  whether  he  had  thought  of  any 
more  congenial  pursuit  ? 

"  There,  my  dear  ]Mrs.  Shipton,"  said  Richard, 
"  you  touch  me  home.  Yes,  I  have.  I  have 
been  thinking  that  the  law  is  the  boy  for  me." 

"  The  law !  "  repeated  Ada,  as  if  she  were 
afraid  of  the  name. 

"  If  I  went  into  Kenge's  office,"  said  Richard, 
"  and  if  I  were  placed  under  articles  to  Kenge, 
I  should  have  my  eye  on  the — hum  ! — the  for- 
bidden ground — and  should  be  able  to  study  it, 
and  master  it,  and  to  satisfy  myself  that  it  was 
not  neglected,  and  was  being  properly  conducted. 
I  should  be  able  to  look  after  Ada's  interests, 
and  my  own  interests  (the  same  thing  !) ;  and  I 
should  peg  away  at  Blackstone  and  afl  those  fel- 
lows with  the  most  tremendous  ardour." 

I  was  not  by  any  means  so  sure  of  that ;  and 
I  saw  how  his  hankering  after  the  vague  things 
yet  to  come  of  those  long-deferred  hopes,  cast  a 
shade  on  Ada's  face.  But  I  thought  it  best  to 
encourage  him  in  any  project  of  continuous  exer- 
tion, and  only  advised  him  to  be  quite  sure  that 
his  mind  was  made  up  now. 

"  My  dear  Minerva,"  said  Richard,  "  I  am  as 


steady  as  you  are.  I  made  a  mistake ;  we  are 
all  liable  to  mistakes ;  I  won't  do  so  any  more, 
and  I'll  become  such  a  lawyer  as  is  not  often 
seen.  That  is,  you  know,"  said  Richard,  relaps- 
ing into  doubt,  "  if  it  really  is  worth  while,  after 
all,  to  make  such  a  disturbance  about  nothing 
])articular  !  " 

This  led  to  our  saying  again,  with  a  great  deal 
of  gravity,  all  that  we  had  said  already,  and  to 
our  coming  to  much  the  same  conclusion  after- 
wards. But,  we  so  strongly  advised  Richard  to 
be  frank  and  open  with  Mr.  Jarndyce,  without  a 
moment's  delay ;  and  his  disposition  was  natu- 
rally so  opposed  to  concealment ;  that  he  sought 
him  out  at  once  (taking  us  with  him),  and  made 
a  full  avowal.  "Rick,"  said  my  Guardian,  after 
hearing  him  attentively,  "we  can  retreat  with 
honour,  and  we  will.  But  we  must  be  careful — 
for  our  cousin's  sake — Rick,  for  our  cousin's  sake 
— that  we  make  no  more  such  mistakes.  There- 
fore, in  the  matter  of  the  law,  we  will  have  a 
good  trial  before  we  decide.  We  will  look  before 
we  leap,  and  take  plenty  of  time  about  it." 

Richard's  energy  was  of  such  an  impatient 
and  fitful  kind,  that  he  would  have  liked  nothing 
better  than  to  have  gone  to  Mr.  Kenge's  office 
in  that  hour,  and  to  have  entered  into  articles 
with  him  on  the  spot.  Submitting,  however, 
with  a  good  grace  to  the  caution  that  we  had 
shown  to  be  so  necessarj^,  he  contented  himself 
with  sitting  down  among  us  in  his  lightest 
spirits,  and  talking  as  if  his  one  unvarying  pur- 
pose in  life  from  childhood  had  been  that  one 
which  now  held  possession  of  him.  ]\Iy  Guar- 
dian was  very  kind  and  cordial  with  him,  but 
rather  grave ;  enough  so  to  cause  Ada,  when  he 
had  departed  and  we  were  going  up-stairs  to 
bed,  to  say  : 

"  Cousin  John,  I  hope  you  don't  thmk  the 
worse  of  Richard  ?  " 

"  No,  my  love,"  said  he. 

"  Because  it  was  very  natural  that  Richard 
should  be  mistaken  in  such  a  difficult  case.  It 
is  not  uncommon." 

"No,  no,  my  love,"  said  he.  "Don't  look 
unhappy." 

"  O,  I  am  not  unhappy,  cousin  John  ! "  said 
Ada,  smiling  cheerfully,  with  her  hand  upon  his 
shoulder,  where  she  had  put  it  in  bidding  him 
good  night.  "  But  I  should  be  a  httle  so,  if  you 
thought  at  all  the  worse  of  Richard." 

"  My  dear,"  said  Mr.  Jarndyce.  "  I  should 
think  the  worse  of  him  only  if  you  were  ever  m 
the  least  unhappy  through  his  means.  I  should 
be  more  disposed  to  quarrel  with  myself,  even 
then,  than  with  poor  Rick,  for  I  brought  you 
together.     But,  tut,  all  this  is  nothing !     He  has 
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time  before  him,  and  the  race  to  run.  /  think 
the  worse  of  him  ?  Not  I,  my  loving  cousin  ! 
And  not  you,  I  swear  !  " 

"  No,  indeed,  cousin  John,"  said  Ada,  "  I  am 
sure  I  could  not — I  am  sure  I  would  not — think 
any  ill  of  Richard,  if  the  whole  world  did.  I 
could,  and  I  would,  think  better  of  him  then, 
than  at  any  other  time  !  " 

So  quietly  and  honestly  she  said  it,  with  her 
hands  upon  his  shoulders — both  hands  now — 
and  looking  up  into  his  face,  like  the  picture  of 
Truth  ! 

"  I  think,"  said  my  Guardian,  thoughtfully 
regarding  her,  "  I  think  it  must  be  somewhere 
written  that  the  virtues  of  the  mothers  shall, 
occasionally,  be  visited  on  the  children,  as  well 
as  the  sins  of  the  fathers.  Good  night,  my 
rosebud.  Good  night,  little  woman.  Pleasant 
slumbers  !     Happy  dreams  ! " 

This  was  the  first  time  I  ever  saw  him  follow 
Ada  with  his  eyes,  with  something  of  a  shadow 
on  their  benevolent  expression.  I  well  remem- 
bered the  look  with  which  he  had  contemplated 
her  and  Richard,  when  she  was  singing  in  the 
fireliglit ;  it  was  but  a  very  little  while  since  he 
had  watched  them  passing  down  the  room  in 
which  the  sun  was  shining,  and  away  into  the 
shade;  but  his  glance  was  changed,  and  even 
the  silent  look  of  confidence  in  me  which  now 
followed  it  once  more,  was  not  quite  so  hopeful 
and  untroubled  as  it  had  originally  been. 

Ada  praised  Richard  more  to  me,  that  night, 
than  ever  she  had  praised  him  yet.  She  went 
to  sleep,  with  a  little  bracelet  he  had  given  her 
clasped  upon  her  arm.  I  fancied  she  was 
dreaming  of  him  when  I  kissed  her  cheek  after 
she  had  slept  an  hour,  and  saw  how  tranquil 
and  happy  she  looked. 

For  I  was  so  little  inclined  to  sleep,  myself, 
that  night,  that  I  sat  up  working.  It  would  not 
be  worth  mentioning  for  its  own  sake,  but  I  was 
wakeful  and  rather  low-spirited.  I  don't  know 
why.  At  least,  I  don't  think  1  know  why.  At 
least,  perhaps  I  do,  but  I  don't  think  it  matters. 

At  any  rate,  I  made  up  my  mind  to  be  so 
dreadfully  industrious  that  I  would  leave  myself 
not  a  moment's  leisure  to  be  low-spirited.  For 
I  naturally  said,  "  Esther !  You  to  be  low- 
spirited.  You!'''  And  it  really  was  time  to  say 
so,  for  I — yes,  I  really  did  see  myself  in  the 
glass,  almost  crying.  "  As  if  you  had  anything 
to  make  you  unhappy,  instead  of  everything 
to  make  you  happy,  you  ungrateful  heart !  ' 
said  I. 

If  I  could  have  made  myself  go  to  sleep,  I 
would  have  done  it  directly ;  but,  not  being  able 
to  do  that,  I  took  out  of  my  basket  some  orna- 


mental work  for  our  house  (I  mean  Bleak  House) 
that  I  was  busy  with  at  that  time,  and  sat  down 
to  it  with  great  determination.  It  was  neces- 
sary to  count  all  the  stitches  in  that  work,  and  I 
resolved  to  go  on  with  it  until  I  couldn't  keep 
my  eyes  open,  and  then  to  go  to  bed. 

I  soon  found  myself  very  busy.  But  I  had 
left  some  silk  down-stairs  in  a  work-table  drawer 
in  the  temporary  Growlery ;  and  coming  to  a 
stop  for  want  of  it,  I  took  my  candle  and  went 
softly  down  to  get  it.  To  my  great  surprise,  on 
going  in,  I  found  my  Guardian  still  there,  and 
sitting  looking  at  the  ashes.  He  was  lost  in 
thought,  his  book  lay  unheeded  by  his  side,  his 
silvered  iron-grey  hair  was  scattered  confusedly 
upon  his  forehead  as  though  his  hand  had  been 
wandering  among  it  while  his  thoughts  were 
elsewhere,  and  his  face  looked  worn.  Almost 
frightened  by  coming  upon  him  so  unexpectedly, 
I  stood  still  for  a  moment ;  and  should  have 
retired  without  speaking,  had  he  not,  in  again 
passing  his  hand  abstractedly  through  his  hair, 
seen  me  and  started. 

"Esther!" 

I  told  him  what  I  had  come  for. 

"  At  work  so  late,  my  dear  ?" 

"  I  am  working  late  to-night,"  said  I,  "  be- 
cause I  couldn't  sleep,  and  wished  to  tire  my- 
self. But,  dear  Guardian,  you  are  late  too,  and 
look  weary.  You  have  no  trouble,  I  hope,  to 
keep  you  waking?" 

"  None,  little  woman,  that  you  would  readily 
understand,"  said  he. 

He  spoke  in  a  regretful  tone  so  new  to  me, 
that  I  inwardly  repeated,  as  if  that  would  help 
me  to  his  meaning,  "  That  /  could  readily 
understand  ! " 

"  Remain  a  moment,  Esther,"  said  he.  "  You 
were  in  my  thoughts." 

"  I  hope  I  was  not  the  trouble.  Guardian  ?"' 

He  slightly  waved  his  hand,  and  fell  into  his 
usual  manner.  The  change  was  so  remarkable, 
and  he  appeared  to  make  it  by  dint  of  so  much 
self-command,  that  I  found  myself  again  in- 
wardly repeating,  "  None  that  /  could  under- 
stand !" 

"  Little  woman,"  said  my  Guardian,  "  I  was 
thinking — that  is,  I  have  been  tliinking  since  I 
have  been  sitting  here — that  you  ought  to  know, 
of  your  own  history,  all  I  know.  It  is  very  little. 
Next  to  nothing." 

"  Dear  Guardian,"  I  replied,  "  when  you 
spoke  to  me  before  on  that  subject " 

"  But  since  then,"  he  gravely  interposed,  an- 
ticipating what  I  meant  to  say,  "  I  have  reflected 
that  your  ha^•ing  anything  to  ask  me,  and  my 
having  anything  to  tell  you,  are  different  consi- 
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derations,  Esther.  It  is  perhaps  my  duty  to 
impart  to  you  the  little  I  know." 

''  If  you  think  so,  Guardian,  it  is  right." 

"  I  think  so,"  he  returned,  very  gently,  and 
kindly,  and  very  distinctly.  "  My  dear,  1  think 
so  now.  If  any  real  disadvantage  can  attach  to 
your  position,  in  the  mind  of  any  man  or  woman 
worth  a  thought,  it  is  right  that  you,  at  least,  of 
all  the  world,  should  not  magnify  it  to  yourself, 
by  having  vague  impressions  of  its  nature." 

I  sat  down ;  and  said,  after  a  little  effort  to 
be  as  calm  as  I  ought  to  be,  "  One  of  my  ear- 
liest remembrances.  Guardian,  is  of  these  words. 
'  Your  mother,  Esther,  is  your  disgrace,  and  you 
were  hers.  The  time  will  come,  and  soon 
enough,  when  you  will  understand  this  better, 
and  will  feel  it  too,  as  no  one  save  a  woman 
can.'  "  I  had  covered  my  face  with  my  hands, 
in  repeating  the  words  ;  but  I  took  them  away 
now  with  a  better  kind  of  shame,  I  hope,  and 
told  him,  that  to  him  I  owed  the  blessing  that  I 
had  from  my  childhood  to  that  hour  never, 
never,  never  felt  it.  He  put  up  his  hand  as  if 
to  stop  me.  I  well  knew  that  he  was  never  to 
be  thanked,  and  said  no  more. 

"  Nine  years,  my  dear,"  he  said,  after  think- 
ing for  a  little  while,  "  have  passed  since  I  re- 
ceived a  letter  from  a  lady  living  in  seclusion, 
written  with  a  stern  passion  and  power  that 
rendered  it  unlike  all  other  letters  I  have  ever 
read.  It  was  written  to  me  (as  it  told  me  in  so 
many  words),  perhaps,  because  it  Avas  the  writer's 
idiosyncrasy  to  put  that  trust  in  me  :  perhaps 
because  it  was  mine  to  justify  it.  It  told  me 
of  a  child,  an  orphan  girl  then  twelve  years  old, 
in  some  such  cruel  words  as  those  which  live  in 
your  remembrance.  It  told  me  that  the  writer  had 
bred  her  in  secrecy  from  her  birth,  had  blotted 
out  all  trace  of  her  existence,  and  that  if  the 
writer  were  to  die  before  the  child  became  a 
woman,  she  would  be  left  entirely  frientUess, 
nameless,  and  unknown.  It  asked  me  to  con- 
sider if  I  would,  in  that  case,  finish  what  the 
Avriter  had  begun  ?" 

I  listened  in  silence,  and  looked  attentively 
at  him. 

"  Your  early  recollection,  my  dear,  will  supply 
the  gloomy  medium  through  which  all  this  was 
seen  and  expressed  by  the  writer,  and  the  dis- 
torted religion  which  clouded  her  mind  with 
impressions  of  the  need  there  was  for  the  child 
to  expiate  an  oftence  of  which  she  was  quite 
innocent.  I  felt  concerned  for  the  little  creature, 
in  her  darkened  life ;  and  replied  to  the  letter." 

I  took  his  hand  and  kissed  it. 

"It  laid  the  injunction  on  me  that  I  should 
never  propose  to  see  the  writer,  who  had  long 


been  estranged  from  all  intercourse  with  the 
world,  but  who  would  see  a  confidential  agent  if 
1  would  appoint  one.  I  accredited  Mr.  Kenge. 
The  lady  said,  of  her  own  accord,  and  not  of 
his  seeking,  that  her  name  was  an  assumed  one. 
That  she  was,  if  there  were  any  ties  of  blood  in 
such  a  case,  the  child's  aunt.  That  more  than 
this  she  would  never  (and  he  was  well  per- 
suaded of  the  steadfastness  of  her  resolution), 
for  any  human  consideration,  disclose.  My 
dear,  I  have  told  you  all." 

I  held  his  hand  for  a  little  while  in  mine. 

"  I  saw  my  ward  oftener  than  she  saw  me," 
he  added,  cheerily  making  light  of  it,  "and  I 
always  knew  she  was  beloved,  useful,  and 
happy.  She  repays  me  twenty-thousand  fold, 
and  twenty  more  to  that,  every  hour  in  every 
day!" 

"  And  oftener  still,"  said  I,  "  she  blesses  the 
Guardian  who  is  a  Father  to  her  !" 

At  the  word  Father,  I  saw  his  former  trouble 
come  into  his  face.  He  subdued  it  as  before, 
and  it  was  gone  in  an  instant ;  but,  it  had  been 
there,  and  it  had  come  so  swiftly  upon  my 
words  that  I  felt  as  if  they  had  given  him  a 
shock.  I  again  inwardly  repeated,  wondering, 
"  That  /  could  readily  understand.  None  that 
/could  readily  understand  !"  No,  it  was  true. 
I  did  not  understand  it.  Not  for  many  and 
many  a  day. 

"  Take  a  fatherly  good-night,  my  dear,"  said 
he,  kissing  me  on  the  forehead,  "and  so  to 
rest.  These  are  late  hours  for  working  and 
thinking.  You  do  that  for  all  of  us,  all  day 
long,  little  housekeeper  !" 

I  neither  worked  nor  thought,  any  more  that 
night.  I  opened  my  grateful  heart  to  heaven 
in  thankfulness  for  its  providence  to  me  and  its 
care  of  me,  and  fell  asleep. 

We  had  a  visitor  next  day.  ]\Ir.  Allan  Wood- 
court  came.  He  came  to  take  leave  of  us ;  he 
had  settled  to  do  so  beforehand.  He  was  going 
to  China,  and  to  India,  as  a  surgeon  on  board 
ship.     He  was  to  be  away  a  long,  long  time, 

I  believe — at  least  I  know — that  he  was  not 
rich.  All  his  widowed  mother  could  spare  had 
been  spent  in  qualifying  him  for  his  profession. 
It  was  not  lucrative  to  a  young  practitioner,  with 
very  little  influence  in  London ;  and  although 
he  was,  night  and  day,  at  the  service  of  num- 
bers of  poor  people,  and  did  wonders  of  gentle- 
ness and  skill  for  them,  he  gained  very  little  by 
it  in  money.  He  was  seven  years  older  than  I. 
Not  that  I  need  mention  it,  for  it  hardly  seems 
to  belong  to  anything. 

I  think — I  mean,  he  told  us — that  he  had 
been  in  practice  three  or  four  years,  and  that  if 
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he  could  have  hoped  to  contend  through  three 
or  four  more  he  would  not  have  made  the 
voyage  on  which  he  was  bound.  But  he  had 
no  fortune  or  private  means,  and  so  he  was 
going  away.  He  had  been  to  see  us  several 
times  altogether.  We  thought  it  a  pity  he 
should  go  away.  Because  he  was  distinguished 
in  his  art  among  those  who  knew  it  best,  and 
some  of  the  greatest  men  belonging  to  it  had  a 
high  opinion  of  him. 

When  he  came  to  bid  us  good-bye,  he  brought 
his  mother  with  him  for  the  first  time.  She 
was  a  pretty  old  lady,  with  bright  black  eyes, 
but  she  seemed  proud.  She  came  from  Wales ; 
and  had  had,  a  long  time  ago,  an  eminent  per- 
son for  an  ancestor,  of  the  name  of  Morgan  ap- 
Kemg — of  some  place  that  sounded  like  Gimlet 
— who  was  the  most  illustrious  person  that  ever 
was  known,  and  all  of  whose  relations  were  a 
sort  of  Royal  Family.  He  appeared  to  have 
passed  his  life  in  always  getting  up  into  moun- 
tains, and  fighting  somebody  ;  and  a  Bard 
whose  name  sounded  like  Crumlinwallinwer 
had  sung  his  praises,  in  a  piece  which  was 
called,  as  nearly  as  I  could  catch  it,  ]\Iewlinn- 
willinwodd. 

Mrs.  Woodcourt,  after  expatiating  to  us  on 
the  fame  of  her  great  kinsman,  said  that,  no 
doubt,  wherever  her  son  Allan  went,  he  would 
remember  his  pedigree,  and  would  on  no  ac- 
count form  an  alliance  below  it.  She  told  him 
that  there  were  many  handsome  Enghsh  ladies 
in  India  who  went  out  on  speculation,  and  that 
there  were  some  to  be  picked  up  with  property  ; 
but  that  neither  charms  nor  wealth  would  suffice 
for  the  descendant  from  such  a  line,  without 
birth  :  which  must  ever  be  the  first  considera- 
tion. She  talked  so  much  about  birth  that,  for 
a  moment,  I  half  fancied,  and  with  pain — but, 
what  an  idle  fancy  to  suppose  that  she  could 
think  or  care  what  mine  was  ! 

Mr,  Woodcourt  seemed  a  little  distressed  by 
her  prolixity,  but  he  was  too  considerate  to  let 
her  see  it,  and  contrived  delicately  to  bring  the 
conversation  round  to  making  his  acknowledg- 
ments to  my  Guardian  for  his  hospitahty,  and 
for  the  very  happy  hours — he  called  them  the 
very  happy  hours — he  had  passed  with  us.  The 
recollection  of  them,  he  said,  would  go  with  him 
wherever  he  went,  and  would  be  always  treasured. 
And  so  we  gave  him  our  hands,  one  after  another 
— at  least,  they  did — and  I  did  ;  and  so  he  put 
his  lips  to  Ada's  hand— and  to  mine ;  and  so  he 
went  away  upon  his  long,  long  voyage  ! 

I  was  very  busy  indeed,  all  day,  and  wrote 
directions  home  to  the  servants,  and  wrote  notes 
for  my  Guardian,  and  dusted   his   books    and 


papers,  and  jingled  my  housekeeping  keys  a 
good  deal,  one  way  and  another.  I  was  still 
busy  between  the  lights,  singing  and  working 
by  the  window,  when  who  should  come  in  but 
Caddy,  whom  I  had  no  expectation  of  seeing ! 

"  ^^'hy,  Caddy,  my  dear,"  said  I,  "  what  beau- 
tiful flowers  ! " 

She  had  such  an  exquisite  little  nosegay  in 
her  hand. 

"  Indeed,  I  think  so,  Esther,''  replied  Caddy. 
"  They  are  the  loveliest  I  ever  saw." 

"  Prince,  my  dear  ?  "  said  I,  in  a  whisper. 

"  No,"  answered  Caddy,  shaking  her  head, 
and  holding  them  to  me  to  smell.  "  Not 
Prince." 

"  Well,  to  be  sui^,  Caddy  !  "  said  I.  "  You 
must  have  two  lovers  !  " 

"What?  Do  they  look  like  that  sort  of 
thing  ?  "  said  Caddy. 

"Do  they  look  hke  that  sort  of  thing?"  I 
repeated,  pinching  her  cheek. 

Caddy  only  laughed  in  return  ;  and  telling 
me  that  she  had  come  for  half-an-hour,  at  the 
expiration  of  which  time  Prince  would  be  wait- 
ing for  her  at  the  corner,  sat  chatting  with  me 
and  Ada  in  the  window :  every  now  and  then 
handing  me  the  flowers  again,  or  trying  how 
they  looked  against  my  hair.  At  last,  when  she 
was  going,  she  took  me  into  my  room  and  put 
them  in  my  dress. 

"  For  me  ?  "  said  I,  surprised. 

"  For  you,"  said  Caddy,  with  a  kiss.  "  They 
were  left  behind  by  Somebody." 

"Left  behind?" 

"  At  poor  Miss  Elite's,"  said  Caddy.  "  Some- 
body who  has  been  very  good  to  her,  was  hur- 
rying away  an  hour  ago,  to  join  a  ship,  and  left 
these  flowers  behind.  No,  no  !  Don't  take 
them  out.  Let  the  pretty  little  things  lie  here !  " 
said  Caddy,  adjusting  them  with  a  careful 
hand,  "  because  I  was  present  myself,  and  I 
shouldn't  wonder  if  Somebody  left  them  on 
purpose  ! '' 

"  Do  they  look  like  that  sort  of  thing  ?  "  said 
Ada,  coming  laughingly  behind  me,  and  clasp- 
ing me  merrily  round  the  waist,  "  O,  yes, 
indeed  they  do.  Dame  Durden  !  They  look 
very,  very  like  that  sort  of  thing.  O,  very  like 
it  mdeed,  my  dear  ! " 
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LADY  DEDLOCK. 


know. 


T  was  not  so  easy  as  it  had  appeared 
at  first,  to  arrange  for  Richard's 
making  a  trial  of  Air.  Kenge's  office. 
Ricliard  himself  was  the  chief  im- 
pediment. As  soon  as  he  had  it  in 
;  his  power  to  leave  Mr.  Badger  at  any 

moment,  he  began  to  doubt  whether  he 
wanted  to  leave  him  at  all.  He  didn't 
he  said,  really.  It  wasn't  a  bad  profes- 
sion ;  he  couldn't  assert  that  he  disliked  it ; 
•perhaps  he  liked  it  as  well  as  he  liked  any  other 
— suppose  he  gave  it  one  more  chance  !  Upon 
that,  he  shut  himself  up,  for  a  few  weeks,  with 
some  books  and  some  bones,  and  seemed  to 
accjuire  a  considerable  fund  of  information  with 
great  rapidity.  His  fervour,  after  lasting  about 
a  month,  began  to  cool ;  and  when  it  was  quite 
cooled,  began  to  grow  warm  again.  His  vacil- 
lations between  law  and  medicine  lasted  so  long, 
that  Midsummer  arrived  before  he  finally  sepa- 
rated from  Mr.  Badger,  and  entered  on  an 
experimental  course  of  Messrs.  Kenge  and 
Carboy.  For  all  his  waywardness,  he  took 
great  credit  to  himself  as  being  determined  to 
be  in  earnest  "  this  time."  And  he  was  so 
good-natured  throughout,  and  in  such  high 
spirits,  and  so  fond  of  Ada,  that  it  was  very 
difficult  indeed  to  be  otherwise  than  pleased 
^vith  him. 

"  As  to  Mr.  Jamdyce,"  who  I  may  mention, 
found  the  wind  much  given,  during  this  period, 
to  stick  in  the  east;  "As  to  Mr.  Jarndyce," 
Richard  would  say  to  me,  "he  is  the  finest 
fellow  in  the  world,  Esther!  I  must  be  par- 
ticularly careful,  if  it  were  only  for  his  satisfac- 
tion, to  take  myself  well  to  task,  and  have  a 
regular  wind-up  of  this  business  now." 

The  idea  of  his  taking  himself  well  to  task, 
with  that  laughing  face  and  heedl  ss  manner, 
and  with  a  fancy  that  everything  could  catch 
and  nothing  could  hold,  was  ludicrously  anoma- 
lous. However,  he  told  us  between-whiles,  that 
he  was  doing  it  to  such  an  extent,  that  he 
wondered  his  hair  didn't  turn  grey.  His  regular 
wind-up  of  the  business  was  (as  I  have  said), 
that  he  went  to  Mr.  Kenge's  about  Midsummer, 
to  try  how  he  liked  it. 

All  this  time  he  was,  in  money  affairs,  what  I 
have  described  him  in  a  former  illustration : 
generous,  profuse,  wildly  careless,  but  fully 
persuaded  that  he  was  rather  calculating  and 
prudent.  I  happened  to  say  to  Ada,  in  his 
presence,  half-jestingly,  half-seriously,  about  the 


time  of  his  going  to  Mr.  Kenge's,  that  he  needed 
to  have  Fortunatus's  purse,  he  made  so  light  of 
money,  which  he  answered  in  this  way  : 

'•  ]\Iy  jewel  of  a  dear  cousin,  you  hear  this  old 
woman  !  Why  does  she  say  that  ?  Because  I 
gave  eight  pounds  odd  (or  whatever  it  was)  for 
a  certain  neat  waistcoat  and  buttons  a  few  days 
ago.  Now,  if  I  had  stayed  at  Badger's  I  should 
have  been  bliged  to  spend  twelve  pounds  at  a 
blow,  for  some  heart-breaking  lecture-fees.  So 
I  make  four  pounds — in  a  lump — by  the  trans- 
action ! " 

It  was  a  question  much  discussed  between 
him  and  my  Guardian  what  arrangements  should 
be  made  for  his  living  in  London,  while  he  ex- 
perimented on  the  law;  for,  we  had  long  since 
gone  back  to  Bleak  House,  and  it  was  too  far 
off  to  admit  of  his  coming  there  oftener  than 
once  a  week.  My  Guardian  told  me  that  if 
Richard  were  to  settle  down  at  Mr.  Kenge's  he 
would  take  some  apartments  or  chambers,  where 
we,  too,  ould  occasionally  stay  frr  a  few  days 
at  a  time ;  "  but  little  woman,"  he  added,  rub- 
bing his  head  very  significantly,  "  he  hasn't 
settled  down  there  yet ! "  The  discussions 
ended  in  our  hiring  for  him,  by  the  month,  a 
neat  little  furnished  lodging  in  a  quiet  old  house 
near  Queen  Square.  He  imm  diately  began  to 
spend  all  the  money  he  had,  in  buying  the  odd- 
est little  ornaments  and  luxuries  for  this  lodg- 
ing ;  and  as  often  as  Ada  and  I  dissuaded  him 
from  making  any  purchase  that  he  had  in  con- 
templation which  was  particularly  unnecessary 
and  expensive,  he  took  credit  for  what  it  would 
have  cost,  and  made  out  that  to  spend  anything 
less  on  something  else  was  to  save  the  difference. 

While  these  affairs  were  .-  abeyance,  our  visit 
to  Mr.  Boythi  rn's  was  p,stponed.  At  length, 
Richard  having  taken  possession  of  his  lodging, 
there  was  nothing  to  prevent  our  departure. 
He  could  have  gone  with  us  at  that  time  of  the 
year,  very  well ;  but,  he  was  in  the  full  novelty 
of  his  new  position,  and  was  making  most  ener- 
getic attempts  to  unravel  the  mysteries  of  the 
fatal  suit.  Consequently  we  went  without  him  ; 
and  my  darling  was  delighted  to  praise  him  for 
being  ?o  busy. 

We  made  a  pleasant  journey  down  into  Lin- 
colnshire by  the  coach,  and  had  an  entertaining 
companion  in  Mr.  Skimpole.  His  furniture  had 
been  all  cleared  off,  it  appeared,  by  the  person 
who  took  possession  of  it  on  his  blue-eyed 
daughter's  birth-day;  but,  he  seemed  quite 
relieved  to  think  that  it  was  gone.  Chairs  and 
tables,  he  said,  were  wearisome  objects;  they 
were  monotonous  ideas,  they  had  no  variety  of 
expression,  they  looked  you  out  of  countenance, 
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and  you  looked  them  out  of  countenance.  How 
pleasant,  then,  to  be  bound  to  no  particular 
chairs  and  tables,  but  to  sport  like  a  butterfly 
among  all  the  furniture  on  hire,  and  to  flit 
from  rosewood  to  mahogany,  and  from  ma- 
hogany to  walnut,  and  from  this  shape  to  that, 
as  the  humour  took  one  ! 

"  The  oddity  of  the  thing  is,"  said  Mr.  Skim- 
pole,  with  a  quickened  sense  of  the  ludicrous, 
"  that  my  chairs  and  tables  were  not  paid  for, 
and  yet  my  landlord  walks  off  with  them  as 
composedly  as  possible.  Now,  that  seems 
droll  !  There  is  something  grotesque  in  it. 
The  chair  and  table  merchant  never  engaged  to 
pay  my  landlord  my  rent.  Why  should  my 
landlord  quarrel  with  him  .?  If  I  have  a  pimple 
on  my  nose  which  is  disagreeable  to  my  land- 
lord's peculiar  ideas  of  beauty,  my  landlord  has 
no  business  to  scratch  my  chair  and  table  mer- 
chant's nose,  which  has  no  pimple  on  it.  His 
reasoning  seems  defective  !  " 

"  Well,"  said  my  Guardian,  good-humouredly, 
^'  it's  pretty  clear  that  whoever  became  security 
for  those  chairs  and  tables  will  have  to  pay  for 
them." 

"  Exactly  !  "  returned  Mr.  Skimpole.  "  That's 
the  crowning  point  of  unreason  in  the  business  ! 
I  said  to  my  landlord,  '  My  good  man,  you  are 
not  aware  that  my  excellent  friend  Jarndyce 
will  have  to  pay  for  those  things  that  you  are 
sweeping  oft"  in  that  indelicate  manner.  Have 
you  no  consideration  for  his  property  ? '  He 
hadn't  the  least." 

"And  refused  all  proposals,"  said  my  Guar- 
dian. 

"  Refused  all  proposals,"  returned  Mr.  Skim- 
pole. "  I  made  him  business  proposals.  I  had 
him  into  my  room.  I  said,  '  You  are  a  man  of 
business    I    believe?'     He    replied,    'I    am.' 

*  Very  well,'  said  I,  '  now  let  us  be  business-like. 
Here  is  an  inkstand,  here  are  pens  and  paper, 
here  are  wafers.  What  do  you  want?  I  have 
occupied  your  house  for  a  considerable  period, 
I  believe  to  our  mutual  satisfaction  until  this 
unpleasant  misunderstanding  arose  ;  let  us  be  at 
once  friendly  and  business-like.  What  do  you 
want  ? '  In  reply  to  this,  he  made  use  of  the 
figurative  expression — which  has  something 
Eastern  about  it — that  he  had  never  seen  the 
colour  of  my  money.  '  My  amiable  friend,'  said 
I,  '  I  never  have  any  money.  I  never  know 
anything  about  money.'      '  Well,   sir,'  said  he, 

*  what  do  you  offer,  if  I  give  you  time  ? '  '  My 
good  fellow,'  said  I,  '  I  have  no  idea  of  time  ; 
but,  you  say  you  are  a  man  of  business,  and 
whatever  you  can  suggest  to  be  done  in  a  busi- 
ness-like way  with  pen,  and  ink,  and  paper — 


and  wafers — I  am  ready  to  do.  Don't  pay 
yourself  at  another  man's  expense  (which  is 
foolish),  but  be  business-like  ! '  However,  he 
wouldn't  be,  and  there  was  an  end  of  it." 

If  these  were  some  of  the  inconveniences  of 
Mr.  Skimpole's  childhood,  it  assuredly  possessed 
its  advantages  too.  On  the  journey  he  had  a 
very  good  appetite  for  such  refreshment  as  came 
in  our  way  (including  a  basket  of  choice  hot- 
house peaches),  but  never  thought  of  paying  for 
anything.  So  when  the  coachman  came  round 
for  his  fee,  he  pleasantly  asked  him  what  he 
considered  a  very  good  fee  indeed,  now — a 
liberal  one — and,  on  his  replying,  half-a-crowii 
for  a  single  passenger,  said  it  was  little  enough 
too,  all  things  considered ;  and  left  INIr.  Jarn- 
dyce to  give  it  him. 

It  was  delightful  weather.  The  green  corn 
waved  so  beautifully,  the  larks  sang  so  joyfully, 
the  hedges  were  so  full  of  wild  flowers,  the  trees 
were  so  thickly  out  in  leaf,  the  bean-fields,  with 
a  light  wind  blowing  over  them,  filled  the  air 
with  such  a  delicious  fragrance  !  Late  in  the 
afternoon  we  came  to  the  market-town  where 
we  were  to  alight  from  the  coach — a  dull  little 
town,  with  a  church-spire,  and  a  market-place, 
and  a  market-cross,  and  one  intensely  sunny 
street,  and  a  pond  with  an  old  horse  cooling  his 
legs  in  it,  and  a  very  few  men  sleepily  lying  and 
standing  about  in  narrow  little  bits  of  shade. 
After  the  rustling  of  the  leaves  and  the  v/aving 
of  the  corn  all  along  the  road,  it  looked  as  still, 
as  hot,  as  motionless  a  little  town  as  England 
could  produce. 

At  the  inn,  we  found  Mr.  Boy  thorn  on  horse- 
back, waiting  with  an  open  carriage  to  take  us 
to  his  house,  which  was  a  few  miles  off.  He 
was  overjoyed  to  see  us,  and  dismounted  with 
great  alacrity. 

"  By  Heaven  ! "  said  he,  after  giving  us  a 
courteous  greeting,  "  this  is  a  most  infamous 
coach.  It  is  the  most  flagrant  example  of  an 
abominable  public  vehicle  that  ever  encumbered 
the  face  of  the  earth.  It  is  twenty -five  minutes 
after  its  time,  this  afternoon.  The  coachman 
ought  to  be  put  to  death  !  " 

"  Is  he  after  his  time  ? "  said  Mr.  Skimpole, 
to  whom  he  hapi)ened  to  address  himself.  "  You 
know  my  infirmity." 

"  Twenty-five  minutes  !  Twenty-six  minutes ! " 
replied  Mr.  Boy  thorn,  referring  to  his  watch. 
"  With  two  ladies  in  the  coach,  this  scoundrel 
has  deliberately  delayed  his  arrival  six-and- 
twcnty  minutes.  Deliberately  !  It  is  impossi- 
ble that  it  can  be  accidental !  But  his  father — 
and  his  uncle — were  the  most  profligate  coach- 
men that  ever  sat  upon  a  box." 
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While  he  said  this  in  tones  of  the  greatest 
indignation,  he  handed  us  into  the  httle  phaeton 
with  the  utmost  gentleness,  and  was  all  smiles 
and  jjleasure. 

''  I  am  sorry,  ladies,"  he  said,  standing  bare- 
headed at  the  carriage-door,  when  all  was  ready, 
"  that  I  am  obliged  to  conduct  you  nearly  two 
miles  out  of  the  way.  But,  our  direct  road  lies 
through  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock's  park  ;  and,  in 
that  fellow's  property,  I  have  sworn  never  to  set 
foot  of  mine,  or  horse's  foot  of  mine,  pending 
the  present  relations  between  us,  while  I  breathe 
the  breath  of  life  !  "  And  here,  catching  my 
(iuardian's  eye,  he  broke  into  one  of  his  tre- 
mendous laughs,  which  seemed  to  shake  even 
the  motionless  little  market-town. 

"  Are  the  Uedlocks  down  here,  Lawrence  ?  " 
said  my  Guardian  as  we  drove  along,  and  Mr. 
Boythorn  trotted  on  the  green  turf  by  the  road- 
side, 

"  Sir  Arrogant  Numskull  is  here,"  replied  Mr. 
Boythorn.  "  Ha  ha  ha  !  Sir  Arrogant  is  here, 
and  I  am  glad  to  say,  has  been  laid  by  the 
heels  here.  My  Lady,"  in  naming  whom  he 
always  made  a  courtly  gesture  as  if  particularly 
to  exclude  her  from  any  part  in  the  quarrel,  "  is 
expected,  I  believe,  daily.  I  am  not  in  the 
least  surprised  that  she  postpones  her  appear- 
ance as  long  as  possible.  Whatever  can  have 
induced  that  transcendant  woman  to  marry  that 
effigy  and  figure-head  of  a  baronet,  is  one  of  the 
most  impenetrable  mysteries  that  ever  baffled 
human  inquiry.     Ha  ha  ha  ha  !  " 

"  I  suppose,"  said  my  Guardian  laughing,  "  we 
may  set  foot  in  the  park  while  we  are  here  ? 
The  prohibition  does  not  extend  to  us,  does 
it?" 

"  I  can  lay  no  prohibition  on  my  guests,"  he 
said,  bending  his  head  to  Ada  and  me,  with  a 
smiling  politeness  which  sat  so  gracefully  upon 
him,  "  except  in  the  matter  of  their  departure. 
I  am  only  sorry  that  I  cannot  have  the  happi- 
ness of  being  their  escort  about  Chesney  Wold, 
which  is  a  very  fine  place  !  But,  by  the  light  of 
this  summer  day,  Jarndyce,  if  you  call  upon  the 
owner,  while  you  stay  with  me,  you  are  likely  to 
have  but  a  cool  reception.  He  carries  himself 
like  an  eight-day  clock  at  all  times  ;  like  one  of 
a  race  of  eight-day  clocks  in  gorgeous  cases  that 
never  go  and  never  went — Ha  ha  ha  ! — but  he 
will  have  some  extra  stiff"ness,  I  can  promise 
you,  for  the  friends  of  his  friend  and  neighbour 
Boythorn  ! " 

"  I  shall  not  put  him  to  the  proof,"  said  my 
Guardian.  "  He  is  as  indifferent  to  the  honour 
of  knowing  me,  I  dare  say,  as  I  am  to  the 
honour    of    knowing    him.      The    air    of    the 


grounds,  and  perhaps  such  a  view  of  the  house 
as  any  other  sight-seer  might  get,  are  quite 
enough  for  me." 

"  VVell !  "  said  Mr.  Boythorn,  "  I  am  glad  of 
it  on  the  whole.  It's  in  better  keeping.  I  am 
looked  upon,  about  here,  as  a  second  Ajax 
defying  the  lightning.  Ha  ha  ha  ha  !  When  I 
go  into  our  little  church  on  a  Sunday,  a  con- 
siderable part  of  the  inconsiderable  congregation 
expect  to  see  me  drop,  scorched  and  withered, 
on  the  pavement  under  the  Dedlock  displeasure. 
Ha  ha  ha  ha !  I  have  no  doubt  he  is  surprised 
that  I  don't.  For  he  is,  by  Heaven  !  the  most 
self-satisfied,  and  the  shallowest,  and  the  most 
coxcomical  and  utterly  brainless  ass  !  " 

Our  coming  to  the  ridge  of  a  hill  we  had  been 
ascending,  enabled  our  friend  to  point  out 
Chesney  Wold  itself  to  us,  and  diverted  his 
attention  from  its  master. 

It  was  a  picturesque  old  house,  in  a  fine  park 
richly  wooded.  Among  the  trees,  and  not  far 
from  the  residence,  he  pointed  out  the  spire  of 
the  little  church  of  which  he  had  spoken.  O,. 
the  solemn  woods  over  which  the  light  and 
shadow  travelled  swiftly,  as  if  Heavenly  wings 
were  sweeping  on  benignant  errands  through 
the  summer  air ;  the  smooth  green  slopes,  the 
glittering  water,  the  garden  where  the  flowers 
were  so  symmetrically  arranged  in  clusters  of 
the  richest  colours,  how  beautiful  they  looked  t 
The  house,  with  gable  and  chimney,  and  tower, 
and  turret,  and  dark  doorway,  and  broad* 
terrace-walk,  twining  among  the  balustrades  of 
which,  and  lying  heaped  upon  the  vases,  there 
was  one  great  flush  of  roses,  seemed  scarcely 
real  in  its  light  solidity,  and  in  the  serene  and 
peaceful  hush  that  rested  all  around  it.  To- 
Ada  and  to  me,  that,  above  all,  appeared  the 
pervading  influence.  On  everything,  house,, 
garden,  terrace,  green  slopes,  water,  old  oaks,, 
fern,  moss,  woods  again,  and  far  away  across  the 
openings  in  the  prospect,  to  the  distance  lying 
wide  before  us  with  a  purple  bloom  upon  it^ 
there  seemed  to  be  such  undisturbed  repose. 

When  we  came  into  the  little  village,  and 
passed  a  small  inn  with  the  sign  of  the  Dedlock 
Arms  swinging  over  the  road  in  front,  Mr.  Boy- 
thorn interchanged  greetings  with  a  young  gen- 
tleman sitting  on  a  bench  outside  the  inn-door, 
who  had  some  fishing-tackle  lying  beside  him. 

"  That's  the  housekeeper's  grandson,  Mr. 
Rouncewell  by  name,"  said  he  ;  "  and  he  is  in 
love  with  a  pretty  girl  up  at  the  House.  Lady 
Dedlock  has  taken  a  fancy  to  the  pretty  gir|, 
and  is  going  to  keep  her  about  her  own  fair 
person — an  honour  which  my  young  friend  him- 
self does  not  at  all  appreciate.     However,  he 
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can't  marry  just  yet,  even  if  his  Rosebud  were 
willing  ;  so  he  is  fain  to  make  the  best  of  it.  In 
the  meanwhile,  he  comes  here  pretty  often,  for 
a  day  or  two  at  a  time,  to — fish.     Ha  ha  ha  ha  ! " 

"Are  he  and  the  pretty  girl  engaged,  Mr. 
Boythom?"  asked  Ada. 

"  Why,  my  dear  Miss  Clare,"  he  returned,  "  I 
think  they  may  perhaps  understand  each  other  ; 
but  you  will  see  them  soon,  I  dare  say,  and  I 
must  learn  from  you  on  such  a  point — not  you 
from  me." 

Ada   blushed;    and    Mr.    Boythorn,  trotting 


forward  on  his  comely  grey  horse,  dismounted 
at  his  own  door,  and  stood  ready,  with  extended 
arm  and  uncovered  head,  to  welcome  us  when 
we  arrived. 

He  lived  in  a  pretty  house,  formerly  the 
Parsonage-house,  with  a  lawn  in  front,  a  bright 
flower-garden  at  the  side,  and  a  well-stocked 
orchard  and  kitchen-garden  in  the  rear,  enclosed 
with  a  venerable  wall  that  had  of  itself  a  ripened 
ruddy  look.  But,  indeed,  everything  about  the 
place  wore  an  aspect  of  maturity  and  abundance. 
The  old  lime-tree  walk  was  like  green  cloisters, 
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the  very  shadows  of  the  cherry-trees  and  apple- 
trees  were  heavy  with  fruit,  the  gooseberry- 
bushes  were  so  laden  that  their  branches  arched 
and  rested  on  the  earth,  the  strawberries  and 
raspberries  grew  in  like  profusion,  and  the 
peaches  basked  by  the  hundred  on  the  wall. 
Tumbled  about  among  the  spread  nets  and  the 
glass  frames  sparkling  and  winking  in  the  sun, 
there  were  such  heaps  of  drooping  pods,  and 
marrows,  and  cucumbers,  that  every  foot  of 
ground  appeared  a  vegetable  treasury,  while  the 
smell  of  sweet  herbs  and  all  kinds  of  wholesome 
growth    (to    say    nothing    of    the   neighbouring 


meadows  where  the  hay  was  carrying)  made  the 
whole  air  a  great  nosegay.  Such  stillness  and 
composure  reigned  within  the  orderly  precincts 
of  the  old  red  wall,  that  even  the  feathers  hung 
in  garlands  to  scare  the  birds  hardly  stirred  ;  and 
the  wall  had  such  a  ripening  influence  that  where, 
here  and  there  high  up,  a  disused  nail  and  scrap 
of  list  still  clung  to  it,  it  was  easier  to  fancy  that 
they  had  mellowed  with  the  changing  seasons, 
than  that  they  had  rusted  and  decayed  according 
to  the  common  fate. 

The  house,  though  a  little  disorderly  in  com- 
parison with  the  garden,  was  a  real  old  house, 
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with  settles  in  the  chimney  of  the  brick-floored 
kitchen,  and  great  beams  across  the  ceiHngs. 
On  one  side  of  it  was  the  teriible  piece  of  ground 
in  dispute,  where  Mr.  Boythorn  maintained  a 
sentry  in  a  smock-frock,  day  and  night,  whose 
duty  was  supposed  to  be,  in  case  of  aggression, 
immediately  to  ring  a  large  bell  hung  up  there 
for  the  purpose,  to  unchain  a  great  bull-dog 
established  in  a  kennel  as  his  ally,  and  generally 
to  deal  destruction  on  the  enemy.  Not  content 
with  these  precautions,  Mr.  Boythorn  had  him- 
self composed  and  posted  there,  on  painted 
boards  to  which  his  name  was  attached  in  large 
letters,  the  following  solemn  warnings  :  "Beware 
of  the  Bull-dog.  He  is  most  ferocious.  Law- 
rence Boythorn."  "  The  blunderbuss  is  loaded 
with  slugs.  Lawrence  I5oythom."  "  Man-traps 
and  spring-guns  are  set  here  at  all  times  of  the 
day  and  night.  Lawrence  Boythorn."  "  Take 
notice.  That  any  person  or  persons  audaciously 
presuming  to  trespass  on  this  proi)erty,  will  be 
]nmished  w'ith  the  utmost  severity  of  private 
chastisement,  and  prosecuted  wath  the  utmost 
rigour  of  the  law.  Lawrence  Boythorn."  These 
he  showed  us,  from  the  drawing-room  window, 
while  his  bird  was  hopping  about  his  head ;  and 
he  laughed,  "  Ha  ha  ha  ha !  Ha  ha  ha  ha  !  "  to 
that  extent  as  he  pointed  them  out,  that  I  really 
thought  he  would  have  hurt  himself. 

"  But.  this  is  taking  a  good  deal  of  trouble," 
said  ]\Ir.  Skimpole  in  his  light  WMy,  "  when  you 
are  not  in  earnest  after  all  ?" 

"  Not  in  earnest ! "  returned  Mr.  Boythorn, 
with  unspeakable  warmth.  "  Not  in  earnest ! 
If  I  could  have  hoped  to  train  him,  I  would 
have  bought  a  Lion  instead  of  that  dog,  and 
would  have  turned  him  loose  upon  the  first  in- 
tolerable robber  who  should  dare  to  make  an 
encroachment  on  my  rights.  Let  Sir  Leicester 
Dedlock  consent  to  come  out  and  decide  this 
question  by  single  combat,  and  I  will  meet  him 
with  any  weapon  knowai  to  mankind  in  any  age 
or  country.  I  am  that  much  in  earnest.  Not 
more  ! " 

We  arrived  at  his  house  on  a  Saturday.  On 
the  Sunday  morning  we  all  set  forth  to  walk  to 
the  little  church  in  the  park.  Entering  the 
park,  almost  immediately  by  the  disputed 
ground,  we  pursued  a  pleasant  footpath  winding 
among  the  verdant  turf  and  the  beautiful  trees, 
until  it  brought  us  to  the  church  porch. 

The  congregation  was  extremely  small  and 
quite  a  rustic  one,  with  the  exception  of  a  large 
muster  of  servants  from  the  House,  some  of 
whom  were  already  in  their  seats,  while  others 
Avere  yet  dropping  in.  There  were  some  stately 
footmen ;  and  there  was  a  perfect  picture  of  an 


old  coachman,  who  looked  as  if  he  were  the 
official  representative  of  all  the  pomps  and 
vanities  that  had  ever  been  put  into  his  coach. 
There  was  a  very  pretty  show  of  young  women ; 
and  above  them,  the  handsome  old  face  and  fine 
resi)onsible  portly  figure  of  the  housekeeper, 
towered  pre-eminent.  The  pretty  girl,  of  whom 
Mr.  Boythorn  had  told  us,  was  close  by  her. 
She  was  so  very  pretty,  that  I  might  have  known 
her  by  her  beauty,  even  if  I  had  not  seen  how 
blushingly  conscious  she  was  of  the  eyes  of  the 
young  fisherman,  whom  I  discovered  not  far  off. 
One  face,  and  not  an  agreeable  one,  though  it 
was  handsome,  seemed  maliciously  watchful  of 
this  pretty  girl,  and  indeed  of  every  one  and 
everything  there.     It  was  a  Frenchwoman's. 

As  the  bell  was  yet  ringing  and  the  great 
people  were  not  yet  come,  I  had  leisure  to 
glance  over  the  church,  which  smelt  as  earthy 
as  a  grave,  and  to  think  what  a  shady,  ancient, 
solemn  little  church  it  was.  The  windows, 
heavily  shaded  by  trees,  admitted  a  subdued 
light  that  made  the  faces  around  me  pale,  and 
darkened  the  old  brasses  in  the  pavement,  and 
the  time  and  damp-worn  monuments,  and  ren- 
dered the  sunshine  in  the  little  porch,  where  a 
monotonous  ringer  was  working  at  the  bell,  in- 
estimably bright.  But  a  stir  in  that  direction, 
a  gathering  of  reverential  awe  in  the  rustic  faces, 
and  a  blandly-ferocious  assumption  on  the  part 
of  Mr.  Boythorn  of  being  resolutely  unconscious 
of  somebody's  existence,  forewarned  me  that 
the  great  people  were  come,  and  that  the  service 
was  going  to  begin. 

"  '  Enter  not  into  judgment  with  thy  servant, 

0  Lord,  for  in  thy  sight '  " 

Shall  I  ever  forget  the  rapid  beating  of  my  heart, 
occasioned  by  the  look  I  met,  as  I  stood  up  !  Shall 

1  ever  forget  the  manner  in  which  those  hand- 
some proud  eyes  seemed  to  spring  out  of  their 
languor,  and  to  hold  mine  !  It  was  only  a  mo- 
ment before  I  cast  mine  down — released  again, 
if  I  might  say  so — on  my  book;  but  I  knew 
the  beautiful  face  quite  well,  in  that  short  space 
of  time. 

And,  very  strangely,  there  was  something 
quickened  within  me,  associated  with  the  lonely 
days  at  my  godmother's  ;  yes,  away  even  to  the 
days  when  I  had  stood  on  tiptoe  to  dress  myself  at 
my  little  glass,  after  dressing  my  doll.  And  this, 
although  I  had  never  seen  this  lady's  face  before 
in  all  my  life — I  was  quite  sure  of  it — absolutely 
certain. 

It  was  easy  to  know  that  the  ceremonious, 
gouty,  grey-haired  gentleman,  the  only  other 
occupant  of  the  great  pew,  was  Sir  Leicester 
Dedlock  ;  and.  that  the  lady  was  Lady  Dedlock. 
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But  why  her  face  should  be,  in  a  confused  way, 
like  a  broken  glass  to  me,  in  which  I  saw  scraps 
of  old  remembrances ;  and  why  I  should  be  so 
fluttered  and  troubled  (for  I  was  still),  by  having 
casually  met  her  eyes  ;  I  could  not  think. 

I  felt  it  to  be  an  unmeaning  weakness  in  me, 
and  I  tried  to  overcome  it  by  attending  to  the 
words  I  heard.  Then,  very  strangely,  I  seemed 
to  hear  them,  not  in  the  reader's  voice,  but  in 
the  well-remembered  voice  of  my  godmother. 
This  made  me  think,  did  Lady  Dedlock's  face 
accidentally  resemble  my  godmother's  ?  It  might 
be  that  it  did,  a  little ;  but,  the  expression  was 
so  different,  and  the  stern  decision  which  had 
worn  into  my  godmother's  face,  like  weather 
into  rocks,  was  so  completely  wanting  in  the  face 
before  me,  that  it  could  not  be  that  resemblance 
which  had  struck  me.  Neither  did  I  know  the 
loftiness  and  haughtiness  of  Lady  Dedlock's 
face,  at  all,  in  any  one.  And  yet  / — /,  little 
Esther  Summerson,  the  child  who  lived  a  life 
apart,  .and  on  whose  birthday  there  was  no  re- 
joicing— seemed  to  arise  before  my  own  eyes, 
evoked  out  of  the  past  by  some  power  in  this 
fashionable  lady,  whom  I  not  only  entertained 
no  fancy  that  I  had  ever  seen,  but  whom  I  per- 
fectly well  knew  I  had  never  seen  until  that 
hour. 

It  made  me  tremble  so,  to  be  thrown  into  this 
unaccountable  agitation,  that  I  was  conscious  of 
being  distressed  even  by  the  observation  of  the 
French  maid,  though  I  knew  she  had  been  look- 
ing watchfully  here,  and  there,  and  everywhere, 
from  the  moment  of  her  coming  into  the  church. 
By  degrees,  though  very  slowly,  I  at  last  over- 
came my  strange  emotion.  After  a  long  time,  I 
looked  towards  Lady  Dedlock  again.  It  was 
while  they  were  preparing  to  sing,  before  the 
sermon.  She  took  no  heed  of  me,  and  the  beat- 
ing at  my  heart  was  gone.  Neither  did  it 
revive  for  more  than  a  few  moments,  when  she 
once  or  twice  afterwards  glanced  at  Ada  or  at 
me  through  her  glass. 

The  service  being  concluded.  Sir  Leicester 
gave  his  arm  with  much  state  and  gallantry  to 
Lady  Dedlock — though  he  was  obliged  to  walk 
by  the  help  of  a  thick  stick — and  escorted  her 
out  of  church  to  the  pony  carriage  in  which  they 
had  come.  The  servants  then  dispersed,  and 
so  did  the  congregation :  whom  Sir  Leicester 
had  contemplated  all  along  (Mr.  Skimpole  said 
to  Mr,  Boythorn's  infinite  delight),  as  if  he  were 
a  considerable  landed  proprietor  in  Heaven. 

"He  believes  he  is!"  said  j\Ir.  Boythorn. 
"  He  firmly  believes  it.  So  did  his  father,  and 
his  grandfather,  and  his  great-grandfather  !" 

"  Do  you  know,"  pursued  Mr.  Skimpole,  very 


unexpectedly  to  Mr.  Boythorn,  ''it's  agreeable 
to  me  to  see  a  man  of  that  sort.'' 

"/$•  it !"  said  Mr.  Boythorn, 

"  Say  that  he  wants  to  patronise  me,"  pursued 
Mr.  Skimpole.     "  Very  well !     I  don't  object." 

"  /do,"  said  Mr.  Boythorn,  with  great  vigour. 

"Do  you  really?"  returned  Mr.  Skimpole,  in 
his  easy  light  vein.  "  But  that's  taking  trouble, 
surely.  And  why  should  you  take  trouble? 
Here  am  I,  content  to  receive  things  childishly, 
as  they  fall  out :  and  I  never  take  trouble  !  I 
come  down  here  for  instance,  and  I  find  a 
mighty  potentate,  exacting  homage.  Very  well ! 
I  say,  '  Mighty  potentate,  here  is  my  homage  ! 
It's  easier  to  give  it,  than  to  withhold  it.  Here 
it  is.  If  you  have  anything  of  an  agreeable 
nature  to  show  me,  I  shall  be  happy  to  see  it ; 
if  you  have  anything  of  an  agreeable  nature  to 
give  me,  I  shall  be  happy  to  accept  it.'  Mighty 
potentate  replies  in  effect,  '  This  is  a  sensible 
fellow.  I  find  him  accord  with  my  digestion 
and  my  bifious  system.  He  doesn't  impose 
upon  me  the  necessity  of  rolling  myself  up  like 
a  hedgehog  with  my  points  outward,  I  expand, 
I  open,  I  turn  my  silver  lining  outward  like 
Milton's  cloud,  and  it's  more  agreeable  to  both 
of  us,'  That's  my  view  of  such  things  :  speaking 
as  a  child  !" 

"  But  suppose  you  went  down  somewhere  else 
to-morrow,"  said  ]\Ir.  Boythorn,  "  where  there 
was  the  opposite  of  that  fellow — oa-  of  this  fellow. 
How  then?" 

"  How  then  ? "  said  Mr.  Skimpole,  with  an 
appearance  of  the  utmost  simplicity  and  candour, 
"  Just  the  same,  then  !  I  should  say,  '  My 
esteemed  Boythorn ' — to  make  you  the  personi- 
fication of  our  imaginary  friend — '  my  esteemed 
Boythorn,  you  object  to  the  mighty  potentate  ? 
Very  good.  So  do  I.  I  take  it  that  my  busi- 
ness in  the  social  system  is  to  be  agreeable ;  I 
take  it  that  everybody's  business  in  the  social 
system  is  to  be  agreeable.  It's  a  system  of  har- 
mony, in  short.  Therefore,  if  you  object,  I 
object.  Now,  excellent  Boythorn,  let  us  go  to 
dinner ! ' " 

"  But  excellent  Boythorn  might  say,"  returned 
our  Jiost,  swelling  and  growing  very  red,  "  '  I'll 
be '  " 

"I  understand,"  said  i\Ir.  Skimpole,  "Very 
likely  he  would." 

"  ' if  I  zoill  go  to  dinner  ! '  "  cried  Mr.  Boy- 
thorn, in  a  \-iolent  burst,  and  stopping  to  strike 
his  slick  upon  the  ground.  "  And  he  would 
j)robably  add, '  Is  there  such  a  thing  as  principle, 
Mr.  Harold  Skimjiole?'" 

'•  To  which  Harold  Skimpole  would  reply,  you 
know,''  he  returned  in  his  gayest  manner,  and 


128 


BLEAK  HOUSE. 


with  his  most  ingenuous  smile,  " '  Upon  my  life  I 
have  not  the  least  idea  !  I  don't  know  what  it 
is  you  call  by  that  nam.e,  or  where  it  is,  or  who 
possesses  it.  If  you  possess  it,  and  find  it  com- 
fortable, I  am  quite  delighted,  and  congratulate 
you  heartily.  But  I  know  nothing  about  it,  I 
assure  you  ;  for  I  am  a  mere  child,  and  I  lay  no 
claim  to  it,  and  I  don't  want  it  !'  So  you  see, 
excellent  Boythorn  and  I  would  go  to  dinner 
after  all!"' 

This  was  one  of  many  little  dialogues  between 
them,  Avhich  I  always  expected  to  end,  and 
which  I  dare  say  would  have  ended  under  other 
circumstances,  in  some  violent  explosion  on  the 
part  of  our  host.  But  he  had  so  high  a  sense 
of  his  hospitable  and  responsible  position  as  our 
entertainer,  and  my  Guardian  laughed  so  sin- 
cerely at  and  with  jvlr.  Skimpole,  as  a  child  who 
blew  bubbles  and  broke  them  all  day  long,  that 
matters  never  went  beyond  this  point.  Mr. 
Skimpole,  w-ho  always  seemed  quite  unconscious 
of  having  been  on  delicate  ground,  then  betook 
himself  to  beginning  some  sketch  in  the  park 
which  he  never  finished,  or  to  playing  fragments 
of  airs  on  the  piano,  or  to  singing  scraps  of 
songs,  or  to  lying  down  on  his  back  under  a 
tree,  and  looking  at  the  sky — which  he  "couldn't 
help  thinking,  he  said,  was  what  he  was  meant 
for ;  it  suited  him  so  exactly. 

"  Enterprise  and  eftbrt,"  he  would  say  to  us 
(on  his  back),  "are  delightful  to  me.  I  believe 
I  am  truly  cosmopolitan.  I  have  the  deepest 
sympathy  with  them.  I  lie  in  a  shady  place 
like  this,  and  think  of  adventurous  spirits  going 
to  the  North  Pole,  or  penetrating  to  the  heart  of 
the  Torrid  Zone,  with  admiration.  Mercenary 
creatures  ask, '  What  is  the  use  of  a  man's  going 
to  the  North  Pole?  What  good  does  it  do?' 
I  can't  say  ;  but  for  anything  I  can  say,  he  may 
go  for  the  purpose — though  he  don't  know  it — 
of  employing  my  thoughts  as  I  lie  here.  Take 
an  extreme  case.  Take  the  case  of  the  Slaves 
on  American  plantations.  I  dare  say  they  are 
worked  hard,  I  dare  say  they  don't  altogether 
like  it,  I  dare  say  theirs  is  an  unpleasant  ex- 
perience on  the  whole  ;  but,  they  people  the 
landscape  for  me,  they  give  it  a  poetry  for  me, 
and  perhaps  that  is  one  of  the  pleasanter  objects 
of  their  existence.  I  am  very  sensible  of  it,  if  it 
be,  and  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  it  were  ! " 

I  always  wondered  on  these  occasions  whether 
he  ever  thought  of  Mrs.  Skimpole, and  the  chil- 
dren, and  in  what  point  of  view  they  presented 
themselves  to  his  cosmopolitan  mind.  So  far  as 
I  could  understand,  they  rarely  presented  them- 
selves at  all. 

The  week  had  gone  round  to  the  Saturday 


following  that  beating  of  my  heart  in  the  church ; 
and  every  day  had  been  so  bright  anil  blue,  that 
to  ramble  in  the  woods,  and  to  see  the  light 
striking  down  among  the  transparent  leaves,  and 
sjiarkling  in  the  beautiful  interlacings  of  the 
shadows  of  the  trees,  while  the  birds  poured  out 
their  songs,  and  the  air  w-as  drowsy  with  the 
hum  of  insects,  had  been  most  delightful.  We 
had  one  favourite  spot,  deep  in  moss  and  last 
year's  leaves,  where  there  were  some  felled  trees 
from  which  the  bark  was  all  stripped  off.  Seated 
among  these,  we  looked  through  a  green  vista 
supported  by  thousands  of  natural  columns,  the 
whitened  stems  of  trees,  upon  a  distant  prospect 
made  so  radiant  by  its  contrast  with  the  shade 
in  which  we  sat,  and  miade  so  precious  by  the 
arched  perspective  through  which  we  saw  it, 
that  it  was  like  a  glimpse  of  the  better  land. 
Upon  the  Saturday  we  sat  here,  Mr.  Jarndyce, 
Ada,  and  I,  until  we  heard  thunder  muttering  in 
the  distance,  and  felt  the  large  rain-drops  rattle 
through  the  leaves. 

The  weather  had  been  all  the  week  extremely 
sultry ;  but  the  storm  broke  so  suddenly — upon 
us,  at  least,  in  that  sheltered  spot — that  before 
we  reached  the  outskirts  of  the  wood,  the  thunder 
and  lightning  were  frequent,  and  the  rain  came 
plunguig  through  the  leaves,  as  if  every  drop 
were  a  great  leaden  bead.  As  it  was  not  a  time 
for  standing  among  trees,  Ave  ran  out  of  the 
wood,  and  up  and  down  the  moss-grown  steps 
which  crossed  the  plantation-fence  like  two 
broad-staved  ladders  placed  back  to  back,  and 
made  for  a  keeper's  lodge  which  was  close  at 
hand.  We  had  often  noticed  the  dark  beauty 
of  this  lodge  standing  in  a  deep  twilight  of  trees, 
and  how  the  ivy  clustered  over  it,  and  how 
there  was  a  steep  hollow  near,  where  we  had 
once  seen  the  keeper's  dog  dive  down  into  the 
fern  as  if  it  were  water. 

The  lodge  w-as  so  dark  within,  now  the  sky 
was  overcast,  that  we  only  clearly  saw  the  man 
who  came  to  the  door  when  we  took  shelter 
there,  and  put  two  chairs  for  Ada  and  me.  The 
lattice-windows  were  all  thrown  open,  and  we 
sat,  just  within  the  tloorway,  watching  the  storm. 
It  was  grand  to  see  how  the  wind  awoke,  and 
bent  the  trees,  and  drove  the  rain  before  it  like 
a  cloud  of  smoke ;  and  to  hear  the  solemn 
thunder,  and  to  see  the  lightning ;  and  while 
thinking  with  awe  of  the  tremendous  powers  by 
which  our  little  lives  are  encompassed,  to  con- 
sider how  beneficent  they  are,  and  how  upon 
the  smallest  flower  and  leaf  there  was  already 
a  freshness  poured  from  all  this  seeming 
rage,  which  seemed  to  make  creation  new 
again. 
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"  Is  it  not  dangerous  to  sit  in  so  e::posed  a 
place?" 

"  O  no,  Esther  dear  !"  said  Ada,  quietly. 

Ada  said  it  to  me ;  but,  /  had  not  spoken. 

The  beating  at  my  heart  came  back  again.  I 
had  never  heard  the  voice,  as  I  had  never  seen 
the  face,  but  it  affected  me  in  the  same  strange 
way.  Again,  in  a  moment,  there  arose  before 
my  mind  innumerable  pictures  of  myself. 

Lady  Dedlock  had  taken  shelter  in  the  lodge, 
before  our  arrival  there,  and  had  come  out  of 
the  gloom  within.  She  stood  behind  my  chair, 
■with  her  hand  upon  it.  I  saw  her  with  her  hand 
close  to  my  shoulder,  when  I  turned  my  head. 

"  I  have  frightened  you?"  she  said. 

No.  It  was  not  fright.  Why  should  I  be 
frightened  ! 

"  I  believe,"  said  Lady  Dedlock  to  my 
•Guardian,  "  I  have  the  pleasure  of  speaking  to 
Mr.  Jarndyce." 

"  Your  remembrance  does  me  more  honour 
than  I  had  supposed  it  would,  Lady  Dedlock," 
he  returned. 

"  I  recognised  you  in  church  on  Sunday.  I 
am  sorry  that  any  local  disputes  of  Sir  Leicester's 
— they  are  not  of  his  seeking,  however,  I  believe 
— should  render  it  a  matter  of  some  absurd  diffi- 
culty to  show  you  any  attention  here." 

"  I  am  aware  of  the  circumstances,"  returned 
my  Guardian,  with  a  smile,  ''  and  am  sufficiently 
obliged." 

She  had  given  him  her  hand,  in  an  indifferent 
way  that  seemed  habitual  to  her,  and  spoke  in  a 
correspondingly  indifferent  manner,  though  in  a 
\ery  pleasant  voice.  She  was  as  graceful  as 
she  was  beautiful ;  perfectly  self-possessed  ;  and 
had  the  air,  I  thought,  of  being  able  to  attract 
and  interest  any  one,  if  she  had  thought  it  worth 
her  while.  The  keeper  had  brought  her  a  chair, 
en  which  she  sat,  in  the  middle  of  the  porch 
between  us. 

"  Is  the  young  gentleman  disposed  of,  whom 
you  wrote  to  Sir  Leicester  about,  and  whose 
vvishes  Sir  Leicester  was  sorry  not  to  have  it  in 
his  power  to  advance  in  any  way?"  she  said, 
over  her  shoulder,  to  my  Guardian. 

"  I  hope  so,"  said  he. 

She  seemed  to  respect  him,  and  even  to  wish 
to  conciliate  him.  There  was  something  very 
winning  in  her  haughty  manner ;  aVid  it  became 
more  familiar — I  was  going  to  say  more  easy, 
but  that  could  hardly  be — as  she  spoke  to  him 
over  her  shoulder. 

"  I  presume  this  is  vour  other  ward,  Miss 
Clare?" 

He  presented  Ada,  in  form. 

"  You  will  lose  the  disinterested  part  of  your 


Don  Quixote  character,"  said  Lady  Dedlock  to 
Mr.  Jarndyce,  over  her  shoulder  again,  "  if  you 
only  redress  the  wrongs  of  beauty  like  this. 
But  present  me,"  and  she  turned  full  upon  me, 
"  to  this  young  lady  too  !" 

"  Miss  Summerson  really  is  my  ward,"  said 
Mr.  Jarndyce.  "  I  am  responsible  to  no  Lord 
Chancellor  in  her  case." 

"  Has  Miss  Summerson  lost  both  her  parents?" 
said  my  Lady. 

"Yes." 

"She  is  very  fortunate  in  her  Guardian." 

Lady  Dedlock  looked  at  me,  and  I  looked  at 
her,  and  said  I  was  indeed.  All  at  once  she 
turned  from  me  with  a  hasty  air,  almost  expres- 
sive of  displeasure  or  dislike,  and  spoke  to  him 
over  her  shoulder  again. 

"  Ages  have  passed  since  we  were  in  the 
habit  of  meeting,  Mr.  Jarndyce." 

"  A  long  time.  At  least  I  thought  it  was  a 
long  time,  until  I  saw  you  last  Sunday,"  he  re- 
turned. 

"  What !  Even  you  are  a  courtier,  or  think 
it  necessary  to  become  one  to  me  !"  she  said, 
with  some  disdain.  "  I  have  achieved  that 
reputation,  I  suppose." 

"  You  have  achieved  so  much,  Lady  Dedlock," 
said  my  Guardian,  "  that  you  pay  some  little 
penalty,  I  dare  say.     But  none  to  me." 

"  So  much  ! "  she  repeated,  slightly  laughing. 
"  Yes." 

With  her  air  of  superiority,  and  power,  and 
fascination,  and  I  know  not  what,  she  seemed 
to  regard  Ada  and  me  as  little  more  than  chil- 
dren. So,  as  she  slightly  laughed,  and  after- 
wards sat  looking  at  the  rain,  she  was  as  self- 
possessed,  and  as  free  to  occupy  herself  with 
her  own  thoughts,  as  if  she  had  been  alone. 

'•  I  think  you  knew  my  sister,  when  we  were 
abroad  together,  better  than  you  knew  me?" 
she  said,  looking  at  him  again. 

"  Yes,  we  happened  to  meet  oftener,"  he  re- 
turned. 

"  We  went  our  several  ways,"  said  Lady  Ded- 
lock, "and  had  little  in  common  even  before 
we  agreed  to  differ.  It  is  to  be  regretted,  I  sup- 
pose, but  it  could  not  be  helped." 

Lady  Dedlock  again  sat  looking  at  the  rain. 
The  storm  soon  began  to  pass  upon  its  way. 
The  shower  greatly  abated,  the  lightning  ceased, 
the  thunder  rolled  among  the  distant  hills,  and 
the  sun  began  to  glisten  on  the  wet  leaves  and 
the  falling  rain.  As  we  sat  there,  silently,  we 
saw  a  little  pony  phaeton  coming  towards  us  at 
a  merry  pace. 

"  The  messenger  is  coming  back,  my  Lady," 
said  the  keeper,  "with  the  carnage." 
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As  it  drove  up,  we  saw  that  there  were  two 
people  inside.  There  ahghted  from  it,  with 
some  cloaks  and  wrappers,  first  the  French- 
woman whom  I  had  seen  in  church,  and  secondly 
the  pretty  girl ;  the  Frenchwoman  with  a  defiant 
confidence ;  the  pretty  girl  contused  and  hesi- 
tating. 

"  What  now  ?"  said  Lady  Dedlock.     "  Two  ! "' 

"  I  am  your  maid,  my  Lady,  at  the  present," 
said  the  Frenchwoman.  "  The  message  was  for 
tlie  attendant." 

"  I  was  afraid  you  might  mean  me,  my  Lady," 
said  the  pretty  girl. 

"  I  did  mean  you,  child,"  replied  her  mistress, 
calmly.     "  Put  that  shawl  on  me."' 

She  slightly  stooped  her  shoulders  to  receive 
it,  and  the  pretty  girl  lightly  dropped  it  in  its 
place.  The  Frenchwoman  stood  unnoticed, 
looking  on  with  her  lips  very  tightly  set. 

"  I  am  sorry,"  said  Lady  Dedlock  to  Mr. 
Jamdyce,  "  that  we  are  not  likely  to  renew  our 
former  acquaintance.  You  will  allow  me  to 
send  the  carriage  back  for  your  two  wards.  It 
shall  be  here  directly." 

But  as  he  would  on  no  account  accept  this 
offer,  she  took  a  graceful  leave  of  Ada — none  of 
me — and  put  her  hand  uj)on  his  proffered  arm, 
and  got  into  the  carriage ;  which  was  a  little, 
low  park  carriage,  with  a  hood. 

"  Come  in,  child  !"  she  said  to  the  pretty  girl, 
"  I  shall  want  you.     Go  on  ! " 

The  carriage  rolled  away ;  and  the  French- 
woman, with  the  wrappers  she  had  brought 
hanging  over  her  arm,  remained  standing  where 
she  had  alighted. 

I  suppose  there  is  nothing  Pride  can  so  little 
bear  with,  as  Pride  itself,  and  that  she  was 
punished  for  her  imperious  manner.  Her  re- 
taliation was  the  most  singular  I  could  have 
imagined.  She  remained  perfectly  still  until  the 
carriage  had  turned  into  the  drive,  and  then, 
without  the  least  discomposure  of  countenance, 
slipped  off  her  shoes,  left  them  on  the  ground, 
and  walked  deliberately  in  the  same  direction, 
through  the  wettest  of  the  wet  grass. 

"  Is  that  young  woman  mad  ?"  said  my 
Guardian. 

"O  no,  sir!"  said  the  keeper,  who,  with  his 
wife,  was  looking  after  her.  "  Hortense  is  not 
one  of  that  sort.  She  has  as  good  a  head-piece 
as  the  best.  But  she's  mortal  high  and  pas- 
sionate—powerful high  and  passionate;  and 
what  with  having  notice  to  leave,  and  having 
others  put  above  her,  she  don't  take  kindly 
to  it." 

"  But  Avhy  should  she  walk  shoeless,  through 
all  that  water  ?  "  said  my  Guardian. 


"  Why,  indeed,  sir,  unless  it  is  to  cool  her 
down  !''  said  the  man, 

"  Or  unless  she  fancies  it's  blood,"  said  the 
woman.  "  She'd  as  soon  walk  through  that  as 
anything  else,  I  think,  when  her  own's  up  ! " 

^^'e  passed  not  far  from  the  House,  a  few 
minutes  afterwards.  Peaceful  as  it  had  looked 
when  we  first  saw  it,  it  looked  even  more  so 
now,  with  a  diamond  spray  glittering  all  about  it,, 
a  light  wind  blowing,  the  birtls  no  longer  hushed 
but  singing  strongly,  everything  refreshed  by  the 
late  rain,  and  the  little  carriage  shining  at  the 
doorway  like  a  fairy  carriage  made  o'f  silver.  Still, 
very  steadfastly  and  quietly  walking  towards  it,  a 
peaceful  figure  too  in  the  landscape,  went  Made- 
moiselle Hortense,  shoeless,  through  the  wet  grass. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 


MOVING   ON. 


I/-^*T  is  the  long  vacation  in  the  regions 
Qf;^  of  Chancery  Lane.  The  good  ships 
Law  and  Equity,  those  teak-built, 
coi)per-bottomed,  iron-fastened,  bra- 
zen-faced, and  not  by  any  means 
fast-sailing  Clippers,  are  laid  up  in 
ordinary.  The  Flying  Dutchman,  with  a 
crew  of  ghostly  clients  imploring  all  whom 
they  may  encounter  to  peruse  their  papers,  has 
drifted,  for  the  time  being.  Heaven  knows  where. 
The  courts  are  all  shut  up  ;  the  public  offices  lie 
in  a  hot  sleep  ;  Westminster  Hall  itself  is  a 
shady  solitude  where  nightingales  might  sing,  and 
a  tenderer  class  of  suitors  than  is  usually  found 
there,  walk. 

The  Temple,  Chancery  Lane,  Serjeants'  Inn, 
and  Lincoln's  Inn  even  unto  the  Fields,  are 
like  tidal  harbours  at  low  water  ;  where  stranded 
proceedings,  offices  at  anchor,  idle  clerks  loung- 
ing on  lop-sided  stools  that  will  not  recover 
their  perpendicular  until  the  current  of  Term 
sets  in,  lie  high  and  dry  upon  the  ooze  of  the 
long  vacation.  Outer  doors  of  chambers  are 
shut  up  by  the  score,  messages  and  parcels  are 
to  be  left  at  the  Porter's  Lodge  by  the  bushel. 
A  crop  of  grass  would  grow  in  the  chinks  of  the 
stone  pavement  outside  Lincoln's  Inn  Hall,  but 
that  the  ticket-porters,  who  have  nothing  to  do 
beyond  sitting  in  the  shade  there,  with  their 
white  aprons  over  their  heads  to  keep  the  flies 
off,  grub  it  up  and  eat  it  thoughtfully. 

There  is  only  one  Judge  in  town.  Even  he 
only  comes  twice  a-week  to  sit  in  chambers.  If 
the  country  folks  of  those  assize  towns  on  his 
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circuit  could  see  him  now !  No  full-bottomed 
wig,  no  red  petticoats,  no  fur,  no  javelin-men, 
no  white  wands.  Merely  a  close-shaved  gen- 
tleman in  white  trousers  and  a  white  hat,  with 
sea-bronze  on  the  judicial  countenance,  and  a 
strip  of  bark  peeled  by  the  solar  rays  from  the 
judicial  nose,  who  calls  in  at  the  shell-fish  shop 
as  he  comes  along,  and  drinks  iced  ginger-beer  I 

The  bar  of  England  is  scattered  over  the  face 
of  the  earth.  How  England  can  get  on  through 
four  long  summer  months  without  its  bar — which 
is  its  acknowledged  refuge  in  adversity,  and  its 
only  legitimate  triumph  in  prosperity — is  beside 
the  question  ;  assuredly  that  shield  and  buckler 
of  Britannia  are  not  in  present  wear.  The 
learned  gentleman  who  is  always  so  tremendously 
indignant  at  the  unprecedented  outrage  com- 
mitted on  the  feelings  of  his  client  by  the  oppo- 
site party,  that  he  never  seems  likely  to  recover 
it,  is  doing  infinitely  better  than  might  be  ex- 
pected, in  Switzerland.  The  learned  gentle- 
man who  does  the  withering  business,  and  who 
blights  all  opponents  with  his  gloomy  sarcasm, 
is  as  merry  as  a  grig  at  a  French  watering-place. 
The  learned  gentleman  who  weeps  by  the  pint 
on  the  smallest  provocation,  has  not  shed  a  tear 
these  six  weeks.  The  very  learned  gentleman 
who  has  cooled  the  natural  heat  of  his  gingery 
complexion  in  pools  and  fountains  of  law,  until 
he  has  become  great  in  knotty  arguments  for 
Term-time,  when  he  poses  the  drowsy  Bench 
with  legal  "  chaft,"  inexplicable  to  the  uninitiated 
and  to  most  of  the  initiated  too,  is  roaming,  with 
a  characteristic  delight  in  aridity  and  dust,  about 
Constantinople.  Other  dispersed  fragments  of 
the  same  great  Palladium  are  to  be  found  on 
the  canals  of  Venice,  at  the  second  cataract  of 
the  Nile,  in  the  baths  of  Germany,  and  sprinkled 
on  the  sea-sand  all  over  the  English  coast. 
Scarcely  one  is  to  be  encountered  in  the  deserted 
region  of  Chancery  Lane.  If  such  a  lonely 
meuiber  of  the  i)ar  do  tlit  across  the  waste,  and 
come  upon  a  prowling  suitor  who  is  unable  to 
leave  oti"  haunting  the  scenes  of  his  anxiety,  they 
frighten  one  another,  and  retreat  into  opposite 
shades. 

It  is  the  hottest  long  vacation  known  for 
many  years.  All  the  young  clerks  are  madly  in 
love,  and,  according  to  their  various  degrees, 
pine  for  bliss  with  the  beloved  object,  at  Mar- 
gate, Ramsgate,  or  Gravesend.  All  the  middle- 
aged  clerks  think  their  families  too  large.  All 
the  unowned  dogs  who  stray  into  the  Inns  of 
Court,  and  pant  about  staircases  and  other  dry 
places  seeking  water,  give  short  howls  of  aggra- 
vation. All  the  blind  men's  dogs  in  the  streets 
draw  their  masters  against  pumps,  or  trip  them 


over  buckets.  A  shop  with  a  sun-blind,  and  a 
watered  pavement,  and  a  bowl  of  gold  and  silver 
fish  in  the  window,  is  a  sanctuary.  Temple  Bar 
gets  so  hot,  that  it  is,  to  the  adjacent  Strand  and 
Fleet  Street,  what  a  heater  is  in  an  urn,  and  keeps 
them  simmering  all  night. 

There  are  offices  about  the  Inns  of  Court  in 
which  a  man  might  be  cool,  if  any  coolness  were 
worth  purchasing  at  such  a  price  in  dulness ; 
but,  the  litde  thoroughfares  immediately  outside 
those  retirements  seem  to  blaze.  In  Mr.  Krook's 
court,  it  is  so  hot  that  the  people  turn  their 
houses  inside  out,  and  sit  in  chairs  upon  the 
pavement — Mr.  Krook  included,  who  there  pur- 
sues his  studies,  with  his  cat  (who  never  is  too 
hot)  by  his  side.  The  Sol's  Arms  has  discon- 
tinued the  harmonic  meetings  for  the  season, 
and  Little  Swills  is  engaged  at  the  Pastoral 
Gardens  down  the  river,  where  he  comes  out  in 
quite  an  innocent  manner,  and  sings  comic  dit- 
ties of  a  juvenile  complexion,  calculated  (as  the 
bill  says)  not  to  wound  the  feelings  of  the  most 
/istidious  mind. 

Over  all  the  legal  neighbourhood,  there  hangs, 
like  some  great  veil  of  rust,  or  gigantic  cobweb, 
the  idleness  and  pensiveness  of  the  long  vaca- 
tion. Mr.  Snagsby,  law -stationer  of  Cook's 
Court,  Cursitor  Street,  is  sensible  of  the  influ- 
ence ;  not  only  in  his  mind  as  a  sympathetic 
and  contemplative  man,  but  also  in  his  business 
as  a  law-stationer  aforesaid.  He  has  more  leisure 
for  musing  in  Staple  Inn  and  in  the  Rolls  Yard, 
during  the  long  vacation,  than  at  other  seasons ; 
and  he  says  to  the  two  'prentices,  what  a  thing 
it  is  in  such  hot  weather  to  think  that  you  live 
in  an  island,  with  the  sea  a  rolling  and  a  bowling 
right  round  you. 

Ouster  is  busy  in  the  little  drawing-room.,  on 
this  present  afternoon  in  the  long  vacation,  when 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Snagsby  have  it  in  contemplation 
to  receive  company.  The  expected  guests  are 
rather  select  than  numerous,  being  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Chadband,  and  no  more.  From  Mr.  Chadband's 
being  much  given  to  describe  himself,  both  ver- 
bally and  in  writing,  as  a  vessel,  he  is  occasion- 
ally mistaken  by  strangers  for  a  gentleman  con- 
nected with  navigation ;  but,  he  is,  as  he  ex- 
presses it,  "  in  the  ministry."  Mr.  Chadband  is 
attached  to  no  particular  denomination  ;  and  is 
considered  by  his  persecutors  to  have  nothing 
so  very  remarkable  to  say  on  the  greatest  of 
subjects  as  to  render  his  volunteering,  on  his 
own  account,  at  all  incumbent  on  his  con- 
science ;  but,  he  has  his  followers,  and  Mrs. 
Snagsby  is  of  the  number.  Mrs.  Snagsby  has 
but  recently  taken  a  passage  upward  by  the 
vessel,  Chadband;   and   her  attention  was  at- 
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tracted  to  that  Bark  A  i,  wlien  she  was  some- 
thing (iushed  by  the  hot  weather. 

"  My  Uttle  woman,"  says  Mr.  Snagsby  to  the 
sparrows  in  Staple  Inn,  "  hkes  to  have  her  reh- 
gion  rather  sharp,  you  see  !  " 

So,  Glister,  much  impressed  by  regarding  her- 
self for  the  time  as  the  hamlmaitl  of  Chadband, 
whom  she  knows  to  be  endowed  with  the  gift 
of  holding  forth  for  four  hours  at  a  stretch,  pre- 
pares the  little  drawing-room  for  tea.  All  the 
furniture  is  shaken  and  dusted,  the  portraits  of 
Mr.  antl  Mrs.  Snagsby  are  touched  up  with  a 
Avct  cloth,  the  best  tea-service  is  set  forth,  and 
there  is  excellent  provision  made  of  dainty  new 
bread,  crusty  twists,  cool  fresh  butter,  thin  slices 
of  ham,  tongue,  and  German  sausage,  and  deli- 
cate little  rows  of  anchovies  nestling  in  parsley ; 
not  to  mention  new  laid  eggs,  to  be  brought  up 
warm  in  a  napkin,  and  hot  buttered  toast.  For, 
Chadband  is  rather  a  consuming  vessel — the 
]:.ersecutors  say  a  gorging  vessel ;  and  can  wield 
such  weapons  of  the  flesh  as  a  knife  and  fork, 
remarkably  well. 

Mr.  Snagsby  in  his  best  coat,  looking  at  all 
the  preparations  when  they  are  completed,  and 
coughing  his  cough  of  deference  behind  his 
hand,  says  to  Mrs.  Snagsby,  "  At  what  time  did 
you  expegt  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Chadband,  my  love  ?" 

"  At  six,"  says  Mrs.  Snagsby. 

Mr.  Snagsby  observes  in  a  mild  and  casual 
way,  that  "  it's  gone  that." 

"  Perhaps  you'd  like  to  begin  without  them," 
is  Mrs.  Snagsby's  reproachful  remark. 

Mr.  Snagsby  does  look  as  if  he  would  like  it 
very  much,  but  he  says,  with  his  cough  of  mild- 
ness, "  No,  my  dear,  no.  I  merely  named  the 
time." 

"  What's  time,"  says  Mrs.  Snagsby,  "  to  eter- 
nity ?  " 

"  Very  true,  my  dear,"  says  Mr.  Snagsby. 
"  Only  when  a  person  lays  in  victuals  for  tea,  a 
person  does  it  with  a  view — perhaps — more  to 
time.  And  when  a  time  is  named  for  having 
tea,  it's  better  to  come  up  to  it." 

"  To  come  up  to  it ! "  Mrs.  Snagsby  repeats 
with  severity.  "  Up  to  it  !  As  if  Mr.  Chadband 
was  a  fighter  !  " 

"  Not  at  all,  my  dear,"  says  Mr.  Snagsby. 

Here,  Guster,  who  had  been  looking  out  of 
the  bed-room  window,  comes  rustling  and  scratch- 
ing down  the  little  staircase  like  a  ])opular  ghost, 
and,  falling  flushed  into  the  drawing-room,  an- 
nounces that  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Chadband  have 
appeared  in  the  court.  The  bell  at  the  inner  door 
in  the  passage  immediately  thereafter  tinkling, 
she  is  admonished  by  Mrs.  Snagsby,  on  pain  of 
instant  reconsignment  to  her  patron  saint,  not 


to  omit  the  ceremony  of  announcement.  Much 
discomposed  in  her  nerves  (which  were  pre- 
viously in  the  best  order)  by  this  threat,  she  so 
fearfully  mutilates  that  point  of  state  as  to  an- 
nounce "  Mr,  and  Mrs.  Cheeseming,  least  which, 
Imeantersay,  whatsername  ! "  and  retires  con- 
science-stricken from  the  presence. 

Mr.  Chadband  is  a  large  yellow  man,  with  a 
fat  smile,  and  a  general  appearance  of  having 
a  good  deal  of  train  oil  in  his  system.  Mrs. 
Chadband  is  a  stern,  severe-looking,  silent 
woman.  Mr.  Chadband  moves  softly  and  cum- 
brously,  not  unlike  a  bear  who  has  been  taught 
to  walk  upright.  He  is  very  much  embarrassed 
about  the  arms,  as  if  they  were  inconvenient  to 
him,  and  he  wanted  to  grovel ;  is  very  much  in 
a  perspiration  about  the  head  ;  and  never  speaks 
without  first  putting  up  his  great  hand,  as  deliver- 
ing a  token  to  his  hearers  that  he  is  going  to 
edify  them. 

"  My  friends,"  says  Mr.  Chadband.  "  Peace 
be  on  this  house  !  On  the  master  thereof,  on 
the  mistress  thereof,  on  the  young  maidens,  and 
on  the  young  men  !  My  friends,  why  do  I  wish 
for  peace?  What  is  peace?  Is  it  war?  No. 
Is  it  strifQ  ?  No.  Is  it  lovely,  and  gentle,  and 
beautiful,  and  pleasant,  and  serene,  and  joyful  ? 
O  yes  !  Therefore,  my  friends,  I  wish  for  peace, 
upon  you  and  upon  yours." 

In  consequence  of  Mrs.  Snagsby  looking 
deeply  edified,  Mr.  Snagsby  thinks  it  expedient  on 
the  whole  to  say  Amen,  which  is  well  received. 

"  Now,  my  friends,"  proceeds  Mr.  Chadband, 
"  since  I  am  upon  this  theme " 

Guster  presents  herself.  Mrs.  Snagsby,  in  a 
spectral  bass  voice,  and  without  removing  her 
eyes  from  Chadband,  says,  with  dread  distinct- 
ness, "  Go  away !" 

"  Now,  my  friends,"  says  Chadband,  "  since  I 
am  upon  this  theme,  and  in  my  lowly  path  im- 
proving it " 

Guster  is  heard  unaccountably  to  murmur 
"  one  thousing  seven  hundred  and  eighty-two." 
The  spectral  voice  repeats  more  solemnly,  ''Go 
away  !" 

"Now,  my  friends,"  says  I\Ir.  Chadband,  "we 
will  inquire  in  a  spirit  of  love " 

Still  Guster  reiterates  "  one  thousing  seven 
hundred  and  eighty-two." 

]\Ir.  Chadband,  pausing  with  the  resignation 
of  a  man  accustomed  to  be  persecuted,  and 
languidly  folding  up  his  chin  into  his  fat  smile, 
says,  "  Let  us  hear  the  maiden  !  Speak, 
maiden." 

"  One  thousing  seven  hundred  and  eighty-two, 
if  you  please,  sir.  AMiich  he  wish  to  know  what 
the  shilling  ware  for,"  says  Guster,  breathless. 
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"For?"  returns  Mrs.  Chadband.  "For  his 
fare  ! " 

Glister  replied  that  "  he  insistes  on  one  and 
cightpence,  or  on  summonsizzing  the  party." 
Mrs.  Snagsby  and  Mrs.  Chadband  are  proceed- 
ing to  grow  shrill  in  indignation,  when  Mr. 
Chadband  quiets  the  tumult  by  lifting  up  his 
hand. 

"  My  friends,"  says  he,  "  I  remember  a  duty 
unfulfilled  yesterday.     It  is  right  that  I  should 


be  chastened  in  some  penalty.     I  ought  not  to 
murmur.     Rachel,  pay  the  eightpence  !" 

^Vhile  Mrs.  Snagsby,  drawing  her  breath, 
looks  hard  at  Mr.  Snagsby,  as  who  should  say, 
"you  hear  this  apostle!"  and  while  Mr.  Chad- 
band  glows  with  humility  and  train  oil,  Mrs. 
Chadband  pays  the  money.  It  is  Mr.  Chad- 
band's  habit— it  is  the  head  and  front  of  his 
pretensions  indeed — to  keep  this  sort  of  debtor 
and  creditor  account  in  the  smallest  items,  and 


"I   AM   GROWN   UP,    NOW,    GUPPY.      I    HAVE   ARRIVED   AT   MAlfRITV." 


to  post  it  publicly  on  the  most  trivial  occa- 
sions. 

"  My  friends,"  says  Chadband,  "  eightpence 
is  not  much  ;  it  might  justly  have  been  one  and 
fourpence ;  it  might  justly  have  been  half-a- 
■crown.  O  let  us  be  joyful,  joyful  !  O  let  us  be 
joyful!" 

Witli  which  remark,  which  appears  from  its 
•sound  to  be  an  extract  in  verse,  Mr.  Chadband 
■stalks  to  the  table,  and,  before  taking  a  chair, 
lifts  up  his  admonitory  hantl. 

"  My  friends,"  says  he,  ''  what  is  this  which 
Ble.vk  House.  10. 


we  now  behold  as  being  spread  before  us  ? 
Refreshment.  Do  we  need  refreshment  then, 
my  friends?  We  do.  And  why  do  we  need 
refreshment,  my  friends  ?  Because  we  are  but 
mortal,  because  we  are  but  sinful,  because  we 
are  but  of  the  earth,  because  we  are  not  of  the 
air.  Can  we  tlv,  my  friends  ?  A\'e  cannot. 
Why  can  we  not  fly.  my  friends  ?'' 

Mr.  Snagsby,  presuming  on  the  success  of  his 
last  point,  ventures  to  observe  in  a  cheerful  and 
rather  knowing  tone,  "  No  wings."  But,  is  im- 
mediately frowned  down  by  Mrs.  Snagsby. 
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"  I  say,  my  friends/'  pursues  Mr.  Chadband, 
utterly  rejecting  and  obliterating  Mr.  Snagsby's 
suggestion,  "  why  can  we  not  fly  ?  Is  it  because 
■we  are  calculated  to  walk  ?  It  is.  Could  we 
■walk,  my  friends,  without  strength  ?  We  could 
not.  What  should  we  do  without  strength,  my 
friends  ?  Our  legs  would  refuse  to  bear  us,  our 
knees  would  double  up,  our  ankles  would  turn 
over,  and  we  should  come  to  the  ground.  Then 
from  whence,  my  friends,  in  a  human  point  of 
view,  do  we  derive  the  strength  that  is  necessary 
to  our  limbs?  Is  it,"  says  Chadband,  glancing 
over  the  table,  "from  bread  in  various  forms, 
from  butter  which  is  churned  from  the  milk 
A\hich  is  yielded  untoe  us  by  the  cow,  from  the 
eggs  which  are  laid  by  the  fowl,  from  ham,  from 
tongue,  from  sausage,  and  from  such  like  ?  It 
is.  Then  let  us  partake  of  the  good  things 
which  are  set  before  us  '."' 

The  persecutors  denied  that  there  was  any 
jiarticular  gift  in  Mr.  Chadband's  piling  verbose 
flights  of  stairs,  one  upon  another,  after  this 
fashion.  But  this  can  only  be  received  as  a 
])roof  of  their  determination  to  persecute,  since 
it  must  be  within  everybody's  experience,  that 
tlie  Chadband  style  of  oratory  is  widely  received 
and  much  admired. 

]\Ir.  Chadband,  however,  having  concluded 
for  the  i)resent,  sits  down  at  Mrs.  Snagsby's 
table,  and  lays  about  him  prodigiously.  The 
conversion  of  nutriment  of  any  sort  into  oil  of 
the  quality  already  mentioned,  appears  to  be  a 
process  so  inseparable  from  the  constitution  of 
this  exemplary  vessel,  that  in  beginning  to  eat 
and  drink,  he  may  be  described  as  always 
becoming  a  kind  of  considerable  Oil  Mills,  or 
other  large  factory  for  the  production  of  that 
article  on  a  wholesale  scale.  On  the  present 
evening  of  the  long  vacation,  in  Cook's  Court, 
Cursitor  Street,  he  does  such  a  powerful  stroke 
of  business,  that  the  warehouse  appears  to  be 
quite  full  when  the  works  cease. 

At  this  period  of  the  entertainment,  Guster, 
who  has  never  recovered  her  first  failure,  but 
has  neglected  no  possible  or  impossible  means 
of  bringing  the  establishment  and  herself  into 
contempt— among  which  may  be  briefly  enu- 
merated her  unexpectedly  i)erforming  clashing 
military  music  on  Mr.  Chadband's  head  with 
plates,  and  afterwards  crowning  that  gentleman 
with  muffins — at  which  period  of  the  entertain- 
ment, Guster  -whispers  Mr.  Snagsby  that  he  is 
wanted. 

"  And  being  wanted  in  the — not  to  put  too 
fine  a  point  ^upon  it — in  the  shop  !"  says  Mr. 
Snagsby  rising,  "  perhaps  this  good  company 
will  excuse  me  for  half  a  minute." 


^Ir.  Snagsby  descends,  and  finds  the  two 
'prentices  intently  contemplating  a  police 
constable,  who  holds  a  ragged  boy  by  the 
arm. 

"Why,  bless  my  heart,"  says  Mr.  Snagsby, 
"what's  the  matter?" 

"  This  boy,"  says  the  constable,  "  although 
he's  rej^eatedly  told  to,  won't  move  on — " 

"  I'm  always  a  moving  on,  sir,"  cries  the  boy, 
wiping  away  his  grimy  tears  with  his  arm.  "  I've 
always-  been  a  moving  and  a  moving  on,  ever 
since  I  was  born.  Where  can  I  possible  move 
to,  sir,  more  nor  I  do  move  !" 

"  He  won't  move  on,"  says  the  constable, 
calmly,  with  a  slight  professional  hitch  of  his 
neck  involving  its  better  settlement  in  his  stiff 
stock,  "  although  he  has  been  re])eatedly  cau- 
tioned, and  therefore  I  am  obliged  to  take  him 
into  custody.  He's  as  obstinate  a  young  gonoph 
as  I  know.     He  won't  move  on." 

"  O  my  eye  !  Where  can  I  move  to  !"  cries 
the  boy,  clutching  quite  desperately  at  his  hair, 
and  beating  his  bare  feet  upon  the  floor  of  Mr. 
Snagsby's  passage. 

"  Don't  you  come  none  of  that,  or  I  shall 
make  blessed  short  work  of  you  ! "  says  the  con- 
stable, giving  him  a  passionless  shake.  "  My 
instructions  are,  that  you  are  to  move  on.  I 
have  told  you  so  five  hundred  times." 
-  "  But  where  ?"  cries  the  boy. 

"Well  !  Really,  constable,  )-ou  know,"  says 
Mr.  Snagsby  wistfully,  and  coughing  behind  his 
hand  his  cough  of  great  perplexity  and  doubt ; 
"  really  that  does  seem  a  question.  Where,  you 
know?" 

"  My  instructions  don't  go  to  that,"  replies 
the  constable.  "  My  instructions  are  that  this 
boy  is  to  move  on." 

Do  you  hear,  Jo  ?  It  is  nothing  to  you  or  to 
any  one  else,  that  the  great  lights  of  the  parlia- 
mentary .sky  have  failed  for  some  few  years,  in 
this  business,  to  set  you  the  example  of  moving 
on.  The  one  grand  recipe  remains  for  you — 
the  i)rofound  philosophical  prescription — the  be- 
all  and  the  end-all  of  your  strange  existence 
upon  earth.  Move  on  !  You  are  by  no  means 
to  move  off,  Jo,  for  the  great  lights  can't  at  all 
agree  about  that.     ]\love  on  ! 

Mr.  Snagsby  says  nothing  to  this  effect ;  says 
nothing  at  all,  indeed  ;  but  coughs  his  forlornest 
cough,  expressive  of  no  thoroughfare  in  any 
direction.  By  this  time,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Chad- 
band,  and  ]\Irs.  Snagsby,  hearing  the  altercation, 
have  ajjjicared  upon  the  stairs.  Guster  having 
ne\er  left  the  end  of  the  passage,  the  whole 
household  are  assembled. 

"  The  simple  question  is,  sir,"  says  the  con- 
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stable,  "  whether  you  know  this  boy.  He  says 
you  do." 

INIrs.  Snagsby,  from  her  elevation,  instantly 
cries  out,  "  No  he  don't  !  " 

"  My  lit-tle  woman  !"  says  Mr.  Snagsby,  look- 
ing up  the  staircase.  "  My  love,  permit  me  ! 
Pray  have  a  moment's  patience,  my  dear.  I  do 
know  something  of  this  lad,  and  in  what  I  know 
of  him,  I  can't  say  that  there's  any  harm  ;  per- 
haps on  the  contrary,  constable."  To  whom 
the  law-stationer  relates  his  Joful  and  woful  ex- 
perience, suppressing  the  half-crown  fact. 

"  Well !  "  says  the  constable,  "  so  far,  it  seems, 
he  had  grounds  fot  what  he  said.  When  I  took 
him  into  custody  up  in  Holborn,  he  said  you 
knew  him.  Upon  that,  a  young  man  who  was 
in  the  crowd  said  he  was  acquainted  with  you, 
and  you  were  a  respectable  housekeeper,  and  if 
I'd  call  and  make  the  inc^uiry  he'd  appear.  The 
young  man  don't  seem  inclined  to  keep  his 
word,  but — Oh  !     Here  is  the  young  man  !  " 

Enter  Mr.  Guppy,  who  nods  to  Mr.  Snagsby, 
and  touches  his  hat  with  the  chivalry  of  clerkshii) 
to  the  ladies  on  the  stairs. 

"  I  was  strolling  away  from  the  office  just 
now,  when  I  found  this  row  going  on,"  says 
Mr.  Guppy  to  the  law-stationer;  "and  as  your 
name  was  mentioned,  I  thought  it  was  right  the 
thing  should  be  looked  into." 

"  It  was  very  good-natured  of  you,  sir,"  says 
Mr.  Snagsby,  "  and  I  am  obliged  to  you."  And 
Mr.  Snagsby  again  relates  his  experience,  again 
suppressing  the  half-crown  fact. 

"  Now,  I  know  where  you  live,"  says  the  con- 
stable, then,  to  Jo.  "  You  live  down  in  Toni- 
all-alone's.  That's  a  nice  innocent  place  to  live 
in,  ain't  it  ?" 

"  I  can't  go  and  live  in  no  nicer  place,  sir," 
replies  Jo,  "They  wouldn't  have  nothink  to 
say  to  me  if  I  was  to  go  to  a  nice  innocent  place 
fur  to  live.  Who  ud  go  and  let  a  nice  innocent 
lodging  to  such  a  reg'lar  one  as  me  ?  " 

'•  You  are  very  poor,  ain't  you  ?  "  says  the 
constable. 

"  Yes,  I  am,  indeed,  sir,  wcry  poor  in  gin'ral,'' 
replies  Jo. 

'•I  leave  you  to  judge  now!  I  shook  these 
two  half-crowns  out  of  him,"  says  the  constable, 
l)roducing  them  to  the  company,  "in  only  putting 
my  hand  upon  him  !  " 

"  They're  wot's  left,  Mr.  Snagsby,''  says  Jo, 
"  out  of  a  sov'ring  as  wos  give  me  by  a  lady  m 
a  wale  as  sed  she  -wos  a  servant  and  as  come  to 
my  crossin  one  night  anc'i  asked  to  be  showd 
this  'ere  ouse  and  the  ouse  wot  him  as  you  giv 
the  writin  to  died  at,  and  the  beiTin  ground  wot 
he's  berrid  in.     She  ses  to  me  she  ses  '  are  you 


the  boy  at  the  Inkwhich?'  she  ses.  I  ses  'yes' 
I  ses.  She  ses  to  me  she  ses  '  can  you  show  me 
all  them  places  '?  '  I  ses  '  yes  I  can  '  I  ses.  And 
she  ses  to  me  '  do  it '  and  I  dun  it  and  she  giv 
me  a  sov'ring  and  hooked  it.  And  I  ain't  had 
much  of  the  sov'ring  neither,"  says  Jo,  with 
dirty  tears,  "  fur  I  had  to  pay  five  bob,  down  in 
Tom-all-alone's,  afore  they'd  square  it  fur  to  giv 
me  change,  and  then  a  young  man  he  thieved 
another  five  while  I  was  asleep  and  another  boy 
he  thieved  ninepence  and  the  landlord  he  stood 
drains  round  with  a  lot  more  on  it.'' 

"  You  don't  expect  anybody  to  believe  this, 
about  the  lady  and  the  sovereign,  do  you  ?  " 
says  the  constable,  eyeing  him  aside  with  in- 
eft'able  disdain. 

'■■  I  don't  know  as  I  do,  sir,"  replies  Jo.  "  I 
don't  expect  nothink  at  all,  sir,  much,  but  that's 
the  true  hist'ry  on  it." 

"  You  see  what  he  is  !  "  the  constable  observes 
to  the  audience.  "  Well,  Mr.  Snagsby,  if  I  don't 
lock  him  up  this  time,  will  you  engage  for  his 
moving  on  ?  " 

"  No  !  "  cries  Mrs.  Snagsby  from  the  stairs. 

"  My  little  woman  \  "  pleads  her  husband. 
"Constable,  I  have  no  doubt  he'll  move  on. 
You  know  you  really  must  do  it,"  says  Mr. 
Snagsby. 

"  I'm  cveryways  agreeable,  sir,''  says  the  hap- 
less Jo. 

"  Do  it,  then,"  observes  the  constable.  "  You 
know  what  you  have  got  to  do.  Do  it  1  And 
recollect  you  won't  get  off  so  easy  next  time. 
Catch  hold  of  your  money.  Now,  the  sooner 
you're  five  mile  off,  the  better  for  all  parties." 

With  this  farewell  hint,  and  pointing  generally 
to  the  setting  sun,  as  a  likely  place  to  move  on 
to,  the  constable  bids  his  auditors  good  after- 
noon ;  and  makes  the  echoes  of  Cook's  Court 
perform  slow  music  for  him  as  he  walks  away  on 
the  shady  side,  carrying  his  iron-bound  hat  in 
his  hand  for  a  little  ventilation. 

Now,  Jo's  imi)robable  story  concerning  the 
lady  antl  the  sovereign  has  awakened  more  or 
less  the  curiosity  of  all  the  company.  Mr.  Guppy. 
who  has  an  inquiring  mind  in  matters  of  evi- 
dence, and  who  has  been  sufiering  severely  from 
the  lassitude  of  the  long  vacation,  takes  that  in- 
terest in  the  case,  that  he  enters  on  a  regular 
cross-examination  of  the  witness,  which  is  found 
so  interesting  by  the  ladies  that  Mrs.  Snagsby 
politely  invites  him  to  step  up-stairs,  and  drink 
a  cup  of  tea,  if  he  will  excuse  the  disarranged 
state  of  the  tea-table,  consequent  on  their  pre- 
vious exertions.  Mr.  Guppy  yielding  his  assent 
to  this  proposal,  Jo  is  requested  to  follow  into 
the  drawing-room  doorway,  where  ]Mr.  Gupi)y 
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takes  him  in  hand  as  a  witness,  patting  him  into 
this  shape,  that  shape,  and  the  other  shape,  hkc 
a  buttcrman  deaHng  with  so  much  butter,  and 
worrying  him  according  to  the  best  models. 
Nor  is  the  examination  unhke  many  such  model 
displays,  both  in  respect  of  its  eliciting  nothing, 
and  of  its  being  lengthy  ;  for,  Mr.  "Ouppy  is 
sensible  of  his  talent,  and  Mrs.  Snagsby  feels, 
not  only  that  it  gratifies  her  intjuisitive  dispo- 
sition, but  that  it  lifts  her  husband's  establish- 
ment higher  u])  in  the  law.  During  the  progress 
of  this  keen  encounter,  the  vessel  Chadband, 
being  merely  engaged  in  the  oil  trade,  gets 
aground,  and  waits  to  be  floated  off. 

"Well!"  says  Mr.  Guppy,  "either  this  boy 
sticks  to  it  like  cobbler's  wax,  or  there  is  some- 
thing out  of  the  common  here  that  beats  any- 
thing that  ever  came  into  my  way  at  Kenge  and 
Carboy's." 

Mrs.  Chadband  whispers  Mrs.  Snagsby,  who 
exclaims,  "  You  don't  say  so  !" 

"  For  years  !"  replies  Mrs.  Chadband. 
"  Has  known  Kenge  and  Carboy's  office  for 
years,"  Mrs.  Snagsby  triumphantly  explains  to 
Mr.    Guppy.      "  Mrs.    Chadband — this   g.entle- 
man's  wife — Reverend  Mr.  Chadband." 
"  Oh,  indeed  !"  says  Mr.  Guppy. 
"  Before  I  married  my  present  husband,"  says 
Mrs.  Chadband. 

"  Was  you  a  party  in  anything,  ma'am  ?"  says 
Mr.  Guppy,  transferring  his  cross-examination. 
"  No." 

"■Not  a  party  in  anything,  ma'am?"  says 
Mr.  Guppy. 

Mrs.  Chadband  shakes  her  head. 
"  Perhaps  you  were  acquainted  with  some- 
body who  was  a  party  in  something,  ma'am?" 
says  Mr.  Guppy,  who  likes  nothing  better  than 
to  model  his  conversation  on  forensic  principles. 
"Not  exactly  that,  either,"  replies  Mrs.  Chad- 
band,  humouring  the  joke  with  a  hard-favoured 
smile. 

"  Not  exactly  that,  either  ! "  repeats  Mr. 
Guppy.  "  Ver}^  good.  Pray,  ma'am,  was  it  a 
lady  of  your  acquaintance  who  had  some  trans- 
actions (we  will  not  at  present  say  what  trans- 
actions) with  Kenge  and  Carboy's  oftice,  or  was 
it  a  gentleman  of  your  acquaintance  ?  Take 
time,  ma'am.  We  shall  come  to  it,  presently. 
Man  or  woman,  ma'am  ?'' 

"  Neither,"  says  Mrs.  Chadband,  as  before. 
"  Oh  !  A  child  !"  says  Mr,  Guppy,  throwing 
on  the  admiring  Mrs.  Snagsby  the  regular  acute 
professional  eye  which  is  thrown  on  British 
jurymen.  "  Now,  ma'am,  perhaps  you'll  have 
the  kindness  to  tell  us  ivhat  child." 

"  You  have  got  it  at  last,  sir,"  says  Mrs.  Chad- 


band,  with  another  hard-favoured  smile,  "  Well, 
sir,  it  was  before  your  time,  most  likely,  judging 
from  your  apj)earance.  I  was  left  in  charge  of 
a  child  named  Esther  Summerson,  who  was  put 
out  in  life  by  Messrs.  Kenge  and  Carboy." 

"  Miss  Summerson,  ma'am  !"  cries  Mr.  Guppy, 
e.xcited. 

"  /  call  her  Esther  Summerson,"  says  Mrs. 
Chadband,  with  austerity.  "  There  was  no 
Miss-ing  of  the  girl  in  my  time.  It  was  Esther. 
'  Esther,  do  this  !  Esther,  do  that  ! '  and  she 
was  made  to  do  it." 

"  My  dear  ma'am,"  returns  Mr.  Guppy,  moving 
across  the  small  apartment,  "  the  humble  indi- 
vidual who  now  addresses  you  received  that 
young  lady  in  London,  when  she  first  came  here 
from  the  establishment  to  which  you  have  al- 
luded. Allow  me  to  have  the  pleasure  of  taking 
you  by  the  hand." 

Mr.  Chadband,  at  last  seeing  his  opportunity, 
makes  his  accustomed  signal,  and  rises  with  a 
smoking  head,  which  he  dabs  with  his  pocket- 
handkerchief.  Mrs.  Snagsby  whispers  "  Hush  ! " 
"  My  friends,"  says  Chadband,  "we  have  par- 
taken, in  moderation  "  (which  was  certainly  not 
the  case  so  far  as  he  was  concerned),  "  of  the 
comforts  which  have  been  provided  for  us. 
May  this  house  live  upon  the  fatness  of  the 
land  ;  may  corn  and  wine  be  plentiful  therein  ; 
may  it  grow,  may  it  thrive,  may  it  prosper,  may 
it  a'dvance,  may  it  proceed,  may  it  press  forward  ! 
But,  my  friends,  have  we  partaken  of  anything 
else  ?  We  have.  My  friends,  of  what  else  have 
we  partaken?  Of  si)iritual  profit?  Yes.  From 
whence  have  we  derived  that  spiritual  profit  ? 
My  young  friend,  stand  forth  ! " 

Jo,  thus  apostrophised,  gives  a  slouch  back- 
ward, and  another  slouch  forward,  and  another 
slouch  to  each  side,  and  confronts  the  eloquent 
Chadband,  with  evident  doubts  of  his  intentions. 
"My  young  friend,"  says  Chadband,  "you 
are  to  us  a  pearl,  you  are  to  us  a  diamond,  you 
are  to  us  a  gem,  you  are  to  us  a  jewel.  And 
why,  my  young  friend  ?" 

"/don't  know,"  replies  Jo.  "I  don't  know 
nothink." 

'■  My  young  friend,"  says  Chadband,  "  it  is 
because  you  know  nothing  that  you  are  to  us  a 
gem  and  jewel.  For  what  are  you,  my  young 
friend?  Are  you  a  beast  of  the  field ?  No.  A 
bird  of  the  air  ?  No.  A  fish  of  the  sea  or  river  ? 
No.  You  are  a  human  boy,  my  young  friend. 
A  human  boy.  O  glorious  to  be  a  human  boy  ! 
And  why  glorious",  my  young  friend  ?  Because 
you  are  capable  of  receiving  the  lessons  of  wis- 
dom, because  you  are  capable  of  profiting  by 
this    discourse,  which  I   now  deliver  for   your 
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good,  because  you  are  not  a  stick,  or  a  staff,  or 
a  stock,  or  a  stone,  or  a  post,  or  a  pillar. 

O  running  stream  of  sparkling  joy 
To  be  a  soaring  human  boy  ! 

And  do  you  cool  yourself  in  that  stream  now, 
my  young  friend  ?  No.  Why  do  you  not  cool 
yourself  in  that  stream  now  ?  Because  you  are 
in  a  state  of  darkness,  because  you  are  in  a  state 
of  obscurity,  because  you  are  in  a  state  of  sin- 
fulness, because  you  are  in  a  state  of  bondage. 
My  young  friend,  what  is  bondage  ?  Let  us,  in 
a  spirit  of  love,  inquire." 

At  this  threatening  stage  of  the  discourse,  Jo, 
who  seems  to  have  been  gradually  going  out  of 
his  mind,  smears  his  right  arm  over  his  face,  and 
gives  a  terrible  yawn.  Mrs.  Snagsby  indignantly 
expresses  her  belief  that  he  is  a  limb  of  the 
arch-fiend. 

"  My  friends,"  says  Mr.  Chadband,  with  his 
persecuted  chin  folding  itself  into  its  fat  smile 
again  as  he  looks  round,  ''it  is  right  that  I 
should  be  humbled,  it  is  right  that  I  should  be 
tried,  it  is  right  that  I  should  be  mortified,  it  is 
right  that  I  should  be  corrected.  I  stumbled, 
on  Sabbath  last,  when  I  thought  with  pride  of 
my  three  hours'  improving.  The  account  is 
now  favourably  balanced :  my  creditor  has  ac- 
cepted a  composition.  O  let  us  be  joyful,  joy- 
ful !     O  let  us  be  joyful  !" 

Great  sensation  on  the  part  of  Mrs.  Snagsby. 

"  My  friends,"  says  Chadband,  looking  round 
him  in  conclusion,  "  I  will  not  proceed  with  my 
young  friend  now.  Will  you  come  to-morrow, 
my  young  friend,  and  inquire  of  this  good  lady 
where  I  am  to  be  found  to  deliver  a  discourse 
untoe  you,  and  will  you  come  like  the  thirsty 
swallow  upon  the  next  day,  and  upon  the  day 
after  that,  and  upon  the  day  after  that,  and  ui)on 
many  pleasant  days,  to  hear  discourses?"  (This, 
with  a  cow-like  lightness.) 

Jo,  whose  immediate  object  seems  to  be  to 
get  away  on  any  terms,  gives  a  shuffling  nod. 
Mr.  Guppy  then  throws  him  a  penny,  and  Mrs. 
Snagsby  calls  to  Guster  to  see  him  safely  out  of 
the  house.  But,  before  he  goes  down-stairs, 
Mr.  Snagsby  loads  him  with  some  broken  meats 
from  the  table,  which  he  carries  away,  hugging 
in  his  arms. 

So,  Mr.  Chadband — of  whom  the  persecutors 
say  that  it  is  no  wonder  he  should  go  on  for  any 
length  of  time  uttering  such  abominable  non- 
sense, but  that  the  wonder  rather  is  that  he 
should  ever  leave  off,  having  once  the  audacity 
to  begin — retiresnnto  private  life  until  he  invests 
a  little  capital  of  supi)cr  in  the  oil-trade.  Jo 
moves  on,  through  the  long  vacation,  down  to 


Blackfriars  Bridge,  where  he  finds  a  baking  stony 
corner,  wherein  to  settle  to  his  repast. 

And  there  he  sits,  munching  and  gnawing, 
and  looking  up  at  the  great  Cross  on  the  sum- 
mit of  St.  Paul's  Cathedral,  glittering  above  a 
red  and  violet-tinted  cloud  of  smoke.  From 
the  boy's  face  one  might  suppose  that  sacred 
emblem  to  be,  in  his  eyes,  the  crowning  confusion 
of  the  great,  confused  city ;  so  golden,  so  high 
up,  so  far  out  of  his  reach.  There  he  sits,  the 
sun  going  down,  the  river  running  fast,  the 
crowd  flowing  by  him  in  two  streams — every- 
thing moving  on  to  some  purpose  and  to  one 
end — until  he  is  stirred  up,  and  told  to  "  move 
on  "  too. 


CHAPTER  XX. 


NEW      LODGER. 
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^^  HE  long  vacation  saunters  on  towards 
term-time,  hke  an  idle  river  very 
leisurely  strolling  down  a  flat  country 
to  the  sea.  Mr.  Guppy  saunters 
along  with  it  congenially.  He  has 
lunted  the  blade  of  his  penknife,  and 
broken  the  point  off,  by  sticking  that 
instrument  into  his  desk  in  every  direc- 
Not  that  he  bears  the  desk  any  ill  will, 
but  he  must  do  something,  and  it  must  be  some- 
thing of  an  unexciting  nature,  which  will  lay 
neither  his  physical  nor  his  intellectual  energies 
under  too  heavy  contribution.  He  finds  that 
nothing  agrees  with  him  so  well,  as  to  make 
little  gyrations  on  one  leg  of  his  stool,  and  stab 
his  desk,  and  gape. 

Kenge  and  Carboy  are  out  of  town,  and  the 
articled  clerk  has  taken  out  a  shooting  licence, 
and  gone  down  to  his  father's,  and  Mr.  Guppy's 
two  fellow  stipendiaries  are  away  on  leave.  Mr. 
Guppy,  and  Air.  Richard  Carstone,  divide  the 
dignity  of  the  ofiice.  But  Mr.  Carstone  is  for 
the  time  being  established  in  Kenge's  room, 
whereat  Mr.  Guppy  chafes.  So  exceedingly, 
that  he  with  bitter  sarcasm  informs  his  mother, 
in  the  confidential  moments  when  he  sups  with 
her  oft"  a  lobster  and  lettuce,  in  the  Old  Street 
Road,  that  he  is  afraid  the  oflice  is  hardly  good 
enough  for  swells,  and  that  if  he  had  known 
there  was  a  swell  coming,  he  would  have  got  it 
painted. 

Mr.  Gujipy  suspects  everybody  who  enters  on 
the  occupation  of  a  stool  in  Kenge  antl  Carboy's 
office,  of  entertaining,  as  a  matter  of  course, 
sinister  designs  upon  him.  He  is  clear  that 
every  such  person  wants  to  depose  him.     If  he 
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be  ever  asked  how,  why,  when,  or  wherefore,  he 
shuts  up  one  eye  and  shakes  his  head.  On  the 
strength  of  these  profound  views,  he  in  the  most 
ingenious  manner  takes  infinite  pains  to  counter- 
plot, when  there  is  no  plot ;  and  plays  the  deej^est 
games  of  chess  without  any  adversary. 

It  is  a  source  of  much  gratification  to  Mr. 
Guppy,  therefore,  to  find  the  new  comer  con- 
stantly poring  over  the  papers  in  Jarndyce  and 
Jarndyce;  for  he  well  knows  that  nothing  but 
confusion  and  failure  can  come  of  that.  His 
satisfaction  communicates  itself  to  a  third  saun- 
terer  through  the  long  vacation  in  Kenge  and 
Carboy's  office  ;  to  wit,  Young  Smallweed. 

Whether  Young  Smallweed  (metaphorically 
called  Small  and  eke  Chick  Weed,  as  it  were 
jocularly  to  express  a  fledgling,)  was  ever  a  boy, 
is  much  doubted  in  Lincoln's  Inn.  He  is  now 
something  under  fifteen,  and  an  old  limb  of  the 
law.  He  is  facetiously  understood  to  entertain 
a  passion  for  a  lady  at  a  cigar  shop,  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Chancery  Lane,  and  for  her 
sake  to  have  broken  off  a  contract  with  another 
lady,  to  whom  he  had  been  engaged  some  years. 
He  is  a  town-made  article,  of  small  stature  and 
weazen  features ;  but  may  be  perceived  from  a 
■considerable  distance  by  means  of  his  very  tall 
hat.  To  become  a  Guppy  is  the  object  of  his 
ambition.  He  dresses  at  that  gentleman  (by 
whom  he  is  patronized),  talks  at  him,  walks  at 
him,  founds  himself  entirely  on  him.  He  is 
honoured  with  Mr.  Guppy's  particular  con- 
fidence, and  occasionally  advises  him,  from  the 
deep  wells  of  his  experience,  on  difficult  points 
in  private  life. 

Mr.  Guppy  has  been  lolling  out  of  window  all 
the  morning,  after  trying  all  the  stools  in  suc- 
cession and  finding  none  of  them  easy,  and  after 
s'everal  times  putting  his  head  into  the  iron  safe 
with  a  notion  of  cooling  it.  Mr.  Smallweed  has 
been  twice  despatched  for  effervescent  drinks, 
and  has  twice  mixed  them  in  the  two  official 
tumblers  and  stirred  them  up  with  the  ruler. 
Mr.  Guppy  propounds,  for  Mr.  Smallwced's  con- 
sideration, the  paradox  that  the  more  you  drink 
the  thirstier  you  are ;  and  reclines  his  head  upon 
the  window-sill  in  a  state  of  hopeless  languor. 

While  thus  looking  out  into  the  shade  of  Old 
Square,  Lincoln's  Inn,  surveying  the  intolerable 
bricks  and  mortar,  Mr.  Guppy  becomes  conscious 
of  a  manly  whisker  emerging  from  the  cloistered 
walk  below,  and  turning  itself  up  in  the  direc- 
tion of  his  face.  At  the  same  time,  a  low  whistle 
is  wafted  through  the  Inn,  and  a  suppressed 
voice  cries,  '•  Hip  !  Gup-py  !" 

"  Why,  you  don't  mean  it  ?"  says  Mr.  Guppy, 
.aroused.     " Small !     Here's  Jobling  ! "     Smalls 


head    looks   out  of  window  too,  and    nods  to 
Jobling. 

"  \\' here  have  you  sprung  up  from?"  inquires 
Mr.  Guppy. 

"  From  the  market-gardens  down  by  Deptford. 
I  can't  stand  it  any  longer.  I  must  enlist.  I 
say  !  I  wish  you'd  lend  me  half-a-crown.  Upon 
my  soul  I'm  hungry." 

Jobling  looks  hungry,  and  also  has  the  ap- 
pearance of  having  run  to  seed  in  the  market- 
gardens  down  by  Deptford. 

"  I  say  !  Just  throw  out  half-a-crown,  if  you 
have  got  one  to  spare.  I  want  to  get  some 
dinner." 

"Will  you  come  and  dine  with  me?"  says 
Mr.  Guppy,  throwing  out  the  coin,  which  Mr. 
Jobling  catches  neatly. 

"  How  long  should  I  have  to  hold  out?"  says 
Jobling. 

"  Not  half  an  hour.  I  am  only  waiting  here 
till  the  enemy  goes,"  returns  Mr.  Guppy,  butting 
inward  with  his  head. 

"What  enemy?" 

"  A  new  one.  Going  to  be  articled.  Will 
you  wait?" 

"  Can  you  give  a  fellow  anything  to  read  in 
the  meantime  ?  "  says  Mr.  Jobling. 

Smallweed  suggests  the  Law  List.  But  Mr. 
Jobling  declares,  with  much  earnestness,  that  he 
"  can't  stand  it." 

"  You  shall  have  the  paper,"  says  Mr.  Gupj)y. 
"  He  shall  bring  it  down.  But  you  had  better 
not  be  seen  about  here.  Sit  on  our  staircase 
and  read.     It's  a  quiet  place." 

Jobling  nods  intelligence  and  acquiescence. 
The  sagacious  Smallweed  supplies  him  with  the 
newspaper,  and  occasionally  drops  his  eye  upon 
him  from  the  landing  as  a  precaution  against  his 
becoming  disgusted  with  waiting,  and  making  an 
untimely  departure.  At  last  the  enemy  retreats, 
and  then  Smallweed  fetches  Mr.  Jobling  up. 

"  'W'ell,  and  how  are  you  ?"  says  Mr.  Guppy, 
shaking  hands  with  him. 

"  So,  so.     How  are  you  ?" 

Mr.  Guppy  replying  that  he  is  not  much  to 
boast  of,  Mr.  Jobling  ventures  on  the  question, 
"  How  is  j-//t'/"  This  Mr.  Guppy  resents  as  a 
liberty ;  retorting,  "  Jobling,  there  are  chords  in 
the  human  mind — "     Jobling  begs  pardon. 

"Any  subject  but  that!"  says  Mr.  Guppy, 
with  a  gloomy  enjoyment  of  his  injury.  "  For 
there  are  chords,  Jobling — " 

Mr.  Jobling  begs  pardon  again. 

During  this  short  colloquy,  the  active  Small- 
weed,  who  is  of  the  dinner  party,  has  written  in 
legal  characters  on  a  slip  of  paper,  "Return 
immediately."     This  notification  to  all  whom  it 
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may  concern,  he  inserts  in  the  letter-box  :  and 
then  putting  on  the  tall  hat,  at  the  angle  of 
inclination  at  which  Mr.  Guppy  wears  his,  in- 
forms his  patron  that  they  may  now  make  them- 
selves scarce. 

Accordingly  they  betake  themselves  to  a 
neighbouring  dining-house,  of  the  class  known 
among  its  fre(iuenters  by  the  denomination  Slap- 
Bang,  where  the  waitress,  a  bouncing  young 
female  of  forty,  is  supposed  to  have  made  some 
impression  on  the  susceptible  Smallweed ;  of 
whom  it  may  be  remarked  that  he  is  a  weird 
changeling,  to  whom  years  are  nothing.  He 
stands  precociously  possessed  of  centuries  of 
owlish  wisdom.  If  he  ever  lay  in  a  cradle,  it 
seems  as  if  he  must  have  lain  there  in  a  tail-coat. 
He  has  an  old,  old  eye,  has  Smallweed ;  and  he 
drinks,  and  smokes  in  a  monkeyish  way;  and 
his  neck  is  stiff  in  his  collar ;  and  he  is  never  to 
be  taken  in ;  and  he  knows  all  about  it,  what- 
ever it  is.  In  short,  in  his  bringing  up,  he  has 
been  so  nursed  by  Law  and  Equity  that  he  has 
become  a  kind  of  fossil  Imp,  to  account  for 
whose  terrestrial  existence  it  is  reported  at  the 
public  offices  that  his  father  was  John  Doe,  and 
his  mother  the  only  female  member  of  the  Roe 
family :  also  that  his  first  long-clothes  were  made 
from  a  blue  bag. 

Into  the  Dining  House,  unaffected  by  the 
seductive  show  in  the  window,  of  artificially 
whitened  cauliflowers  and  poultry,  verdant 
baskets  of  peas,  coolly  blooming  cucumbers, 
and  joints  ready  for  the  spit,  Mr.  Smallweed 
leads  the  way.  They  know  him  there,  and 
defer  to  him.  He  has  his  favourite  box,  he 
bespeaks  all  the  papers,  he  is  down  upon  bald 
patriarchs,  who  keep  them  more  than  ten 
minutes  afterwards.  It  is  of  no  use  trying  him 
with  anything  less  than  a  full-sized  "  bread,"  or 
proposing  to  him  any  joint  in  cut,  unless  it  is  in 
the  very  best  cut.  In  the  matter  of  gravy  he  is 
adamant. 

Conscious  of  his  elfin  power,  and  submitting 
to  his  dread  experience,  Mr.  Guppy  consults  him 
in  the  choice  of  that  day's  banquet ;  turning  an 
appealing  look  towards  himas  the  waitress  repeats 
the  catalogue  of  viands,  and  saying  "  ^Vhat  do 
you  take.  Chick  ?"  Chick,  out  of  the  profundity 
of  his  artfulness,  preferring  "  veal  and  ham  and 
French  beans- — and  don't  you  forget  the  stuffing, 
Polly,'  (with  an  unearthly  cock  of  his  venerable 
eye)  \  Air.  Guppy  and  Mr.  Jobling  give  the  like 
order.  Three  pint  pots  of  half-and-half  are 
superadded.  Quickly  the  waitress  returns, 
bearing  what  is  apparently  a  model  of  the  tower 
of  Babel,  but  what  is  really  a  pile  of  ])lates  and 
flat  tin  dish-covers.     j\Ir.  Smallweed,  approving   | 


of  what  is  set  before  him,  conveys  intelligent 
benignity  into  his  ancient  eye,  and  winks  upon 
her.  Then,  amid  a  constant  coming  in,  and 
going  out,  and  running  about,  and  a  clatter  of 
crockery,  and  a  rumbling  up  and  down  of  the 
machine  which  brings  the  nice  cuts  from  the 
kitchen,  and  a  shrill  crying  for  more  nice  cuts 
down  the  speaking-pij)e,  and  a  shrill  reckoning 
of  the  cost  of  nice  cuts  that  have  been  disposed 
of,  and  a  general  flush  and  steam  of  hot  joints, 
cut  and  uncut,  and  a  considerably  heated  atmo- 
sphere in  which  the  soiled  knives  and  table- 
clotlis  seem  to  break  out  spontaneously  into 
eruptions  of  grease  and  blotches  of  beer,  the 
legal  triumvirate  appease  their  appetites. 

Mr.  Jobling  is  buttoned  up  closer  than  mere 
adornment  might  require.  His  hat  presents  at 
the  rims  a  peculiar  appearance  of  a  glistenin:'^ 
nature,  as  it  it  had  been  a  favourite  snail- 
promenade.  The  same  phenomenon  is  visible 
on  some  parts  of  his  coat,  and  particularly  at 
the  seams.  He  has  the  faded  appearance  of  a 
gentleman  in  embarrassed  circumstances  ;  even 
his  light  whiskers  droop  with  something  of  a 
shabby  air. 

His  appetite  is  so  vigorous,  that  it  suggests 
spare  living  for  some  little  time  back.  He 
makes  such  a  speedy  end  of  his  plate  of  veal 
and  ham,  bringing  it  to  a  close  while  his  com- 
panions are  yet  midway  in  theirs,  that  !Mr. 
Guppy  proposes  another.  "  Thank  you,  Guppy," 
says  Mr.  Jobling,  "  I  really  don't  know  but  what 
I  luill  take  another." 

Another  being  brought,  he  falls  to  with  great 
good  will. 

Mr.  Guppy  takes  silent  notice  of  him  at 
intervals,  until  he  is  half  way  through  this  second 
plate  and  stops  to  take  an  enjoying  pull  at  his 
pint  pot  of  half-and-half  (also  renewed),  and 
stretches  out  his  legs  and  rubs  his  hands.  Be- 
holding him  in  which  glow  of  contentment,  Mr. 
Guppy  says  : 

"  You  are  a  man  again,  Tony !" 
"  Well,  not  quite  yet,"  says  ]\Ir.  Jobling.  "  Say, 
just  born." 

''  Will  you  take  any  other  vegetables?  Grass? 
Peas?     Summer  cabbage?" 

"  Thank  you,  Guppy,"  says  ]\Ir.  Jobling.  "  I 
really  don't  know  but  what  I  7i'ill  take  summer 
cabbage." 

Order  given ;  with  the  sarcastic  addition  (from 
Mr.  Smallweed)  of  "Without  slugs,  Polly!'! 
And  cabbage  produced. 

"  I  am  growing  up,  Guppy,"  says  Mr.  Job- 
ling, plying  his  knife  and  fork  with  a  relishing 
steadiness. 

"Glad  to  hear  it." 
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"  In  fact,  I  have  just  turned  into  my  teens," 
says  Mr.  Jobling. 

He  says  no  more  until  he  has  performed  his 
task,  which  he  achieves  as  Messrs.  Guppy  and 
Smalhveed  finish  theirs ;  thus  getting  over  the 
ground  in  excellent  style,  and  beating  those  two 
gentlemen  easily  by  a  veal  and  ham  and  a 
cabbage. 

"  Now,  Small,"  says  Mr.  Guppy,  "  what  would 
you  recommend  about  pastry?" 

"Marrow  puddings,"  says  Mr.  Smalhveed, 
instantly. 

■■'Ay,  ay!"  cries  Mr.  Jobling,  with  an  arch 
look.  "You're  there,  are  you?  Thank  you, 
Guppy,  I  don't  know  but  what  I  will  take  a 
marrow  pudding." 

Three  marrow  puddings  being  produced,  Mr. 
Jobling  adds,  in  a  pleasant  humour,  that  he  is 
coming  of  age  fast.  To  these  succeed,  by  com- 
mand of  Mr.  Sm.alhveed,  "three  Chcshires  ;" 
and  to  those,  "  three  small  rums."  This  apex 
of  the  entertainment  happily  reached,  Mr.  Job- 
ling puts  up  his  legs  on  the  carpeted  seat 
(having  his  own  side  of  the  box  to  himself), 
leans  against  the  wall,  and  says,  "  I  am  grown 
up,  now,  Guppy.     I  have  arrived  at  maturity." 

"  What  do  you  think,  now,"  says  Mr.  Guppy, 
"about — you  don't  mind  Smalhveed?" 

"  Not  the  least  in  the  world.  I  have  the 
pleasure  of  drinking  his  good  health." 

"Sir,  to  you  !"  says  Mr.  Smalhveed. 

"  I  was  saying,  what  do  you  think  noiv"  pur- 
sues Mr.  Guppy,  "  of  enlisting?" 

"  Why,  what  I  may  think  after  dinner,"  returns 
Mr.  Jobling,  "  is  one  thing,  my  dear  Guppy, 
and  what  I  may  think  before  dinner  is  another 
thing.  Still,  even  after  dinner,  I  ask  myself  the 
question.  What  am  I  to  do  ?  How  am  I  to 
live  ?  Ill  fo  manger,  you  know,"  says  Mr.  Job- 
ling, pronouncing  that  word  as  if  he  meant  a 
necessary  fixture  in  an  English  stable.  "  111  fo 
manger.  That's  the  French  saying,  and  man- 
gering  is  as  necessary  to  me  as  it  is  to  a  French- 
man.    Or  more  so." 

Mr.  Smalhveed  is  decidedly  of  opinion  "  much 
more  so." 

"  If  any  man  had  told  me,"  pursues  Jobling, 
"even  so  lately  as  when  you  and  I  had  the 
frisk  down  in  Lincolnshire,  Guppy,  and  drove 
over  to  see  that  house  at  Castle  Wold " 

Mr.  Smalhveed  corrects  him — Chesney  Wold. 

"  Chesney  Wold.  (I  thank  my  honourable 
friend  for  that  cheer.)  If  any  man  had  told 
me,  then,  that  I  should  be  as  hard  up  at  the 
present  time  as  I  literally  find  myself,  I  should 
have — well,  I  should  have  pitched  into  him," 
says  Mr.  Jobling,  taking  a  little  rum-and-water 


with  an  air  of  desperate  resignation  ;  "  I  should 
have  let  tly  at  his  head." 

"  Still,  Tony,  you  were  on  the  wrong  side  of 
the  post  then,"  remonstrates  Mr.  Guppy.  "You 
were  talking  about  nothing  else  in  the  gig." 

"  Guppy,"  says  Mr.  Jobling,  "  I  will  not  deny 
it.  I  was  on  the  wrong  side  of  the  post.  But 
I  trusted  to  things  coming  round." 

That  very  popular  trust  in  flat  things  coming, 
round  !  Not  in  their  being  beaten  round,  or 
worked  round,  but  in  their  "  coming "  round  !' 
As  though  a  lunatic  should  trust  in  the  world's. 
"  coming  "  triangular  ! 

"  I  had  confident  expectations  that  things 
would  come  round  and  be  all  square,"  says  Mr. 
Jobling,  with  some  vagueness  of  expression,  and 
perhaps  of  meaning,  too.  "  But  I  was  dis- 
appointed. They  never  did.  And  when  it 
came  to  creditors  making  rows  at  the  oftice,  and 
to  people  that  the  ofiice  dealt  with  making  com- 
plaints about  dirty  trifles  of  borrowed  money,. 
W'hy  there  was  an  end  of  that  connection.  And 
of  any  new  professional  connection,  too ;  for  if 
I  was  to  give  a  reference  to-morrow,  it  would  be 
mentioned,  and  would  sew  me  up.  Then,  what's 
a  fellow  to  do  ?  I  have  been  keeping  out  of 
the  way,  and  living  cheap,  down  about  the- 
market-gardens;  but  what's  the  use  of  living 
cheap  when  you  have  got  no  money?  You. 
might  as  well  live  dear." 

"  Better,"  Mr.  Swallweed  thinks. 

"  Certainly.  It's  the  fashionable  way ;  and 
fashion  and  whiskers  have  been  my  weaknesses, 
and  I  don't  care  who  knows  it,"  says  ]Mr.  Job- 
ling. "They  are  great  weaknesses — Damme,, 
sir,  they  are  great.  Well!"  proceeds  Mr.  Job- 
ling, after  a  defiant  visit  to  his  rum-and-water, 
"what  can  a  fellow  do,  I  ask  you,  but  en- 
list?" 

Mr.  Guppy  comes  more  fully  into  the  con- 
versation, to  state  what,  in  his  opinion,  a  fellow 
can  do.  His  manner  is  the  gravely  impressive 
manner  of  a  man  who  has  not  committed  him- 
self in  life,  otherwise  than  as  he  has  become 
the  victim  of  a  tender  sorrow  of  the  heart. 

"  Jobling,"  says  Mr.  Guppy,  "  myself  and  our 
mutual  friend  Swallweed " 

(Mr.  Smalhveed  modestly  observes  "  Gentle- 
men both!"  and  drinks.) 

"Have  had  a  little  conversation  on  this 
matter  more  than  once,  since  you " 

"  Say,  got  the  sack  !  "  cries  Mr.  Jobling,  bit- 
terly.    "  Say  it,  Guppy.     You  mean  it." 

"N-o-o!  Left  the  Inn,"  Mr.  Smalhveed 
delicately  suggests. 

"Since  you  left  the  Inn,  Jobling,"  says  Mr. 
Guppy ;  "  and  I  have  mentioned,  to  our  mutual 
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friend  Smallweed,  a  plan  I  liave  lately  thought  of 
proposing.     You  know  Snagsby  the  stationer?" 

"  I  know  there  is  such  a  stationer,"  returns 
Mr.  Jobling.  "  He  was  not  ours,  and  I  am  not 
acquainted  with  him." 

"  He  is  ours,  Jobling,  and  I  am  acquainted 
with  him,"  Mr.  Guppy  retorts.  "  Well,  sir  !  I 
have  lately  become  better-  acquainted  with  him, 
through  some  accidental  circumstances  that  have 
made  me  a  visitor  of  his  in  private  life.  Those 
circumstances  it  is  not  necessary  to  offer  in 
argument.     They  may — or  they  may  not — have 


some  reference  to  a  subject,  which  may — or  may 
not — have  cast  its  shadow  on  my  existence." 

As  it  is  Mr.  Guppy's  perplexing  way,  with 
boastful  misery  to  tempt  his  particular  friends 
into  this  subject,  and  the  moment  they  touch  it, 
to  turn  on  them  with  that  trenchant  severity 
about  the  chords  in  the  human  mind  ;  both  Mr. 
Jobling  and  Mr.  Smallweed  decline  the  pitfall,, 
by  remaining  silent. 

"  Such  things  may  be,"  repeats  Mr.  Guppy, 
"  or  they  may  not  be.  They  are  no  part  of  the 
case.     It  is  enough  to  mention,  that  both  Mr, 
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and  Mrs.  Snagsby  are  very  willing  to  oblige  me ; 
and  that  Snagsby  has,  in  busy  times,  a  good 
deal  of  copying  work  to  give  out.  He  has  all 
Tulkinghom's,  and  an  excellent  business  besides. 
I  believe,  if  our  mutual  friend  Smallweed  were 
jjut  into  the  box,  he  could  prove  this  ?" 

Mr.  Smallweed  nods,  and  appears  greedy  to 
be  sworn. 

"  Now,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,"  says  ]\Ir. 
Guppy,  "  — I  mean,  now  Jobling — you  may  say 
this  is  a  poor  prospect  of  a  living.  Granted. 
But  it's  better  than  nothing,  and  better  than 
enlistment.     You  want  time.     There  must  be 


time  for  these  late  affairs  to  blow  over.  You 
might  live  through  it  on  much  worse  terms  than 
by  writing  for  Snagsby." 

Mr.  Jobling  is  about  to  interrupt,  when  the 
sagacious  Smallweed  checks  him  with  a  dry 
cough,  and  the  words,  '"  Hem  !  Shakspeare  !  " 

"  There  are  two  branches  to  this  subject,. 
Jobling,'"  says  Mr.  Guppy.  "  That  is  the  first. 
I  come  to  the  second.  You  know  Krook,  the 
Chancellor,  across  the  lane.  Come,  Jobling," 
says  Mr.  Guppy,  in  his  encouraging  cross-exa- 
mination-tone, "  I  think  you  know  Krook,  the 
Chancellor,  across  the  lane  ?  " 
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"  I  know  him  by  sight,"  says  Mr.  Jobhng. 
"  You  know  him  by  sight.     Very  well.     And 
you  know  little  Flite  ?  " 

"  Everybody  knows  her,"  says  Mr.  Jobling. 
"  Everybody  knows  her.  Voy  well.  Now  it 
has  been  one  of  my  duties  of  late,^  to  pay  Flite 
a  certain  weekly  allowance,  deducting  from  it 
the  amount  of  her  weekly  rent ;  which  I  have 
paid  (in  consequence  of  instructions  I  have  re- 
ceived) to  Krook  himself,  regularly,  in  her  pre- 
sence. This  has  brought  me  into  communication 
with  Krook,  and  into  a  knowledge  of  his  house 
and  his  habits.  I  know  he  has  a  room  to  let. 
You  may  live  there,  at  a  very  low  charge,  untler 
any  name  you  like  ;  as  quietly  as  if  you  were  a 
hundred  miles  off.  He'll  ask  no  questions  ;  and 
would  accept  you  as  a  tenant,  at  a  word  from 
me — before  the  clock  strikes,  if  you  chose.  And 
I'll  tell  you  another  thing,  Jobling,"  says  Mr. 
Guppy,  who  has  suddenly  lowered  his  voice, 
and  become  familiar  again,  "  he's  an  extraordi- 
nary old  chap — always  rummaging  among  a  litter 
of  papers,  and  grubbing  away  at  teaching  him- 
self to  read  and  write ;  without  getting  on  a  bit, 
as  it  seems  to  me.  He  is  a  most  extraordinary 
old  chap,  sir.  I  don't  know  but  what  it  might 
be  worth  a  fellow's  while  to  look  him  up  a  bit." 

"  You  don't  mean ?  "  Mr.  Jobling  begins. 

"  I  mean,"  returns  Mr.  Gupi:)y,  shrugging  his 
shoulders  with  becoming  modesty,  "  that  /  can't 
make  him  out.  I  appeal  to  our  mutual  friend 
Smallweed  whether  he  has  or  has  not  heard  me 
remark,  that  I  can't  make  him  out." 

Mr.  Smallweed  bears  the  concise  testimony, 
"  A  few  !  " 

"  I  have  seen  something  of  the  profession, 
and  something  of  life,  Tony,"  says  Mr.  Guppy, 
"  and  it's  seldom  I  can't  make  a  man  out,  more 
or  less.  But  such  an  old  card  as  this  ;  so  deep, 
so  sly,  and  secret  (though  I  don't  believe  he  is 
ever  sober),  I  never  came  across.  Now,  he  must 
be  precious  old,  you  know,  and  he  has  not  a 
soul  about  him,  and  he  is  reported  to  be  im- 
mensely rich ;  and  whether  he  is  a  smuggler,  or 
a  receiver,  or  an  unlicensed  pawnbroker,  or  a 
money-lender — all  of  which  I  have  thought  likely 
at  different  times — it  might  pay  you  to  knock 
up  a  sort  of  knowledge  of  him.  I  don't  see  why 
you  shouldn't  go  in  for  it,  when  everything  else 
suits." 

Mr.  Jobling,  Mr.  Guppy,  and  Mr.  Smallweed, 
all  lean  their  elbows  on  the  table,  and  their 
chins  upon  their  hands,  and  look  at  the  ceiling. 
After  a  time,  they  all  drink,  slowly  lean  back, 
put  their  hands  in  their  pockets,  and  look  at 
one  another. 

"  If  I  had  the  energy  I  once  possessed,  Tony  !" 


says  Mr.  Guppy,  with  a  sigh, 
cliords  in  the  human  mind 


"  But  there  are 


Expressing  the  remainder  of  the  desolate  sen- 
timent in  rum-and-water,  Mr.  Guppy  concludes 
by  resigning  the  adventure  to  Tony  Jobling,  and 
informing  him  that  during  the  vacation  and  while 
things  are  slack,  his  purse,  "  as  far  as  three  or 
four  or  even  five  pound  goes,"  will  be  at  his  dis- 
posal. "  For  never  shall  it  be  said,"  Mr.  Guppy 
adds  with  emphasis, '"  that  William  Guppy  turned 
his  back  upon  his  friend  !  " 

The  latter  part  of  the  proposal  is  so  directly 
to  the  purpose,  that  Mr.  Jobling  says  with  emo- 
tion, "  Guppy,  my  trump,  your  fist !"  Mr.  Guppy 
presents  it,  saying,  "  Jobling,  my  boy,  there  it 
is  !  "  Mr.  Jobling  returns,  "  Guppy,  we  have 
been  pals  now  for  some  years  ! "  Mr.  Guppy 
replies,  "  Jobling,  we  have."  They  then  shake 
hands,  and  Mr.  Jobling  adds  in  a  feeling  manner, 
"  Thank  you,  Guppy,  I  don't  know  but  what  I 
will  take  another  glass,  for  old  acquaintance 
sake." 

"  Krook's  last  lodger  died  there,"  observes 
Mr.  Guppy,  in  an  incidental  way. 

"  Did  he,  though  ! "  says  Mr.  Jobling. 

"  There  was  a  verdict.  Accidental  death. 
You  don't  mind  that  ?  " 

"  No,"  says  Mr.  Jobling,  "  I  don't  mind  it ; 
but  he  might  as  well  have  died  somewhere  else. 
It's  devilish  odd  that  he  need  go  and  die  at  my 
place  !  "  Mr.  Jobling  quite  resents  this  hberty ; 
several  times  returning  to  it  with  such  remarks 
as,  "  There  are  places  enough  to  die  in,  I  should 
think  ! "  or,  "  He  wouldn't  have  liked  my  dying 
at  his  place,  I  dare  say  !  " 

However,  the  compact  being  virtually  made, 
Mr.  Guppy  proposes  to  despatch  the  trusty 
Smallweed  to  ascertain  if  Mr.  Krook  is  at  home, 
as  in  that  case  they  may  complete  the  negotia- 
tion without  delay.  Mr.  Jobling  approving, 
Smallweed  puts  himself  under  the  tall  hat  and 
conveys  it  out  of  the  dining-rooms  in  the  Guppy 
manner.  He  soon  returns  with  the  intelligence 
that  Mr.  Krook  is  at  home,  and  that  he  has  seen 
him  through  the  shop-door,  sitting  in  his  back 
premises,  sleeping,  "  like  one  o'clock." 

"  Then  I'll  pay,"  says  Mr.  Guppy ;  "  and  we'll 
go  and  see  him.     Small,  what  will  it  be  ?  " 

J\Ir.  Smallweed,  compelling  the  attendance  of 
the  waitress  with  one  hitch  of  his  eyelash,  in- 
stantly replies  as  follows  :  "  Four  veals  and  hams 
is  three,  and  four  potatoes  is  three  and  four,  and 
one  summer  cabbage  is  three  and  six,  and  three 
marrows  is  four  and  six,  and  six  breads  is  five, 
and  three  Cheshires  is  five  and  three,  and  four 
])ints  of  half-and-half  is  six  and  three,  and  four 
small  rums  is  eight  and  three,  and  three  Pollys 
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is  eight  and  six.     Eight  and  six  in  half  a  sove- 
reign, Polly,  and  eighteenpence  out  !  " 

Not  at  all  excited  by  these  stupendous  calcu- 
lations, Smallweed  dismisses  his  friends  with  a 
cool  nod,  and  remains  behind  to  take  a  little 
admiring  notice  of  Polly,  as  opportunity  may 
serve,  and  to  read  the  daily  papers :  which  are 
so  very  large  in  proportion  to  himself,  shorn  of 
his  hat,  that  when  he  holds  up  The  Times  to 
run  his  eye  over  the  columns,  he  seems  to  have 
retired  for  the  night,  and  to  have  disappeared 
under  the  bedclothes. 

Mr.  Guppy  and  Mr.  Jobling  repair  to  the  rag 
and  bottle  shop,  where  they  find  Krook  still 
sleeping  like  one  o'clock ;  that  is  to  say,  breath- 
ing stertorously  with  his  chin  upon  his  breast, 
and  quite  insensible  to  any  external  sounds,  or 
even  to  gentle  shaking.  On  the  table  beside 
him,  among  the  usual  lumber,  stand  an  empty 
gin  bottle  and  a  glass.  The  unwholesome  air  is 
so  stained  with  this  liquor,  that  even  the  green 
eyes  of  the  cat  upon  her  shelf,  as  they  open  and 
shut  and  glimmer  on  the  visitors,  look  drunk. 

"  Hold  up  here  ! "  says  Mr.  Guppy,  giving 
the  relaxed  figure  of  the  old  man  another  shake. 
"  Mr.  Krook  !     Halloa,  sir  !  " 

But  it  would  seem  as  easy  to  wake  a  bundle  of 
old  clothes,  with  a  spirituous  heat  smouldering  in 
it.  "  Did  you  ever  see  such  a  stupor  as  he  falls 
into,  between  drink  and  sleep?"  says  Mr.  Guppy. 

"  If  this  is  his  regular  sleep,"  returns  Jobling, 
rather  alarmed,  "it'll  last  a  long  time  one  of 
these  days.  I  am  thinking," 

"  It's  always  more  like  a  fit  than  a  nap,"  says 
Mr.  Guppy,  shaking  him  again.  "  Halloa,  your 
lordship  !  Why  he  might  be  robbed,  fifty  times 
over  !     Open  your  eyes  ! " 

After  much  ado,  he  opens  them,  but  without 
appearing  to  see  his  visitors,  or  any  other  objects. 
Though  he  crosses  one  leg  on  another,  and  folds 
his  hands,  and  several  times  closes  and  opens 
his  parched  lips,  he  seems  to  all  intents  and  pur- 
poses as  insensible  as  before. 

"  He  is  alive,  at  any  rate,"  says  Mr.  Guppy. 
"  How  are  you,  my  Lord  Chancellor?  I  have 
brought  a  friend  of  mine,  sir,  on  a  little  matter 
of  business." 

The  old  man  still  sits,  often  smacking  his  dry 
lips,  without  the  least  consciousness.  After  some 
minutes,  he  makes  an  attempt  to  rise.  They 
help  him  up,  and  he  staggers  against  the  wall, 
and  stares  at  them. 

"  How  do  you  do,  Mr  Krook  ? "  says  Mr. 
Guppy,  in  some  discomfiture.  "  How  do  you 
do,  sir  ?  You  are  looking  charming,  Mr.  Krook. 
I  hope  you  are  pretty  well?" 

The  old  man,  in  aiming  a  purposeless  blow  at 


Mr.  Guppy,  or  at  nothing,  feebly  swings  himself 
round,  and  comes  with  his  face  against  the  wall. 
So  he  remains  for  a  minute  or  two,  heaped  up 
against  it ;  and  then  staggers  dowTi  the  shop  to 
the  front  door.  The  air,  the  movement  in  the 
court,  the  lapse  of  time,  or  the  combination  of 
these  things,  recovers  him.  He  comes  back 
pretty  steadily,  adjusting  his  fur-cap  on  his  head, 
and  looking  keenly  at  them. 

_"  Your  servant,  gendemen  ;  I've  been  dozing. 
Hi !     I  am  hard  to  wake,  odd  times." 

"  Rather  so,  indeed,  sir,"  responds  Mr.  Guppy. 

"  What  ?  You've  been  a-trying  to  do  it,  have 
you  ?  "  says  the  suspicious  Krook. 

"  Only  a  little,"  Mr.  Guppy  explains. 

The  old  man's  eye  resting  on  the  empty  bottle, 
he  takes  it  up,  examines  it,  and  slowly  tilts  it 
upside  down. 

"I  say!"  he  cries,  like  the  hobgoblin  in  the 
story.     "  Somebody's  been  making  free  here  !" 

"  I  assure  you  we  found  it  so,"  says  jNIr. 
Guppy.  "  Would  you  allow  me  to  get  it  filled 
for  you?" 

"  Yes,  certainly  I  would  ! "  cries  Krook,  in 
high  glee.  "  Certainly  I  would  !  Don't  men- 
tion it !  Get  it  filled  next  door — Sol's  Arms — ■ 
the  Lord  Chancellor's  fourteenpenny.  Bless 
you,  they  know  mcV 

He  so  presses  the  empty  bottle  upon  Mr. 
Guppy,  that  that  gentleman,  with  a  nod  to  his 
friend,  accepts  the  trust,  and  hurries  out  and 
hurries  in  again  with  the  bottle  filled.  The  old 
man  receives  it  in  his  arms  like  a  beloved  grand- 
child, and  pats  it  tenderly. 

"  But  I  say ! "  he  whispers,  with  his  eyes 
screwed  up,  after  tasting  it,  "  this  ain't  the  Lord 
Chancellor's  fourteenpenny.  This  is  eighteen- 
penny ! " 

"  I  thought  you  might  like  that  better,"  says 
j\Ir.  Guppy. 

"  You're  a  nobleman,  sir,"  returns  Krook,  with 
another  taste — and  his  hot  breath  seems  to  come 
towards  them  like  a  fiame.  "  You're  a  baron  of 
the  land." 

Taking  advantage  of  this  auspicious  moment, 
Mr.  Guppy  presents  his  friend  under  the  im- 
promptu name  of  Mr.  Weevle,  and  states  the 
object  of  their  visit.  Krook  with  his  bottle  under 
his  arm  (he  never  gets  beyond  a  certain  point  of 
cither  drunkenness  or  sobriety),  takes  time  to 
survey  his  proposed  lodger,  and  seems  to  approve 
of  him.  "  You'll  like  to  see  the  room,  young 
man  ?  "  he  says.  "  Ah  !  It's  a  good  room  ! 
Been  whitewashed.  Been  cleaned  down  with 
soft  soap  and  soda.  Hi !  It's  worth  twice  the 
rent ;  letting  alone  my  company  when  you  want 
it,  and  such  a  cat  to  keep  the  mice  away." 
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Commending  the  room  after  this  nianner,  the 
old  man  takes  them  .up-stairs,  where  indeed  they 
do  find  it  cleaner  than  it  used  to  be,  and  also 
containing  some  old  articles  of  furniture  which 
he  has  dug  up  from  his  inexhaustible  stores. 
The  terms  are  easily  concluded — for  the  Lord 
Chancellor  cannot  be  hard  on  Mr.  Guppy,  asso- 
ciated as  he  is  with  Kenge  and  Carboy,  Jarn- 
dyce  and  Jarndyce,  and  other  famous  claims  on 
his  professional  consideration- — and  it  is  agreed 
that  Mr.  Weevle  shall  take  possession  on  the 
morrow.  Mr.  Wee\le  and  Mr.  Guppy  then 
repair  to  Cook's  Court,  Cursitor  Street,  where 
the  personal  introduction  of  the  former  to  Mr. 
Snagsby  is  effected,  and  (more  important)  the 
vote  and  interest  of  Mrs.  Snagsby  are  secured. 
They  then  report  progress  to  the  eminent  Small- 
weed,  waiting  at  the  office  in  his  tall  hat  for  that 
purpose,  and  separate  ;  Mr.  Guppy  explaining 
that  he  would  terminate  his  Httle  entertainment 
by  standing  treat  at  the  play,  but  that  there  are- 
chords  in  the  human  mind  which  would  render 
it  a  hollow  mockery. 

On  the  morrow,  in  the  dusk  of  evening,  Mr. 
Weevle  modestly  appears  at  Krook's,  by  no 
means  incommoded  with  luggage,  and  establishes 
himself  in  his  new  lodging ;  where  the  two  eyes 
in  the  shutters  stare  at  him  in  his  sleep,  as  if 
they  were  full  of  wonder.  On  the  following  day 
Mr.  Weevle,  who  is  a  handy  good-for-nothing 
kind  of  young  fellow,  borrows  a  needle  and 
thread  of  Miss  Flite,  and  a  hammer  of  his  land- 
lord, and  goes  to  work  devising  apologies  for 
window- curtains,  and  knocking  up  apologies  for 
shelves,  and  hanging  up  his  two  teacups,  milk- 
pot,  and  crockery  sundries  on  a  pennyworth  of 
little  hooks,  like  a  shipwrecked  sailor  making 
the  best  of  it. 

But  what  Mr.  Weevle  prizes  most,  of  all  his  few 
possessions  (next  after  his  light  whiskers,  for  which 
he  has  an  attachment  that  only  whiskers  can 
awaken  in  the  breast  of  man),  is  a  choice  collec- 
tion of  copper-plate  impressions  from  that  truly 
national  w^ork,  the  Divinities  of  Albion,  or  Galaxy 
Gallery  of  British  Beauty,  representing  ladies  of 
title  and  fashion  in  every  variety  of  smirk  that 
art,  combined  with  capital,  is  capable  of  pro- 
ducing. With  these  magnificent  portraits,  un- 
v/orthily  confined  in  a  band-box  during  his 
seclusion  among  the  market-gardens,  he  deco- 
rates his  apartment ;  and  as  the  Galaxy  Gallery 
of  British  Beauty  v/ears  every  variety  of  fancy 
dress,  plays  every  variety  of  musical  instrument, 
fondles  every  variety  of  dog,  ogles  every  variety 
of  i)rospect,  and  is  backed  up  by  every  variety 
of  flower-pot  and  balustrade,  the  result  is  very 
imposing. 


But  fashion  is  Mr.  Weevle's,  as  it  was  Tony 
Jobling's  weakness.  To  borrow  yesterday's 
])aper  from  the  Sol's  Arms  of  an  evening,  and 
read  about  the  brilliant  and  distinguished  meteors 
that  are  shooting  across  the  fashionable  sky  in 
every  direction,  is  unspeakable  consolation  to 
him.  To  know  what  member  of  what  brilliant 
and  distinguished  circle  accomplished  the  bril- 
liant and  distinguished  feat  of  joining  it  yester- 
day, or  contemplates  the  no  less  brilliant  and 
distinguished  feat  of  leaving  it  to-morrow,  gives 
him  a  thrill  of  joy.  To  be  informed  what  the 
Galaxy  Gallery  of  British  Beauty  is  about,  and 
means  to  be  about,  and  what  Galaxy  marriages 
are  on  the  tapis,  and  what  Galaxy  rumours  are 
in  circulation,  is  to  become  acquainted  with  the 
most  glorious  destinies  of  mankind.  Mr.  Weevle 
reverts  from  this  intelligence,  to  the  Galaxy 
portraits  implicated ;  and  seems  to  know  the 
originals,  and  to  be  known  of  them. 

For  the  rest  he  is  a  quiet  lodger,  full  of  handy 
shifts  and  devices  as  before  mentioned,  able  to 
cook  and  clean  for  himself,  as  well  as  to  car- 
penter, and  developing  social  inclinations  after 
the  shades  of  evening  have  fallen  on  the  court. 
At  those  times,  when  he  is  not  visited  by  Mr. 
Guppy,  or  by  a  small  light  in  his  likeness 
quenched  in  a  dark  hat,  he  comes  out  of  his  dull 
room — where  he  has  inherited  the  deal  wilderness 
of  desk  bespattered  with  a  rain  of  ink — and 
talks  to  Krook,  or  is  "  very  free,"  as  they  call  it 
in  the  court,  commendingly,  with  any  one  dis- 
posed for  conversation.  Wherefore,  Mrs.  Piper, 
who  leads  the  court,  is  impelled  to  offer  two 
remarks  to  Mrs.  Perkins :  Firstly,  that  if  her 
Johnny  w'as  to  have  whiskers,  she  could  wish  'eiu 
to  be  identically  like  that  young  man's ;  and 
secondly,  Mark  my  words,  ]\Irs.  Perkins,  ma'am, 
and  don't  you  be  surprised  Lord  bless  you,  if 
that  young  man  comes  in  at  last  for  old  Krook's 
money  1 


CHAPTER  XXL 


THE  SMALLWEED   FAMILY. 


\^^  N  a  rather  ill-favoured  and  ill- 
\^^![  savoured  neighbourhood,  though 
one  of  its  rising  grounds  bears  the 
name  of  Mount  Pleasant,  the  Elfin 
Smallweed,  christened  Bartholomev,-, 
and  known  on  the  domestic  hearth 
as  Bart,  passes  that  limited  portion  af 
his  time  on  which  the  office  and  its  con- 
tingencies have  no  claim.  He  dwells  in  a  little 
narrow  street,  always  solitary,  shady,  and  sad. 


ILL   WEEDS  DON'T  AL  WA  YS  GROW  APACE. 
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closely  bricked  in  on  all  sides  like  a  tomb,  but 
where  there  yet  lingers  the  stump  of  an  old  forest 
tree,  whose  flavour  is  about  as  fresh  and  natural 
as  the  Smallweed  smack  of  youth. 

There  has  been  only  one  child  in  the  Small- 
weed  family  for  several  generations.  Little  old 
men  and  women  there  have  been,  but  no  child, 
until  Mr.  Smallweed's  grandmother,  now  living, 
became  weak  in  her  intellect,  and  fell  (for  the 
hrst  time)  into  a  childish  state.  With  such . 
infantine  graces  as  a  total  want  of  observation, 
memory,  understanding  and  interest,  and  an 
eternal  disposition  to  lall  asleep  over  the  fire 
and  into  it,  Mr.  Smallweed's  grandmother  has 
undoubtedly  brightened  the  family. 

Mr.  Smallweed's  grandfather  is  likewise  of  the 
party.  He  is  in  a  helpless  condition  as  to  his 
lower,  and  nearly  so  as  to  his  upper  limbs ;  but 
his  mind  is  unimpaired.  It  holds,  as  well  as  it 
€ver  held,  the  first  four  rules  of  arithmetic,  and 
a  certain  small  collection  of  the  hardest  facts. 
In  respect  of  ideality,  reverence,  wonder,  and 
other  such  phrenological  attributes,  it  is  no 
worse  oft"  than  it  used  to  be.  Ev^erything  that 
Mr.  Smallweed's  grandfather  ever  put  away  in 
his  mind  was  a  grub  at  first,  and  is  a  grub  at 
last.  In  all  his  life  he  has  never  bred  a  single 
butterfly. 

The  father  of  this  pleasant  grandfather,  of  the 
neighbourhood  of  Mount  Pleasant,  was  a  horny- 
skinned,  two-legged,  money-getting  species  of 
spider,  who  spun  webs  to  catch  unwary  flies,  and 
retired  into  holes  until  they  were  entrapped. 
The  name  of  this  old  pagan's  God  was  Com- 
pound Interest.  He  lived  for  it,  married  it,  died 
of  it.  Meeting  with  a  heavy  loss  in  an  honest 
little  enterprise  in  which  all  the  loss  was  intended 
to  have  been  on  the  other  side,  he  broke  some- 
thing— something  necessary  to  his  existence ; 
therefore  it  couldn't  have  been  his  heart — and 
made  an  end  of  his  career.  As  his  character 
was  not  good,  and  he  had  been  bred  at  a  Charity 
School,  in  a  complete  course,  according  to 
question  and  answer,  of  those  ancient  people  the 
Amorites  and  Hittites,  he  was  frequently  quoted 
as  an  example  of  the  failure  of  education. 

His  spirit  shone  through  his  son,  to  whom  he 
had  always  preached  of  "  going  out "  early  in 
life,  and  whom  he  made  a  clerk  in  a  sharp 
scrivener's  office  at  twelve  years  old.  There, 
the  young  gentleman  improved  his  mind,  which 
%vas  of  a  lean  and  anxious  character ;  and  de- 
veloping the  family  gifts,  gradually  elevated 
himself  into  the  discounting  profession.  Going 
out  early  in  life  and  marrying  late,  as  his  father 
had  done  before  him,  he  too  begat  a  lean  and 
anxious-minded   son ;    who   in    his    turn,   going 


out  early  in  life  and  marrying  late,  became  the 
father  of  Bartholomew  and  Judith  Smallweed, 
twins.  During  the  whole  time  consumed  in  the 
slow  growth  of  this  family  tree,  the  house  of 
Smallweed,  always  early  to  go  out  and  late  to 
marr}',  has  strengthened  itself  in  its  practical 
character,  has  discarded  all  amusements,  dis- 
countenanced all  story-books,  fairy  tales,  fictions, 
and  fables,  and  banished  all  levities  whatsoever. 
Hence  the  gratifying  fact,  that  it  has  had  no 
child  born  to  it,  and  that  the  complete  little 
men  and  women  whom  it  has  produced,  have 
been  observed  to  bear  a  likeness  to  old  monkeys 
with  something  depressing  on  their  minds. 

At  the  present  time,  in  the  dark  little  parlour 
certain  feet  below  the  level  of  the  street — a  grim, 
hard,  uncouth  parlour,  only  ornamented  with  the 
coarsest  of  baize  table-covers,  and  the  hardest 
of  sheet-iron  tea-trays,  and  oftering  in  its  deco- 
rative character  no  bad  allegorical  representation 
of  Grandfather  Smallweed's  mind — seated  in  two 
black  horsehair  porter's  chairs,  one  on  each  side 
of  the  fire-place,  the  superannuated  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Smallweed  while  away  the  rosy  hours.  On  the 
stove  are  a  couple  of  trivets  for  the  pots  and  kettles 
which  it  is  Grandfather  Smallweed's  usual  occu- 
pation to  watch,  and  projecting  from  the  chim- 
ney-piece between  them  is  a  sort  of  brass  gallows 
for  roasting,  which  he  also  superintends  when  it 
is  in  action.  Under  the  venerable  jMr.  Small- 
weed's  seat,  and  guarded  by  his  spindle  legs,  is 
a  drawer  in  his  chair,  reported  to  contain  pro- 
perty to  a  fabulous  amount.  Beside  him  is  a 
spare  cushion,  with  which  he  is  always  provided, 
in  order  that  he  may  have  something  to  throw 
at  the  venerable  partner  of  his  respected  age 
whenever  she  makes  an  allusion  to  money — a 
subject  on  which  he  is  particularly  sensitive. 

"  And  where's  Bart  ?"  Grandfather  Smallweed 
inquires  of  Judy,  Bart's  twin-sister. 

"  He  an't  come  in  yet,"  says  Judy. 

"  It's  his  tea  time,  isn't  it?" 

"  No." 

'•  Howmuch  do  you  mean  to  say  itwants  then?" 

"  Ten  minutes." 

"Hey?" 

"Ten  minutes." — (Loud  on  the  part  of  Judy.) 

"  Ho  !  "  says  Grandfather  Smallweed.  "  Ten 
minutes." 

Grandmother  Smallweed,  who  has  been  mum- 
bling and  shaking  her  head  at  the  trivets,  hearing 
figures  mentioned,  connects  them  with  money, 
and  screeches,  like  a  horrible  old  parrot  without 
any  plumage,  "  Ten  ten-pound  notes  ! " 

Grandfather  Smallweed  immediately  throws 
the  cushion  at  her. 

"  Drat  you,  be  quiet !  "  says  the  good  old  man. 
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The  effect  of  this  act  of  jaculation  is  twofold. 
It  not  only  doubles  up  Mrs.  Smallweed's  head 
against  the  side  of  her  porter's  chair,  and  causes 
her  to  present,  when  extricated  by  her  grand- 
daughter, a  highly  unbecoming  state  of  cap,  but 
the  necessary  exertion  recoils  on  INIr.  Smallweed 
liimsclf,  whom  it  throws  back  into  Ins  porter's 
chair,  like  a  broken  puppet.  The  excellent  old 
gentleman  being,  at  these  times,  a  mere  clothes- 
bag  with  a  black  skull-cap  on  the  top  of  it,  does 
not  present  a  very  animated  appearance,  until 
he  has  undergone  the  two  operations  at  the 
hands  of  his  grand-daughter,  of  being  shaken  up 
like  a  great  bottle,  and  poked  and  punched  like 
a  great  bolster.  Some  indication  of  a  neck 
being  developed  in  him  by  these  means,  he  and 
the  sharer  of  his  life's  evening  again  sit  fronting 
one  another  in  their  two  porter's  chairs,  like  a 
couple  of  sentinels  long  forgotten  on  their  post 
by  the  Black  Serjeant,  Death. 

Judy  the  twin  is  worthy  company  for  these 
associates.  She  is  so  indubitably  sister  to  Mr. 
Smallweed  the  younger,  that  the  two  kneaded 
into  one  would  hardly  make  a  young  person  of 
average  proportions  ;  while  she  so  happily  ex- 
cmplities  the  before-mentioned  family  likeness 
to  the  monkey  tribe,  that,  attired  in  a  spangled 
robe  and  cap,  she  might  walk  about  the  table- 
land on  the  top  of  a  barrel-organ  without  excit- 
ing much  remark  as  an  unusual  specimen.  Under 
existing  circumstances,  however,  she  is  dressed 
in  a  plain,  spare  gown  of  brown  stuff. 

Judy  never  owned  a  doll,  never  heard  of  Cin- 
derella, never  played  at  any  game.  She  once  or 
twice  fell  into  children's  company  when  she  was 
about  ten  years  old,  but  the  children  couldn't 
get  on  with  Judy,  and  Judy  couldn't  get  on  with 
them.  She  seemed  like  an  animal  of  another 
species,  and  there  was  instinctive  repugnance  on 
both  sides.  It  is  very  doubtful  whether  Judy 
knows  how  to  laugh.  She  has  so  rarely  seen  the 
thing  done,  that  the  probabilities  are  strong  the 
other  way.  Of  anything  like  a  youthful  laugh, 
she  certainly  can  have  no  conception.  If  she 
were  to  try  one,  she  would  find  her  teeth  in  her 
way  ;  modelling  that  action  of  her  face,  as  she 
has  unconsciously  modelled  all  its  other  expres- 
sions, on  her  pattern  of  sordid  age.  Such  is 
Judy. 

And  her  twin  brother  couldn't  wind  up  a  top 
for  his  life.  He  knows  no  more  of  Jack  the 
Giant  Killer,  or  of  Sinbad  the  Sailor,  than  he 
knows  of  the  people  in  the  stars.  He  could  as 
soon  play  at  leap-frog,  or  at  cricket,  as  change 
into  a  cricket  or  a  frog  himself.  But,  he  is  so 
much  the  better  off  than  his  sister,  that  on  his 
narrow  world  of  fact  an  opening  has  dawned, 


into  such  broader  regions  as  lie  within  the  ken 
of  Mr.  Guppy.  Hence,  his  admiration  and  his 
emulation  of  that  shining  enchanter. 

Judy,  with  a  gong-like  clash  and  clatter,  sets 
one  of  the  sheet-iron  tea-trays  on  the  table,  and 
arranges  cups  and  saucers.  The  bread  she  puts 
on  in  an  iron  basket ;  and  the  butter  (and  not 
much  of  it)  in  a  small  pewter  plate.  Grand- 
father Smallweed  looks  hard  after  the  tea  as  it 
is  served  out,  and  asks  Judy  where  the  girl  is  ? 

"  Charley,  do  you  mean  ?  "  says  Judy. 

"  Hey  ?  "  from  Grandfather  Smallweed. 

"  Charley,  do  you  mean  ?  " 

This  touches  a  spring  in  Grandmother  Small- 
weed,  who,  chuckling,  as  usual,  at  the  trivets, 
cries — "Over  the  water  !  Charley  over  the  water, 
Charley  over  the  water,  over  the  water  to  Charley, 
Charley  over  the  water,  over  the  water  to 
Charley  ! "  and  becomes  quite  energetic  about 
it.  Grandfather  looks  at  the  cushion,  but  has 
not  sufficiently  recovered  his  late  exertion. 

"  Ha  !  "  he  says,  when  there  is  silence — ''  if 
that's  her  name.  She  eats  a  deal.  It  would  be 
better  to  allow  her  for  her  keep." 

Judy,  with  her  brother's  wink,  shakes  her 
head,  and  purses  up  her  mouth  into  No,  without 
saying  it. 

"  No  ?  "  returns  the  old  man.    "  Why  not  ?  " 

"  She'd  want  sixpence  a-day,  and  we  can  do 
it  for  less,"  says  Judy. 

"Sure?" 

Judy  answers  with  a  nod  of  deepest  meaning, 
and  calls,  as  she  scrapes  the  butter  on  the  loaf 
with  every  precaution  against  waste,  and  cuts  it 
into  slices,  "You  Charley,  where  are  you?" 
Timidly  obedient  to  the  summons,  a  little  girl 
in  a  rough  apron  and  a  large  bonnet,  with  her 
hands  covered  with  soap  and  water,  and  a 
scrubbing  brush  in  one  of  them,  appears,  and 
curtseys. 

"  What  work  are  you  about  now  ?  "  says  Judy, 
making  an  ancient  snap  at  her,  like  a  very  sharp 
old  beldame. 

"  I'm  a  cleaning  the  up-stairs  back  room, 
miss,"  replies  Charley. 

"  Mind  you  do  it  thoroughly,  and  don't  loiter. 
Shirking  won't  do  for  me.  Make  haste  !  Go 
along ! "  cries  Judy,  with  a  stamp  upon  the 
ground.  "  You  girls  are  more  trouble  than  you're 
worth,  by  half," 

On  this  severe  matron,  as  she  returns  to  her 
task  of  scraping  the  butter  and  cutting  the  bread, 
falls  the  shadow  of  her  brother,  looking  in  at 
the  window.  For  whom,  knife  and  loaf  in  hand, 
she  opens  the  street  door. 

"  Ay,  ay,  Bart !  "  says  Grandfather  Smallweed. 
"  Here  you  are,  hey  ?  " 
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"  Here  I  am,"  says  Bart. 

"  Been  along  with  your  friend  again,  Bart  ?  " 

Small  nods. 

"  Dining  at  his  expense.  Bart  ?  " 

Small  nods  again. 

"  That's  right.  Live  at  his  expense  as  much 
as  you  can,  and  take  warning  by  his  foolish  ex- 
ample. That's  the  use  of  such  a  friend.  The 
only  use  you  can  put  him  to,"  says  the  venerable 
sage. 

His  grandson,  without  receiving  this  good 
counsel  as  dutifully  as  he  might,  honours  it 
with  all  such  acceptance  as  may  lie  in  a  slight 
wink  and  a  nod,  and  takes  a  chair  at  the  tea- 
table.  The  four  old  faces  then  hover  over  tea- 
cups, like  a  company  of  ghastly  cherubim  ;  !Mrs. 
Smallweed  perpetually  twitching  her  head  and 
chattering  at  the  trivets,  and  ]\Ir.  Smallweed  re- 
quiring to  be  repeatedly  shaken  up  like  a  large 
black  draught. 

"  Yes,  yes,"  says  the  good  old  gentleman,  re- 
verting to  his  lesson  of  wisdom,  "That's  such 
advice  as  your  father  would  have  given  you, 
Bart.  You  never  saw  your  father.  Mora's  the 
jMty.  He  was  my  true  son."  AVhether  it  is  in- 
tended to  be  conveyed  that  he  was  particularly 
])leasant  to  look  at,  on  that  account,  does  not 
appear. 

"  He  was  my  true  son,"  repeats  the  old  gen- 
tleman, folding  his  bread  and  butter  on  his 
knee ;  "  a  good  accountant,  and  died  fifteen 
years  ago." 

Mrs.  Smallweed,  following  her  usual  instinct, 
breaks  out  with  "  Fifteen  hundred  pound.  Fif- 
teen hundred  pound  in  a  black  box,  fifteen  hun- 
dred pound  locked  up,  fifteen  hundred  pound 
put  away  and  hid  !  "  Her  worthy  husband, 
setting  aside  his  bread  and  butter,  immediately 
discharges  the  cushion  at  her,  crushes  her  against 
the  side  of  her  chair,  and  falls  back  in  his  own, 
overpowered.  His  appearance,  after  visiting 
INIrs.  Smallweed  with  one  of  these  admonitions, 
is  particularly  impressive  and  not  wholly  pre- 
l)ossessing ;  firstly,  because  the  exertion  gene- 
rally twists  his  black  skull  cap  over  one  eye  and 
gives  him  an  air  of  goblin  rakishness  ;  secondly, 
because  he  mutters  violent  imprecations  against 
Mrs.  Smallweed;  and  thirdly,  because  the  con- 
trast between  those  powerful  expressions  and  his 
powerless  figure  is  suggestive  of  a  baleful  old 
malignant,  who  would  be  very  wicked  if  he 
could.  All  this,  however,  is  so  common  in  the 
Smallweed  family  circle,  that  it  produces  no 
impression.  The  old  gentleman  is  merely 
shaken,  and  has  his  internal  feathers  beaten 
up ;  the  cushion  is  restored  to  its  usual  place 
beside  him ;  and  the  old  lady,  perhaps  with  her 


cap  adjusted,  and  perhaps  not.  is  planted  in  her 
chair  again,  ready  to  be  bowled  down  like  a 
ninepin. 

Some  time  elapses,  in  the  present  instance, 
before  the  old  gentleman  is  sufticiently  cool  to 
resume  his  discourse ;  and  even  then  he  mixes 
it  up  with  several  edifying  expletives  addressed 
to  the  unconscious  partner  of  his  bosom,  who 
holds  communication  with  nothing  on  earth  but 
the  trivets.     As  thus  : 

"  If  your  father,  Bart,  had  lived  longer,  he 
might  have  been  worth  a  deal  of  money — you 
brimstone  chatterer  ! — but  just  as  he  was  be- 
ginning to  build  up  the  house  that  he  had  been 
making  *the  foundations  for,  through  man\-  a 
year — you  jade  of  a  magpie,  jackdaw,  and  poll- 
parrot,  what  do  you  mean  ! — he  took  ill  and 
died  of  a  low  fever,  always  being  a  sparing  and 
a  spare  man,  full  of  business  care — I  should 
like  to  throw  a  cat  at  you  instead  of  a  cushion, 
and  I  will  too  if  you  make  such  a  confounded 
fool  of  yourself  ! — and  your  mother,  who  was  a 
prudent  woman  as  Axy  as  a  chip,  just  dwindled 
away  like  touchwood  after  you  and  Judy  were 
bom — You  are  an  old  pig.  You  are  a  brim- 
stone pig.     You're  a  head  of  swine  !  " 

Judy,  not  interested  in  what  she  has  often 
heard,  begins  to  collect  in  a  basin  various  tribu- 
tary streams  of  tea,  from  the  bottom  of  cups 
and  saucers  and  from  the  bottom  of  the  teapot, 
for  the  little  charwoman's  evening  meal.  In  like 
manner  she  gets  together,  in  the  iron  bread- 
basket, as  many  outside  fragments  and  worn- 
down  heels  of  loaves  as  the  rigid  economy  of 
the  house  has  left  in  existence, 

"But  your  father  and  me  were  partners, 
Bart,"  says  the  old  gentleman  ;  "  and  when  I 
am  gone,  you  and  Judy  will  have  all  there  is. 
It's  rare  for  you  both,  that  you  went  out  early 
in  life — Judy  to  the  flower  business,  and  you  to 
the  law.  You  won't  want  to  spend  it.  You'll 
get  your  living  without  it,  and  put  more  to  it, 
\\'hen  I  am  gone,  Judy  will  go  back  to  the 
flower  business,  and  you'll  still  stick  to  the 
law," 

One  might  infer,  from  Judy's  appearance,  that 
her  business  rather  lay  with  the  thorns  than  the 
flowers ;  but,  she  has,  in  her  time,  been  ap- 
])renticed  to  the  art  and  mysteiy  of  artificial 
flower-making,  A  close  observer  might  perhaps 
detect  both  in  her  eye  and  her  brother's,  when 
their  venerable  grandsire  anticipates  his  being 
gone,  some  little  impatience  to  know  when  he 
may  be  going,  and  some  resentful  opinion  that 
it  is  time  he  went. 

"  Now,  if  everybody  has  done,"  sa\'s  Jud)-, 
completing  her  preparations,  "  I'll  have  that  girl 
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in  to  her  tea.  She  would  never  leave  off,  if  she 
took  it  by  herself  in  the  kitchen." 

Charley  is  accordingly  introduced,  and,  under 
a  lieavy  fire  of  eyes,  sits  down  to  her  basin  and 
a  Druidical  ruin  of  bread  and  butter.  In  the 
active  superintendence  of  this  young  person, 
Judy  Smalhveed  appears  to  attain  a  perfectly 
geological  age,  and  to  date  from  the  remotest 
periods.  Her  systematic  manner  of  ilying  at 
her  and  pouncing  on  her,  with  or  without  pre- 
tence, whether  or  no,  is  wonderful  ;  evincing  an 
nccomplishment  in  the  art  of  girl-driving,  seldom 
reached  by  the  oldest  practitioners. 

"  Now,  don't  stare  about  you  all  the  after- 
noon," cries  Judy,  shaking  her  head  and  stamp- 
ing her  foot  as  she  happens  to  catch  the  glance 
•which  has  been  previously  sounding  the  basin  of 
tea,  "  but  take  your  victuals  and  get  back  to 
your  work." 

"  Yes,  miss,"  says  Charley. 

"  Don't  say  yes,"  returns  IMiss  Smalhveed, 
•'  for  I  know  what  you  girls  are.  Do  it  without 
saying  it,  and  then  I  may  begin  to  believe  you." 

Charley  swallows  a  great  gulp  of  tea  in  token 
■of  submission,  and  so  disperses  the  Druidical 
ruins  that  Miss  Smalhveed  charges  her  not  to 
gormandise,  which,  "  in  you  girls,"  she  observes, 
is  disgusting.  Charley  might  find  some  more 
difilculty  in  meeting  her  views  on  the  general 
subject  of  girls,  but  for  a  knock  at  the 
door. 

"  See  who  it  is,  and  don't  chew  when  you 
open  it !  "  cries  Judy. 

The  object  of  her  attentions  withdrawing  for 
the  purpose.  Miss  Smalhveed  takes  that  oppor- 
tunity of  jumbling  the  remainder  of  the  bread 
and  butter  together,  and  launching  two  or  three 
dirty  tea-cups  into  the  ebb-tide  of  the  basin  of 
tea ;  as  a  hint  that  she  considers  the  eating  and 
drinking  terminated. 

"  Now  !  Who  is  it,  and  what's  wanted  ?  " 
says  the  snappish  Judy. 

It  is  one  "  Mr.  George,"  it  appears.  Without 
■other  announcement  or  ceremony,  Mr.  George 
walks  in. 

"  Whew  !  "  says  Mr.  George.  "  You  are  hot 
here.  Always  a  fire,  eh  ?  Well !  Perhaps  you 
do  right  to  get  used  to  one."  Mr.  George  makes 
the  latter  remark  to  himself,  as  he  nods  to 
Grandfather  Smalhveed. 

"Ho  !  It's  you  !  "  cries  the  old  gentleman. 
"Howdedo?     Howdedo?" 

"  Middling,"  replies  Mr.  George,  taking  a 
chair.  "  Your  grand-daughter  I  have  had  the 
honour  of  seeing  before ;  my  service  to  you, 
Bliss." 

"This   is   my  grandson,"    says    Grandfather 


Smalhveed.     "  You  ha'n't  seen  him  before.    He 
is  in  the  law,  and  not  much  at  home." 

"  My  service  to  him,  too  !  He  is  like  his 
sister.  He  is  very  like  his  sister.  He  is  devihsh 
like  his  sister,"  says  Mr.  George,  laying  a  great 
and  not  altogether  complimentary  stress  on  his 
last  adjective. 

"  And  how  does  the  world  use  you,  Mr. 
George?"  Grandfather  Smalhveed  inquires, 
slowly  rubbing  his  legs. 

"  Pretty  much  as  usual.     Like  a  football." 

He  is  a  swarthy  browned  man  of  fifty  ;  well 
made,  and  good-looking;  Avith  crisp  dark  hair, 
bright  eyes,  and  a  broad  chest.  His  sinewy  and 
powerful  hands,  as  sunburnt  as  his  face,  have 
evidently  been  used  to  a  pretty  rough  life. 
What  is  curious  about  him  is,  that  he  sits  for- 
ward on  his  chair  as  if  he  were,  from  long  habit, 
allowing  space  for  some  dress  or  accoutrements 
that  he  has  altogether  laid  aside.  His  step  too 
is  measured  and  heavy,  and  would  go  well  with 
a  weighty  clash  and  jingle  of  spurs.  He  is  close- 
shaved  now,  but  his  mouth  is  set  as  if  his  upper 
lip  had  been  for  years  familiar  with  a  great 
moustache ;  and  his  manner  of  occasionally 
laying  the  open  palm  of  his  broad  brown  hand 
upon  it,  is  to  the  same  eftect.  Altogether,  one 
might  guess  Mr.  George  to  have  been  a  trooper 
once  upon  a  time. 

A  special  contrast  Mr.  George  makes  to  the 
Smalhveed  family.  Trooper  was  never  yet 
billeted  upon  a  household  more  unlike  him.  It 
is  a  broadsword  to  an  oyster-knife.  His  deve- 
loped figure,  and  their  stunted  forms  ;  his  large 
manner,  filling  any  amount  of  room,  and  their 
little  narrow  pinched  ways ;  his  sounding  voice, 
and  their  sharp  spare  tones;  are  in  the  strongest 
and  the  strangest  opposition.  As  he  sits  in  the 
middle  of  the  grim  parlour,  leaning  a  little 
forward,  with  his  hands  upon  his  thighs  and  his 
elbows  squared,  he  looks  as  though,  if  he  re- 
mained there  long,  he  would  absorb  into  himself 
the  whole  family  and  the  whole  four-roomed 
house,  extra  little  back-kitchen  and  all. 

"  Do  you  rub  your  legs  to  rub  life  into  'em  ?" 
he  asks  of  Grandfather  Smalhveed,  after  looking 
round  the  room. 

"  Why,  it's  partly  a  habit,  Mr.  George,  and — 
yes — it  partly  helps  the  circulation,"  he  replies. 

"The  cir-cu-la-tion  !"  repeats  Mr.  George, 
folding  his  arms  upon  his  chest,  and  seeming  to 
become  two  sizes  larger.  "  Not  much  of  that,  I 
should  think." 

"  Truly  I'm  old,  Mr.  George,"  says  Grand- 
father Smalhveed.  "  But  I  can  carry  my  years. 
I'm  older  than  her,''  nodding  at  his  wife,  "  and 
see  what  she  is ! — You're  a  brimstone  chatterer  ! " 
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with    a     sudden    revival     of     his     late    hosti- 
lity. 

"  Unlucky  old  soul!"  says  Mr.  George,  turning 
his  head  in  that  direction.  "  Don't  scold  the 
old  lady.  Look  at  her  here,  with  her  poor  cap 
half  off  her  head,  and  her  poor  chair  all  in  a 
muddle.  Hold  up,  ma'am.  That's  better.  There 
we  are  !  Think  of  your  mother,  Mr.  Smallweed," 
says  Mr.  George,  coming  back  to  his  seat  from 
assisting  her,  "  if  your  wife  an't  enough." 


"  I  suppose  you  were  an  excellent  son,  Mr. 
George,"  the  old  man  hints,  with  a  leer. 

The  colour  of  Mr.  George's  face  rather  deepens, 
as  he  replies  :  "  Why  no.     I  wasn't." 

"  I  am  astonished  at  it." 

"  So  am  I.  I  ought  to  have  been  a  good  son, 
and  I  think  I  meant  to  have  been  one.  But  I 
Avasn't,  I  was  a  thundering  bad  son,  that's  the 
long  and  the  short  of  it,  and  never  was  a  credit 
to  anybody." 


"THIiRE   SHE   is!"   CRIES  Ju. 


"  Surprising  !"  cries  the  old  man. 

"  However,"  Mr.  George  resumes,  "  the  less 
said  about  it  the  better  now.  Come !  You 
know  the  agreement.  Always  a  pipe  out  of  the 
two  months'  interest !  (Bosh  !  it's  all  correct. 
You  needn't  be  afraid  to  order  the  pijie.  Here's 
the  new  bill,  and  here's  the  two  months'  interest- 
money,  and  a  devil-and-all  of  a  scrape  it  is  to 
get  it  together  in  my  business)." 

Mr.  George  sits,  with  his  arms  folded,  con- 
suming the  family  and  the  parlour,  while  Grand- 
father Smallweed  is  assisted  by  Judy  to  two 
Bleak  House,  ii. 


black  leathern  cases  out  of  a  locked  bureau  ; 
in  one  of  which  he  secures  the  document  he  has 
just  received,  and  from  the  other  takes  another 
similar  document  which  he  hands  to  Mr.  George, 
who  twists  it  up  for  a  pipe-light.  As  the  old 
man  inspects,  through  his  glasses,  every  up- 
stroke and  down-stroke  of  both  documents, 
before  he  releases  them  from  their  leathern 
prison ;  and  as  he  counts  the  money  three  times 
over,  and  requires  Judy  to  say  every  word  she 
utters  at  least  twice,  and  is  as  tremulously  slow 
of  speech  and  action  as  it  is  possible  to  be  ;  this 
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business  is  a  long  time  in  progress.  When  it  is 
quite  concluded,  and  not  before,  he  disengages 
his  ravenous  eyes  and  fingers  from  it,  and  answers 
Mr.  George's  last  remark  by  saying,  "  Afraid  to 
order  the  pipe?  We  are  not  so  mercenary  as 
that,  sir.  Judy,  see  directly  to  the  pipe  and 
the  glass  of  cold  brandy  and  water  for  Mr. 
George." 

The  sportive  twins,  who  have  been  looking 
straight  before  them  all  this  time,  except  when 
they  have  been  engrossed  by  the  black  leathern 
cases,  retire  together,  generally  disdainful  of  the 
visitor,  but  leaving  him  to  the  old  man,  as  two 
young  cubs  might  leave  a  traveller  to  the  parental 
bear. 

"And  there  you  sit,  I  suppose,  all  the  day 
long,  eh  ?"  says  Mr.  George,  with  folded  arms. 

"Just  so,  just  so,"  the  old  man  nods. 

"  And  don't  you  occupy  yourself  at  all  ?" 

"  I  watch  the  fire — and  the  boiling  and  the 
roasting — " 

"  When  there  is  any,"  says  Mr.  George  with 
great  expression. 

"  Just  so.     When  there  is  any." 

"  Don't  you  read,  or  get  read  to  ?" 

The  old  man  shakes  his  head  with  sharp  sly 
triumph.  "  No,  no.  We  have  never  been 
readers  in  our  family.  It  don't  pay.  Stuff 
Idleness.     Folly.     No,  no !" 

"There's  not  much  to  choose  between  your 
two  states,"  says  the  visitor,  in  a  key  too  low  for 
the  old  man's  dull-hearing,  as  he  looks  from  him 
to  the  old  woman  and  back  again.  "  I  say!"  in 
a  louder  voice. 

"  I  hear  you." 

"  You'll  sell  me  up  at  last,  I  suppose,  when  I 
am  a  day  in  arrear." 

"  My  dear  friend  !  "  cries  Grandfather  Small- 
weed,  stretching  out  both  hands  to  embrace 
him.  "  Never  !  Never,  my  dear  friend  !  But 
my  friend  in  the  city  that  I  got  to  lend  you  the 
money — he  might ! " 

"O  !  you  can't  answer  for  hmi?"  says  Mr. 
George ;  finishing  the  inquiry,  in  his  lower  key, 
with  the  v.'ords  "  you  lying  old  rascal  !  " 

"  My  dear  friend,  he  is  not  to  be  depended 
on.  I  wouldn't  trust  him.  He  will  have  his 
bond,  my  dear  friend." 

"  Devil  doubt  him,"  says  Mr.  George.  Charley 
appearing  with  a  tray,  on  which  are  the  pipe,  a 
small  paper  of  tobacco,  and  the  brandy  and 
water,  he  asks  her,  "  How  do  you  come  here  ! 
you  haven't  got  the  family  face." 

"  I  goes  out  to  work,  sir,"  returns  Charley. 

The  trooper  (if  trooper  he  be  or  have  been) 
takes  her  bonnet  off,  with  a  light  touch  for  so 
strong  a  hand,  and  pats  her  on  the  head.     "  You 


give  the  house  almost  a  wholesome  look.  It 
wants  a  bit  of  youth  as  much  as  it  wants  fresh 
air."  Then  he  dismisses  her,  lights  his  pipe, 
and  drinks  to  Mr.  Smallweed's  friend  in  the  city 
— the  one  solitary  flight  of  that  esteemed  old 
gentleman's  imagination. 

"So  you  think  he  might  be  hard  upon  me, 
eh  ?" 

"  I  think  he  might — I  am  afraid  he  would.  I 
have  known  him  do  it,"  says  Grandfather  Small- 
weed,  incautiously,  "  twenty  times." 

Incautiously,  because  his  stricken  better-half, 
who  has  been  dozing  over  the  fire  for  some 
time,  is  instantly  aroused  and  jabbers,  "  Twenty 
thousand  pounds,  twenty  twenty-pound  notes  in 
a  money  box,  twenty  guineas,  twenty  million 
twenty  per  cent,  twenty — "  and  is  then  cut  short 
by  the  fl)  ing  cushion,  which  the  visitor,  to  whom 
this  singular  experiment  appears  to  be  a  novelty, 
snatches  from  her  face  as  it  crushes  her  in  the 
usual  manner. 

"  You're  a  brimstone  idiot.  You're  a  scorpion 
— a  brimstone  scorpion  !  You're  a  sweltering 
toad.  You're  a  chattering  clattering  broomstick 
witch,  that  ought  to  be  burnt ! "  gasps  the  old 
man,  prostrate  in  his  chair.  "  My  dear  friend- 
will  you  shake  me  up  a  little?" 

Mr.  George,  who  has  been  looking  first  at  one 
of  them  and  then  at  the  other,  as  if  he  were 
demented,  takes  his  venerable  acquaintance  by 
the  throat  on  receiving  this  request,  and  dragging 
him  upright  in  his  chair  as  easil)^  as  if  he  were  a 
doll,  appears  in  two  minds  whether  or  no  to 
shake  all  future  power  of  cushioning  out  of  him, 
and  shake  him  into  his  grave.  Resisting  the 
temptation,  but  agitating  him  violently  enough 
to  make  his  head  roll  like  a  harlequin's,  he  puts 
him  smartly  down  in  his  chair  again,  and  adjusts 
his  skull-cap  with  such  a  rub,  that  the  old  man 
winks  with  both  eyes  for  a  minute  afterwards. 

"  O  Lord  ! "  gasps  Mr.  Smallweed.  "  That'll 
do.  Thank  you,  my  dear  friend,  that'll  do.  O 
dear  me,  I'm  out  of  breath.  O  Lord  !  "  And 
Mr.  Smallweed  says  it,  not  without  evident 
apprehensions  of  his  dear  friend,  who  still  stands 
over  him  looming  larger  than  ever. 

The  alarming  presence,  however,  gradually 
subsides  into  its  chair,  and  falls  to  smoking  in 
long  puffs ;  consoling  itself  with  the  philo- 
sophical reflection,  "  The  name  of  your  friend  in 
the  city  begins  with  a  D,  comrade,  and  you're 
about  right  respecting  the  bond." 

"  Did  you  speak,  Mr.  George  ?  "  inquires  the 
old  man. 

The  trooper  shakes  his  head;  and  leaning 
forward  with  his  right  elbow  on  his  right  knee 
and  his  pipe  supported  in  that  hand,  while  his 
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other  hand,  resting  on  his  left  leg,  squares  his 
left  elbow  in  a  martial  manner,  continues  to 
smoke.  Meanwhile  he  looks  at  Mr.  Smallweed 
with  grave  attention,  and  now  and  then  fans  the 
cloud  of  smoke  away,  in  order  that  he  may  see 
him  the  more  clearly, 

"  I  take  it,"  he  says,  making  just  as  much  and 
as  little  change  in  his  position  as  will  enable 
him  to  reach  the  glass  to  his  lips,  with  a  round, 
full  action,  "  that  I  am  the  only  man  ahve  (or 
dead  either),  that  gets  the  value  of  a  pipe  out  of 
youV 

"  Well  !  "  returns  the  old  man,  "  it's  true  that 
I  don't  see  company,  Mr.  George,  and  that  I 
don't  treat.  I  can't  afford  to  it.  But  as  )ou, 
in  your  pleasant  way,  made  your  pipe  a  con- 
dition  -" 

"  Why,  it's  not  for  the  value  of  it ;  that's  no 
great  thing.  It  was  a  fancy  to  get  it  out  of  you. 
To  have  something  in  for  my  money." 

"  Ha  !  you're  prudent,  prudent,  sir  ! "  cries 
Grandfather  Smallweed,  rubbing  his  legs. 

"  Very.  I  always  was."'  Puff,  "  It's  a  sure 
sign  of  my  prudence,  that  I  ever  found  the  way 
here."  Puff.  "Also  that  I  am  what  I  am." 
Puff.  "  I  am  well  known  to  be  prudent,"  says 
Mr.  George,  composedly  smoking.  "  I  rose  in 
life,  that  way." 

"  Don't  be  down-hearted,  sir.  You  may  rise 
yet." 

Mr.  George  laughs  and  drinks. 

"  Ha'n't  you  no  relations,  now,"  asks  Grand- 
father Smallweed,  with  a  twinkle  in  his  eyes, 
"  who  would  pay  off  this  little  principal,  or  who 
would  lend  you  a  good  name  or  two  that  I  could 
persuade  my  friend  in  the  city  to  make  you  a 
further  advance  upon  ?  Two  good  names  would 
be  sufficient  for  my  friend  in  the  city.  Ha'n't 
you  no  such  relations,  Mr.  George?" 

Mr.  George,  still  composedly  smoking,  replies, 
"  If  I  had,  1  shouldn't  trouble  them,  I  have  been 
trouble  enough  to  my  belongings  in  my  day.  It 
may  be  a  very  good  sort  of  penitence  in  a  vaga- 
bond, who  has  wasted  the  best  time  of  his  life, 
to  go  back  then  to  decent  people  that  he  never 
was  a  credit  to,  and  live  upon  them ;  but  it's 
not  my  sort.  The  best  kind  of  amends  then, 
for  having  gone  away,  is  to  keep  away,  in  my 
opinion." 

"But  natural  affection,  Mr.  George,"  hints 
Grandfather  Smallweed. 

"  For  two  good  names,  hey?"  says  Mr.  George, 
shaking  his  head,  and  still  composedly  smoking. 
"  No.     That's  not  my  sort,  either." 

Grandfather  Smallweed  has  been  gradually 
sliding  down  in  his  chair  since  his  last  adjust- 
ment, and  is  now  a  bundle  of  clothes,  with  a 


voice  in  it  calling  for  Judy.  That  Houri  appear- 
ing, shakes  him  up  in  the  usual  manner,  and  is 
charged  by  the  old  gentleman  to  remain  near 
him.  For  he  seems  chary  of  putting  his  visitor 
to  the  trouble  of  repeating  his  late  attentions. 

"  Ha !"  he  observes,  when  he  is  in  trim  again. 
"  If  you  could  have  traced  out  the  Captain,  Mr. 
George,  it  would  have  been  the  making  of  you. 
If,  when  you  first  came  here,  in  consequence  of 
our  advertisements  in  the  newspapers — when  I 
say  '  our,'  I'm  alluding  to  the  advertisements  of 
my  friend  in  the  city,  and  one  or  two  others  who 
embark  their  capital  in  the  same  way,  and  are  so 
friendly  towards  me  as  sometimes  to  give  me  a 
lift  with  my  little  pittance — if,  at  that  time,  you 
could  have  helped  us,  Mr.  George,  it  would  have 
been  the  making  of  you." 

"  I  was  willing  enough  to  be  '  made,'  as  you 
call  it,"  says  Mr.  George,  smoking  not  quite  so 
placidly  as  before,  for  since  the  entrance  of  Judy 
he  has  been  in  some  measure  disturbed  by  a 
fascination,  not  of  the  admiring  kind,  which 
obliges  him  to  look  at  her  as  she  stands  by  her 
grandfather's  chair ;  "  but,  on  the  whole,  I  am 
glad  I  wasn't  now." 

"Why,  Mr.  George?  In  the  name  of — of 
Brimstone,  why  ?  "  says  Grandfather  Smallweed, 
with  a  plain  appearance  of  exasperation.  (Brim- 
stone apparently  suggested  by  his  eye  lighting 
on  Mrs.  Smallweed  in  her  slumber.) 

"  For  two  reasons,  comrade." 

"  And  v/hat  two  reasons,  Mr.  George  ?  In  the 
name  of  the " 

"  Of  our  friend  in  the  city  ? "  suggests  Mr. 
George,  composedly  drinking. 

"  Ay,  if  you  like.     What  two  reasons  ?  " 

"  In  the  first  place,"  returns  Mr.  George  ;  but 
still  looking  at  Judy,  as  if,  she  being  so  old  and 
so  like  her  grandfather,  it  is  indifterent  which  of 
the  two  he  addresses  ;  "you  gentlemen  took  me 
in.  You  advertised  that  Mr.  Hawdon  (Captain 
Hawdon,  if  you  hold  to  the  saying.  Once  a  cap- 
tain always  a  captain)  was  to  hear  of  something 
to  his  advantage." 

"Well?"  returns  the  old  man,  shrilly  and 
sharply. 

"  Well ! "  says  Mr.  George,  smoking  on.  "  It 
wouldn't  have  been  much  to  his  advantage  to 
have  been  clapped  into  prison  by  the  whole  bill 
and  judgment  trade  of  London." 

"  How  do  you  know  that  ?  Some  of  his  rich 
relations  might  have  paid  his  debts,  or  com- 
pounded for  'em.  Besides,  he  had  taken  us  in. 
He  owed  us  immense  sums,  all  round.  I  would 
sooner  have  strangled  him  than  had  no  return. 
If  I  sit  here  thinking  of  him,"  snarls  the  old 
man,  holding  up  his  impotent  ten  fingers,  "  I 
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want  to  strangle  him  now."  And  in  a  sudden 
access  of  fury,  he  throws  the  cushion  at  the  un- 
offending Mrs.  Smallweed,  but  it  passes  harm- 
lessly on  one  side  of  her  chair. 

"  I  don't  need  to  be  told,"  returns  the  trooper, 
taking  his  pipe  from  his  lips  for  a  moment,  and 
carrying  his  eyes  back  from  following  the  pro- 
gress of  the  cushion,  to  the  pipe-bowl  which  is 
burning  low,  "  that  he  carried  on  heavily  and 
went  to  ruin.  I  have  been  at  his  right  hand 
many  a  day,  when  he  was  charging  upon  ruin 
full-gallop.  I  was  Avith  him,  Avhen  he  was  sick 
and  well,  rich  and  poor.  I  laid  this  hand  upon 
him,  after  he  had  run  through  everything  and 
broken  down  everything  beneath  him— when  he 
held  a  pistol  to  his  head." 

"  I  wish  he  had  let  it  off !  "  says  the  benevo- 
lent old  man,  "  and  blown  his  head  into  as  many 
pieces  as  he  owed  pounds  ! " 

"  That  would  have  been  a  smash  indeed,"  re- 
turns the  trooper  coolly ;  "anyway,  he  had  been 
young,  hopeful,  and  handsome  in  the  days  gone 
by ;  and  I  am  glad  I  never  found  him,  when  he 
was  neither,  to  lead  to  a  result  so  much  to  his 
advantage.     That's  reason  number  one." 

"  I  hope  number  two's  as  good  ?  "  snarls  the 
old  man. 

"  Why,  no.  It's  more  of  a  selfish  reason.  If 
I  had  found  him,  I  must  have  gone  to  the  other 
world  to  look.     He  was  there." 

"  How  do  you  know  he  was  there  ?" 

"  He  wasn't  here." 

"  How  do  you  know  he  wasn't  here  ?  " 

"  Don't  lose  your  temper  as  well  as  your 
money,"  says  Mr.  George,  calmly  knocking  the 
ashes  out  of  his  pipe.  "  He  was  drowned  long 
before.  I  am  convinced  of  it.  He  went  over 
a  ship's  side.  Whether  intentionally  or  acci- 
dentally, I  don't  know.  Perhaps  your  friend  in 
the  city  does, — Do  you  know  what  that  tune  is, 
Mr.  Smallweed  ?"  he  adds,  after  breaking  off  to 
whistle  one,  accompanied  on  the  table  with  the 
empty  pipe. 

"Tune!"  replies  the  old  man.  "No.  We 
never  have  tunes  here." 

"  That's  the  Dead  March  in  Saul.  They  bury 
soldiers  to  it ;  so  it's  the  natural  end  of  the  sub- 
ject. Now,  if  your  pretty  grand-daughter — excuse 
me,  miss — will  condescend  to  take  care  of  this 
pipe  for  two  months,  we  shall  save  the  cost  of 
one  next  time.   Good  evening,  Mr.  Smallweed  ! " 

"  My  dear  friend  !  "  The  old  man  gives  him 
both  his  hands. 

"  So  you  think  your  friend  in  the  city  will  be 
hard  upon  me,  if  I  fail  in  a  payment  ? "  says 
the  trooper,  looking  down  upon  him  like  a 
giant. 


"  My  dear  friend,  I  am  afraid  he  will,"  returns 
the  old  man,  looking  up  at  him  like  a  pigmy. 

Mr.  George  laughs  ;  and  with  a  glance  at  Mr. 
Smallweed,  and  a  parting  salutation  to  the  scorn- 
ful Judy,  strides  out  of  the  parlour,  clashing 
imaginary  sabres  and  other  metallic  appurte- 
nances as  he  goes. 

"  You're  a  damned  rogue,"  says  the  old  gen- 
tleman, making  a  hideous  grimace  at  the  door 
as  he  shuts  it.  "  But  I'll  lime  you,  you  dog,  I'll 
lime  you  ! " 

After  this  amiable  remark,  his  spirit  soars  into 
those  enchanting  regions  of  reflection  which  its 
education  and  pursuits  have  opened  to  it ;  and 
again  he  and  Mrs.  Smallweed  while  away  the  rosy 
hours,  two  unrelieved  sentinels  forgotten  as  afore- 
said by  the  Black  Serjeant. 

While  the  twain  are  faithful  to  their  post,  Mr. 
George  strides  through  the  streets  with  a  massive 
kind  of  swagger  and  a  grave-enough  face.  It  is 
eight  o'clock  now,  and  the  day  is  fast  drawing  in. 
He  stops  hard  by  Waterloo  Bridge,  and  reads  a 
playbill ;  decides  to  go  to  Astley's  Theatre. 
Being  there,  is  much  delighted  with  the  horses 
and  the  feats  of  strength ;  looks  at  the  weapons 
Avith  a  critical  eye ;  disapproves  of  the  combats, 
as  giving  evidences  of  unskilful  swordsmanship  ; 
but  is  touched  home  by  the  sentiments.  In  the 
last  scene,  when  the  Emperor  of  Tartary  gets  up 
into  a  cart  and  condescends  to  bless  the  united 
lovers  by  hovering  over  them  with  the  Union- 
Jack,  his  eyelashes  are  moistened  with  emotion. 

The  theatre  over,  Mr.  George  comes  across 
the  water  again,  and  makes  his  way  to  that 
curious  region  lying  about  the  Haymarket  and 
Leicester  Square,  which  is  a  centre  of  attrac- 
tion to  indifferent  foreign  hotels  and  indifferent 
foreigners,  racket -courts,  fighting -men,  swords- 
men, footguards,  old  china,  gaming-houses,  exhi- 
bitions, and  a  large  medley  of  shabbiness  and 
shrinking  out  of  sight.  Penetrating  to  the  heart 
of  this  region,  he  arrives,  by  a  court  and  a  long 
whitewashed  passage,  at  a  great  brick  building, 
composed  of  bare  walls,  floors,  roof-rafters,  and 
skylights  ;  on  the  front  of  which,  if  it  can  be  said 
to  have  any  front,  is  painted  George's  Shooting 
Gallery,  &c. 

Into  George's  Shooting  Gallery,  &c.,  he  goes ; 
and  in  it  there  are  gaslights  (partly  turned  off 
now),  and  two  whitened  targets  lor  rifle-shooting, 
and  archery  accommodation,  and  fencing  ap- 
pliances, and  all  necessaries  for  the  British  art 
of  boxing.  None  of  these  sports  or  exercises 
are  being  pursued  in  George's  Shooting  Gallery 
to-night ;  which  is  so  devoid  of  company,  that  a 
little  grotesque  man,  with  a  large  head,  has  it  all 
to  himself,  and  lies  asleep  upon  the  floor. 


PHILS  MARKS. 


The  little  man  is  dressed  something  Hke  a 
gunsmith,  in  a  green  baize  apron  and  cap ;  and 
his  face  and  hands  are  dirty  with  gunpowder, 
and  begrimed  with  the  loading  of  guns.  As  he 
lies  in  the  light,  before  a  glaring  white  target, 
the  black  upon  him  shines  again.  Not  far  off, 
is  the  strong,  rough,  primitive  table,  with  a  vice 
upon  it,  at  which  he  has  been  working.  He 
is  a  little  man  with  a  face  all  crushed  together, 
who  appears,  from  a  certain  blue  and  speckled 
appearance  that  one  of  his  cheeks  presents,  to 
have  been  blown  up,  in  the  way  of  business,  at 
some  odd  time  or  times. 

"  Phil  ! "  says  the  trooper,  in  a  quiet  voice. 

''  All  right !"  cries  Phil,  scrambling  to  his  feet. 

"Anything  been  doing  !" 

"  Flat  as  ever  so  much  swipes,"  says  Phil. 
"  Five  dozen  rifle  and  a  dozen  pistol.  As  to 
aim  !"  Phil  gives  a  howl  at  the  recollection. 

"  Shut  up  shop,  Phil !  " 

As  Phil  moves  about  to  execute  this  order,  it 
appears  that  he  is  lame,  though  able  to  move 
very  quickly.  On  the  speckled  side  of  his  face 
he  has  no  eyebrow,  and  on  the  other  side  he 
has  a  bushy  black  one,  which  want  of  uniformity 
gives  him  a  very  singular  and  rather  sinister  ap- 
pearance. Everything  seems  to  have  happened 
to  his  hands  that  could  possibly  take  place,  con- 
sistently with  the  retention  of  all  the  fingers ; 
for  they  are  notched,  and  seamed,  and  crumpled 
all  over.  He  appears  to  be  very  strong,  and 
lifts  heavy  benches  about  as  if  he  had  no  idea 
what  weight  was.  He  has  a  curious  way  of 
limping  round  the  gallery  with  his  shoulder 
against  the  wall,  and  tacking  off  at  objects  he 
wants  to  lay  hold  of,  instead  of  going  straight 
to  them,  which  has  left  a  smear  all  round  the 
four  walls,  conventionally  called  "  Phil's  mark." 

This  custodian  of  George's  Gallery  in  George's 
absence  concludes  his  proceedings,  when  he  has 
locked  the  great  doors,  and  turned  out  all  the 
lights  but  one,  which  he  leaves  to  glimmer,  by 
dragging  out  from  a  wooden  cabin  in  a  corner 
two  mattresses  and  bedding.  These  being 
drawn  to  opposite  ends  of  the  gallery,  the 
trooper  makes  his  own  bed,  and  Phil  makes  his. 

"  Phil ! "  says  the  master,  walking  towards 
him  without  his  coat  and  waistcoat,  and  looking 
more  soldierly  than  ever  in  his  braces.  "  You 
were  found  in  a  doorway,  weren't  you?" 

"  Gutter,"  says  Phil.  "  Watchman  tumbled 
over  me." 

"  Then,  vagabondising  came  natural  to  you, 
from  the  beginning." 

"  As  nat'ral  as  possible,"  says  Phil. 

"Good  night  !" 

"  Good  night,  guv'ner." 


Phil  cannot  even  go  straight  to  bed,  but  finds 
it  necessary  to  shoulder  round  two  sides  of  the 
gallery,  and  then  tack  oft"  at  his  mattress.  .  The 
trooper,  after  taking  a  turn  or  two  in  the  rifie- 
distance,  and  looking  up  at  the  moon  now 
shining  through  the  skylights,  strides  to  his  own 
mattress  by  a  shorter  route,  and  goes  to  bed 
too. 


CHAPTER  XXH. 


JIR.   BUCKET. 


"!XS=^' 


LLEGORY  looks  pretty  cool  in  Lin- 
coln's Inn  Fields,  though  the  even- 
ing is  hot ;  for  both  Mr.  Tulking- 
horn's  windows  are  wide  open,  and 
the  room  is  lofty,  gusty,  and  gloomy. 
These  may  not  be  desirable  charac- 
^  teristics  when  November  comes  with 

^^  fog  and  sleet,  or  January  with  ice  and 
snow ;  but  they  have  their  merits  in  the  sultry 
long  vacation  weather.  They  enable  Allegory, 
though  it  has  cheeks  like  peaches,  and  knees 
like  bunches  of  blossoms,  and  rosy  swellings  for 
calves  to  its  legs  and  muscles  to  its  arms,  to 
look  tolerably  cool  to-night. 

Plenty  of  dust  comes  in  at  Mr.  Tulkinghorns 
windows,  and  plenty  more  has  generated  among 
his  furniture  and  papers.  It  lies  thick  every- 
where. When  a  breeze  from  the  country  that 
has  lost  its  way,  takes  fright,  and  makes  a  blind 
hurry  to  rush  out  again,  it  flings  as  much  dust 
in  the  eyes  of  Allegory  as  the  law — or  Mr. 
Tulkinghorn,  one  of  its  trustiest  representatives 
— may  scatter,  on  occasion,  in  the  eyes  ot  the 
laity. 

Jn  his  lowering  magazine  of  dust,  the  universal 
article  into  which  his  papers  and  himself,  and 
all  his  clients,  and  all  things  of  earth,  animate 
and  inanimate,  are  resolving,  Mr.  Tulkinghorn 
.sits  at  one  of  the  open  windows,  enjoying  a 
bottle  of  old  port.  Though  a  hard-grained  man, 
close,  dry,  and  silent,  he  can  enjoy  old  wine 
with  the  best.  He  has  a  priceless  binn  of  port 
in  some  artful  cellar  under  the  Fields,  which  is 
one  of  his  many  secrets.  When  he  dines  alone 
in  chambers,  as  he  has  dined  to-day,  and  has 
his  bit  of  fish  and  his  steak  or  chicken  brought 
in  from  the  coff'ee-house,  he  descends  with  a 
candle  to  the  echoing  regions  below  the  deserted 
mansion,  and,  heralded  by  a  remote  reverbera- 
tion of  thundering  doors,  comes  gravely  back, 
encircled  by  an  earthy  atmosphere,  and  carrying 
a  bottle  from  which  he  pours  a  radiant  nectar, 
two  score  and  ten  years  old,  that  blushes  in  the 
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glass  to  find  itself  so  famous,  and  fills  the  whole 
room  with  the  fragrance  of  southern  grapes. 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  sitting  in  the  twilight  by 
the  open  window,  enjoys  his  wine.  As  if  it 
whispered  to  him  of  its  fifty  years  of  silence  and 
seclusion,  it  shuts  him  up  the  closer.  More  im- 
penetrable than  ever,  he  sits,  and  drinks,  and 
mellows,  as  it  were,  in  secrecy  ;  pondering,  at 
that  twilight  hour,  on  all  the  my&teries  he  kno\\s, 
associated  \vith  darkening  woods  in  the  country, 
and  vast  blank  shut-up  houses  in  town;  and 
perhaps  sparing  a  thought  or  two  for  himself, 
an4  his  family  history,  and  his  money,  and  his 
will — all  a  mystery  to  every  one — and  that  one 
bachelor  friend  of  his,  a  man  of  the  same  mould, 
and  a  lawyer  too,  who  lived  the  same  kind  of 
life  until  he  was  seventy-five  years  old,  and  then, 
suddenly  conceiving  (as  it  is  supposed)  an  im- 
pression that  it  was  too  monotonous,  gave  his 
gold  watch  to  his  hair-dresser  one  summer  even- 
ing, and  walked  leisurely  home  to  the  Temple, 
and  hanged  himself. 

But  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  is  not  alone  to-night,  to 
ponder  at  his  usual  length.  Seated  at  the  same 
table,  though  with  his  chair  modestly  and  un- 
comfortably drawn  a  little  way  from  it,  sits  a 
bald,  mild,  shining  man,  who  coughs  respectfully 
behind  his  hand  when  the  lawyer  bids  him  fill 
his  glass. 

"  Now,  Snagsby,"  says  Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  "  to 
go  over  this  odd  story  again." 

"  If  you  ])lease,  sir." 

"You  told  me  when  you  were  so  good  as  to 
step  round  here,  last  night " 

"  For  which  I  must  ask  you  to  excuse  me  if 
it  was  a  liberty,  sir ;  but  I  remember  that  you 
had  taken  a  sort  of  an  interest  in  that  person, 
and  I  thought  it  possible  that  you  might- — just 
— wish — to " 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn  is  not  the  man  to  help  him 
to  any  conclusion,  or  to  admit  anything  as  to 
any  possibility  concerning  himself.  So  Mr. 
Snagsby  trails  off  into  saying,  with  an  awkward 
cough,  "  I  must  ask  you  to  excuse  the  liberty, 
sir,  I  am  sure." 

"  Not  at  all,"  says  Mr.  Tulkinghorn.  "  You 
told  me,  Snagsby,  that  you  put  on  your  hat  and 
came  round  without  mentioning  your  intention 
to  your  wife.  That  was  prudent,  I  think,  be- 
cause it's  not  a  matter  of  such  importance  that 
it  requires  to  be  mentioned." 

"  Well,  sir,"  returns  Mr.  Snagsby,  "  you  see 
my  little  woman  is — not  to  put  too  fine  a  point 
upon  it — inquisitive.  She's  inquisitive.  Poor 
little  thing,  she's  liable  to  spasms,  and  it's  good 
for  her  to  have  her  mind  employed.  In  conse- 
quence of  which,  she  employs  it— I  should  say 


upon  every  individual  thing  she  can  lay  hold  of, 
whether  it  concerns  her  or  not — especially  not. 
My  little  woman  has  a  very  active  mind,  sir." 

Mr.  Snagsby  drinks,  and  murmurs  with  an 
admiring  cough  behind  his  hand,  '•  Dear  me, 
very  fine  wine  indeed  !" 

"  Therefore  you  kept  your  visit  to  yourself, 
last  night?"  says  Mr.  Tulkinghorn.  "And  to- 
night, too  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir,  and  to-night  too.  My  little  woman 
is  at  present  in — not  to  put  too  fine  a  point  on 
it — in  a  pious  state,  or  in  what  she  considers 
such,  and  attends  the  Evening  Exertions  (which 
is  the  name  they  go  by)  of  a  reverend  party  of 
the  name  of  Chadband.  He  has  a  great  deal  of 
eloquence  at  his  command  undoubtedly,  but  I 
am  not  quite  favourable  to  his  style  myself. 
That's  neither  here  nor  there.  My  little  woman 
being  engaged  in  that  way,  made  it  easier  for 
me  to  step  round  in  a  quiet  manner." 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn  assents.  "  Fill  your  glass, 
Snagsby." 

"  Thank  you,  sir,  I  am  sure,"  returns  the 
stationer,  with  his  cough  of  deference.  "  This 
is  wonderfully  fine  wine,  sir  ! " 

"  It  is  a  rare  wine  now,"  says  Mr.  Tulking- 
horn.    "  It  is  fifty  years  old." 

"  Is  it  indeed,  sir  ?  But  I  am  not  surprised 
to  hear  it,  I  am  sure.  It  might  be — any  age 
almost,"  After  rendering  this  general  tribute  to 
the  port,  Mr.  Snagsby  in  his  modesty  coughs  an 
apology  behind  his  hand  for  drinking  anything 
so  precious. 

"  Will  you  run  over,  once  again,  what  the  boy 
said  ?  "  asks  Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  putting  his  hands 
into  the  pockets  of  his  rusty  smallclothes,  and 
leaning  quietly  back  in  his  chair. 

"  With  pleasure,  sir." 

Then,  with  fidelity,  though  with  some  prolixity, 
the  law-stationer  repeats  Jo's  statement  made  to 
the  assembled  guests  at  his  house.  On  coming 
to  the  end  of  his  narrative,  he  gives  a  great 
start,  and  breaks  off  with — "  Dear  me,  sir,  1 
wasn't  aware  there  was  any  other  gentleman 
present ! " 

Mr.  Snagsby  is  dismayed  to  see,  standing 
with  an  attentive  face  between  himself  and  the 
lawyer,  at  a  little  distance  from  the  table,  a  per- 
son with  a  hat  and  stick  in  his  hand  who  was 
not  there  when  he  himself  came  in,  and  has  not 
since  entered  by  the  door  or  by  either  of  the 
windows.  There  is  a  press  in  the  room,  but  its 
hinges  have  not  creaked,  nor  has  a  step  been 
audible  upon  the  floor.  Yet  this  third  person 
stands  there,  with  his  attentive  face,  and  his  hat 
and  stick  in  his  hands,  and  his  hands  behind 
him,  a  composed  and  quiet  listener.     He  is  a 
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stoutly-built,  steady-looking,  sharp-eyed  man  in 
black,  of  about  the  middle  age.  Except  that  he 
looks  at  Mr.  Snagsby  as  if  he  were  going  to  take 
his  portrait,  there  is  nothing  remarkable  about 
him  at  first  sight  but  his  ghostly  manner  of  ap- 
pearing. 

"  Don't  mind  this  gentleman,"  says  Mr.  Tul- 
kinghorn,  in  his  quiet  way.  "  This  is  only  Mr. 
Bucket." 

"  O  indeed,  sir  ? "  returns  the  stationer,  ex- 
pressing by  a  cough  that  he  is  quite  in  the  dark 
as  to  who  Mr.  Bucket  may  be. 

"  I  wanted  him  to  hear  this  story,"  says  the 
lawyer,  "because  I  have  half  a  mind  (for  a 
reason)  to  know  more  of  it,  and  he  is  very  in- 
telligent in  such  things.  What  do  you  say  to 
this,  Bucket  ?  " 

"  It's  very  plain,  sir.  Since  our  people  have 
moved  this  boy  on,  and  he's  not  to  be  found  on 
his  old  la}^  if  Mr.  Snagsby  don't  object  to  go 
down  with  me  to  Tom-all-Alone's  and  point  him 
out,  we  can  have  him  here  in  less  than  a  couple 
of  hours'  time.  I  can  do  it  without  Mr.  Snagsby, 
of  course;  but  this  is  the  shortest  way." 

*•'  Mr.  Bucket  is  a  detective  officer,  Snagsby," 
says  the  lawyer  in  explanation. 

"  Is  he  indeed,  sir  ?  "  says  Mr.  Snagsby,  with 
a  strong  tendency  in  his  clump  of  hair  to  stand 
■on  end. 

"And  if  you  have  no  real  objection  to  accom- 
pany Mr.  Bucket  to  the  place  in  question," 
pursues  the  lawyer,  "  I  shall  feel  obliged  to  you 
if  you  will  do  so." 

In  a  moment's  hesitation  i)n  the  part  of 
Mr.  Snagsby,  Bucket  dips  down  to  the  bottom 
of  his  mind. 

"  Don't  you  be  afraid  of  hurting  the  boy,"  he 
says.  "  You  won't  do  that.  It's  all  right  as  far 
as  the  boy's  concerned.  We  shall  only  bring 
him  here  to  ask  him  a  question  or  so  I  want  to 
put  to  him,  and  he'll  be  paid  for  his  trouble,  and 
sent  away  again.  It'll  be  a  good  job  for  him. 
I  promise  you,  as  a  man,  that  you  shall  see  the 
boy  sent  away  all  right.  Don't  you  be  afraid  of 
hurting  him ;  you  an't  going  to  do  that." 

"  Very  well,  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  ! "  cries  Mr. 
Snagsby  cheerfully,  and  reassured,  "  since  that's 
the  case " 

"  Yes !  and  lookee  here,  Mr.  Snagsby,"  re- 
sumes Bucket,  taking  him  aside  by  the  arm, 
tapping  him  fimiiliarly  on  the  breast,'and  speak- 
ing in  a  confidential  tone,  "  You're  a  man  of 
the  world,  you  know,  and  a  man  of  business, 
and  a  man  of  sense.     That's  wXyoXyou  are." 

"  I  am  sure  I  am  much  obliged  to  you  for 
your  good  opinion,"  returns  the  stationer,  with 
his  cough  of  modesty,  "  but " 


"  That's  what  you  are,  you  know,"  says  Bucket. 
"  Now,  it  an't  necessary  to  say  to  a  man  like 
you,  engaged  in  your  business,  which  is  a  busi- 
ness of  trust  and  re(iuires  a  person  to  be  wide 
awake  and  have  his  senses  about  him,  and  his 
head  screwed  on  tight  (I  had  an  uncle  in  your 
business  once) — it  an't  necessary  to  say  to  a 
man  like  you,  that  it's  the  best  and  wisest  way 
to  keep  little  matters  like  this  quiet.  Don't  you 
see  ?     Quiet ! " 

"  Certainly,  certainly,"  returns  the  stationer. 

"  I  don't  mind  telling  jiw/,"  says  Bucket,  with 
an  engaging  appearance  of  frankness,  "  that,  as 
far  as  I  can  understand  it,  there  seems  to  be  a 
doubt  whether  this  dead  person  wasn't  entitled 
to  a  little  property,  and  whether  this  female 
hasn't  been  up  to  some  games  respecting  that 
property,  don't  you  see  ?  " 

"  O  !""  says  Mr.  Snagsby,  but  not  appearing 
to  see  quite  distinctly. 

"  Now,  what  jw/-  want,"  pursues  Bucket,  again 
tapping  Mr.  Snagsby  on  the  breast  in  a  comfort- 
able and  soothing  manner,  "  is,  that  every  person 
should  have  their  rights  according  to  justice. 
That's  what  yoic  want." 

"To  be  sure,"  returns  Mr.  Snagsby  witli  a 
nod. 

"  On  account  of  which,  and  at  the  same  time 
to  oblige  a— do  you  call  it,  in  your  business, 
customer  or  client?  1  forget  how  my  uncle 
used  to  call  it." 

"  V\^hy,  I  generally  say  customer  myself,"' 
replies  Mr.  Snagsby. 

"  You're  right !  "  returns  Mr.  Bucket,  shaking 
hands  with  him  quite  affectionately, — "  on  ac- 
count of  which,  and  at  the  same  time  to  oblige 
a  real  good  customer,  you  mean  to  go  down 
with  me,  in  confidence,  to  Tom-all-Alone's,  and 
to  keep  the  whole  thing  quiet  ever  afterwards 
and  never  mention  it  to  any  one.  That's  about 
your  intentions,  if  I  understand  you." 

"You  are  right,  sir.  You  are  right,"  says 
Mr.  Snagsby. 

"  Then  here's  your  hat,"  returns  his  new 
friend,  quite  as  intimate  with  it  as  if  he  had 
made  it ;  "  and  if  you're  read}-,  I  am." 

They  leave  Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  without  a  ruffle 
on  the  surface  of  his  unfathomable  depths, 
drinking  his  old  wine,  and  go  down  into  the 
streets. 

"  You  don't  happen  to  know  a  very  good  sort 
of  person  of  the  name  of  Gridley,  do  you  ?  "  says 
Bucket,  in  friendly  converse  as  they  descend  the 
stairs. 

"  No,"  says  Mr.  Snagsby,  considering,  "  I 
don't  know  anybody  of  that  name.     Why  ?  " 

"  Nothing  particular,"   says    Bucket ;  "  only, 
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having  allowed  his  temper  to  get  a  little  the 
better  of  him,  and  having  been  threatening 
some  respectable  people,  he  is  keeping  out  of 
the  way  of  a  warrant  I  have  got  against  him — ■ 
which  it's  a  pity  that  a  man  of  sense  should 
do." 

As  they  walk  along,  Mr.  Snagsby  observes, 
as  a  novelty,  that,  however  quick  their  pace 
may  be,  his  companion  still  seems  in  some 
undefinable  manner  to  lurk  and  lounge ;  also, 
that  whenever  he  is  going  to  turn  to  the  right 
or  left,  he  pretends  to  have  a  fixed  purpose  in 
his  mind  of  going  straight  ahead,  and  wheels  off, 
sharply,  at  the  very  last  moment.  Now  and 
then,  when  they  pass  a  police  constable  on  his 
beat,  Mr.  Snagsby  notices  that  both  the  con- 
stable and  his  guide  fall  into  a  deep  abstraction 
as  they  come  towards  each  other,  and  appear 
entirely  to  overlook  each  other,  and  to  gaze 
into  space.  In  a  few  instances,  Mr.  Bucket, 
coming  behind  some  undersized  young  man  with 
a  shining  hat  on,  and  his  sleek  hair  twisted  into 
one  flat  curl  on  each  side  of  his  head,  almost 
without  glancing  at  him  touches  him  with  his 
stick ;  upon  which  the  young  man,  looking 
round,  instantly  evaporates.  For  the  most  part 
Mr.  Bucket  notices  things  in  general,  with  a 
face  as  unchanging  as  the  great  mourning  ring  on 
his  little  finger,  or  the  brooch,  composed  of  not 
much  diamond  and  a  good  deal  of  setting,  which 
he  wears  in  his  shirt. 

When  they  came  at  last  to  Tom-all-Alone's, 
]\Ir.  Bucket  stops  for  a  moment  at  the  corner, 
and  takes  a  lighted  bull's-eye  from  the  constable 
on  duty  there,  who  then  accompanies  him  with 
his  own  particular  bull's-eye  at  his  waist.  Be- 
tween his  two  conductors,  Mr.  Snagsby  passes 
along  the  middle  of  a  villainous  street,  un- 
drained,  unventilated,  deep  in  black  mud  and 
corrupt  water — though  the  roads  are  dry  else- 
where— and  reeking  with  such  smells  and  sights 
that  he,  who  has  lived  in  London  all  his  life, 
can  scarce  believe  his  senses.  Branching  from 
this  street  and  its  heaps  of  ruins,  are  other  streets 
and  courts  so  infamous  that  Mr.  Snagsby  sickens 
in  body  and  mind,  and  feels  as  if  he  were  going, 
every  moment  deeper  down,  into  the  infernal 
gulf. 

"Draw  off  a  bit  here,  Mr.  Snagsby,"  says 
Bucket,  as  a  kind  of  shabby  palanquin  is  borne 
towards  them,  surrounded  by  a  noisy  crowd. 
"  Here's  the  fever  coming  up  the  street !  " 

As  the  unseen  wretch  goes  by,  the  crowd, 
leaving  that  object  of  attraction,  hovers  round 
the  three  visitors,  like  a  dream  of  horrible  faces, 
and  fades  away  up  alleys  and  into  ruins,  and 
behind  walls;  and  with  occasional    cries   and 


shrill  whistles  of  warning,  thenceforth  flits  about 
them  until  they  leave  the  place. 

"Are  those  the  fever-houses.  Darby?"  Mr. 
Bucket  coolly  asks,  as  he  turns  his  bull's-eye  on 
a  line  of  stinking  ruins. 

Darby  replies  that  "  all  them  are,"  and  further 
that  in  all,  for  months  and  months,  the  people 
"  have  been  down  by  dozens."  and  have  been 
carried  out,  dead  and  dying  "  like  sheep  with 
the  rot."  Bucket  observing  to  Mr.  Snagsby  as 
they  go  on  again,  that  he  looks  a  little  poorly, 
Mr.  Snagsby  answers  that  he  feels  as  if  he 
couldn't  breathe  the  dreadful  air. 

There  is  inquiry  made,  at  various  houses,  for 
a  boy  named  Jo.  As  few  people  are  known  in 
Tom-all-Alone's  by  any  Christian  sign,  there  is 
much  reference  to  Mr.  Snagsby  whether  he 
means  Carrots,  or  the  Colonel,  or  Gallows,  or 
Young  Chisel,  or  Terrier  Tip,  or  Lanky,  or  the 
Brick.  Mr.  Snagsby  describes  over  and  over 
again.  There  are  conflicting  opinions  respecting 
the  original  of  his  picture.  Some  think  it  must 
be  Carrots  ;  some  say  the  Brick.  The  Colonel 
is  produced,  but  is  not  at  all  near  the  thing. 
Whenever  Mr.  Snagsby  and  his  conductors  are 
stationary,  the  crowd  flows  round,  and  from  it.s 
squalid  depths  obsequious  advice  heaves  up  to 
Mr.  Bucket.  Whenever  they  move,  and  the 
angry  bull's-eyes  glare,  it  fades  away,  and  flits 
about  them  up  the  alleys,  and  in  the  ruins,  and 
behind  the  walls,  as  before. 

At  last  there  is  a  lair  found  out  where 
Toughy,  or  the  Tough  Subject,  lays  him  down 
at  night ;  and  it  is  thought  that  the  Tough 
Subject  may  be  Jo.  Comparison  of  notes 
between  Mr.  Snagsby  and  the  proprietress  of 
the  house — a  drunken  face  tied  up  in  a  black 
bundle,  and  flaring  out  of  a  heap  of  rags  on  the 
floor  of  a  dog-hutch  which  is  her  private  apart- 
ment— leads  to  the  establishment  of  this  con- 
clusion. Toughy  has  gone  to  the  Doctor's  to 
get  a  bottle  of  stuff  for  a  sick  woman,  but  will 
be  here  anon. 

"  And  who  have  we  got  here  to-night?  "  says 
Mr.  Bucket,  opening  another  door  and  glaring 
in  with  his  bull's-eye.  "  Two  drunken  men, 
eh  ?  And  two  Avomen  ?  The  men  are  sound 
enough,"  turning  back  each  sleeper's  arm  from 
his  face  to  look  at  him.  "  Are  these  your  good 
men,  my  dears?" 

"  Yes,  sir,"  returns  one  of  the  women.  "  They 
are  our  husbands." 

"  Brickmakers,  eh  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  What  are  you  doing  here  ?  You  don't 
belong  to  London." 

"  No,  sir.     We  belong  to  Hertfordshire." 
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"  Whereabouts  in  Hertfordshire?  " 

"  Saint  Albans." 

"  Come  up  on  the  tramp  ?  " 

"  We  walked  up  yesterday.  There's  no  work 
down  with  us  at  present,  but  we  have  done  no 
good  by  coming  here,  and  shall  do  none,  I 
expect." 

"That's  not  the  way  to  do  much  good,"  says 
Mr.  Bucket,  turning  his  head  in  the  direction  of 
the  unconscious  figures  on  the  ground. 

"  It  an't  indeed,"  replies  the  woman  with 
a  sigh.  "  Jenny  and  me  knows  it  full 
well." 


The  room,  though  two  or  three  feet  higher 
than  the  door,  is  so  low  that  the  head  of  the 
tallest  of  the  visitors  would  touch  the  blackened 
ceiling  if  he  stood  upright.  It  is  offensive  to 
every  sense  ;  even  the  gross  candle  burns  pale 
and  sickly  in  the  polluted  air.  There  are  a 
couple  of  benches,  and  a  higher  bench  by  way 
of  table.  The  men  lie  asleep  where  they  stum- 
bled down,  but  the  women  sit  by  the  candle. 
Lying  in  the  arms  of  the  woman  who  has 
spoken,  is  a  very  young  child. 

"  Why,  what  age  do  you  call  that  little 
creature  ?  "  says  Bucket.     "  It  looks  as  if  it  was 


"  O,     VOU    KIIJICL  l.dli.S    Cim.lJ  I    '    L>li.>h,.;\  KiJ    MK-..    J  Kl,l,\  Li  \  ,     Willi     A\     Ai.-IXu    il.li    .\l.., 
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born  yesterday."  He  is  not  at  all  rough  about 
it ;  and  as  he  turns  his  light  gently  on  the  infant, 
Mr.  Snagsby  is  strangely  reminded  of  another 
infant,  encircled  with  light,  that  he  has  seen  in 
pictures. 

'•  He  is  not  three  weeks  old  yet,  sir,"  says  the 
woman. 

"  Is  he  your  child  ?" 

"  Mine." 

The  other  woman,  who  was  bending  over  it 
when  they  came  in,  stoops  down  again,  and 
kisses  it  as  it  lies  asleep. 


"  You  seem  as  fond  of  it  as  it  you  were  the 
mother  yourself,"  says  I\Ir.  Bucket. 

"  I  was  the  mother  of  one  like  it,  master,  and 
it  died." 

"  Ah  Jenny,  Jenny  ! "  says  the  other  woman 
to  her  ;  "  better  so.  Much  better  to  think  of 
dead  than  alive,  Jenny  !     Much  better  !  " 

"  Why,  you  an't  such  an  unnatural  woman,  I 
hope,"  returns  Bucket,  sternly,  "  as  to  wish 
your  own  child  dead  ?  " 

"  God  knows  you  are  right,  master,"  she 
returns.     "  I  am  not.     I'd  stand  between  it  and 
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death,  with  my  own  life  if  I  could,  as  true  as 
any  pretty  lady." 

"Tlicn  don't  talk  in  that  wrong  manner," 
says  Mr.  Bucket,  mollified  again.  "  Why  do 
you  do  it  ?  " 

"  It's  brought  into  my  head,  master,"  returns 
the  woman,  her  eyes  tilling  with  tears,  "  when  I 
look  ilown  at  the  child  lying  so.  If  it  was 
never  to  wake  no  more,  you'd  think  me  mad, 
I  should  take  on  so.  I  know  that  very  well.  1 
was  with  Jenny  when  she  lost  hers — warn't  I, 
Jenny  ? — and  I  know  how  she  grieved.  But 
look  aroimd  you,  at  this  place.  Look  at  them ;  " 
glancing  at  the  slee|)ers  on  the  ground.  ''  Look 
at  the  boy  you're  waiting  for,  who's  gone  out  to 
do  me  a  good  turn.  Think  of  the  children  that 
your  business  lays  with  often  and  often,  and 
that  you  see  grow  up  !  " 

"Well,  well,''  says  Mr.  Bucket,  "you  train 
him  respectable,  and  he'll  be  a  comfort  to  you, 
and  look  after  you  in  your  old  age,  you  know." 

"  I  mean  to  try  hard,"  she  answers,  wiping 
her  eyes.  "  But  I  have  been  a  thinking,  being 
over-tired  to-night,  and  not  well  with  the  ague, 
of  all  the  many  things  that'll  come  in  his  w'ay. 
My  master  will  be  against  it,  and  he'll  be  beat, 
and  see  me  beat,  and  made  to  fear  his  home, 
and  perhaps  to  stray  wild.  If  I  work  for  him 
ever  so  much,  and  ever  so  hard,  there's  no  one 
to  help  me  ;  and  if  he  should  be  turned  bad, 
'spite  of  all  I  could  do,  and  the  time  should 
come  when  I  should  sit  by  him  in  his  sleep, 
made  hard  and  changed,  an't  it  likely  I  should 
think  of  him  as  he  lies  in  my  lap  now,  and  wish 
he  had  died  as  Jenny's  child  died  !  " 

"There,  there  !^'  says  Jenny.  "Liz,  you're 
tired  and  ill.     Let  me  take  him." 

In  doing  so.  she  disjjlaces  the  mother's 
dress,  but  quickly  readjusts  it  over  the  wounded 
and  bruised  bosom  where  the  baby  has  been 
lying. 

"  It's  my  dead  child,"  says  Jenny,  walking  up 
and  down  as  she  nurses,  "  that  makes  me  love 
this  child  so  dear,  and  it's  my  dead  child  that 
makes  her  love  it  so  dear  too,  as  even  to  think 
of  its  being  taken  away  from  her  now.  While 
she  thinks  that,  /  think  what  fortune  would  I 
give  to  have  my  darling  back.  But  we  mean 
the  same  thing,  if  we  knew  how  to  say  it,  us 
two  mothers  does  in  our  poor  hearts  !  " 

As  Mr.  Snagsby  blows  his  nose,  and  coughs 
his  cough  of  sympathy,  a  step  is  heard  without. 
Mr.  Bucket  throws  his  light  into  the  doorway, 
and  says  to  Mr.  Snagsby,  "Now,  what  do  you 
say  to  Toughy  ?     Will  he  do  ?  " 

"That's  Jo,"  says  Mr.  Snagsby. 

Jo  stands  amazed  in  the  disc  of  light,  like  a 


ragged  figure  in  a  magic  lanthorn,  trembling  to 
think  that  he  has  oftended  against  the  law  in 
not  having  moved  on  far  enough.  Mr.  Snagsby, 
however,  giving  him  the  consolatory  assurance, 
"  It's  only  a  job  you  will  be  paid  for,  Jo,"  he 
recovers  ;  and,  on  being  taken  outside  by  Mr. 
Bucket  for  a  little  ])rivate  confabulation,  tells 
his  tale  satisfactorily,  though  out  of  breath. 

"  I  have  squared  it  with  the  lad,"  says  Mr. 
Bucket,  returning,  "and  it's  all  right.  Now, 
Mr.  Snagsby,  we're  ready  for  you." 

First,  Jo  has  to  complete  his  errand  of  good- 
nature by  handing  over  the  physic  he  has  been 
to  get,  which  he  delivers  with  the  laconic  verbal 
direction  that  "  it's  to  be  took  all  d'rectly."  Se- 
condly, Mr.  Snagsby  has  to  lay  upon  the  table  half- 
a-crown,his  usual  panacea  for  an  immense  variety 
of  afflictions.  Tliirdly,  Mr.  Bucket  has  to  take 
Jo  by  the  arm  a  little  above  the  elbow  and  walk 
liim  on  before  him  :  without  which  observance, 
neither  the  Tough  Subject  nor  any  other  subject 
could  be  ])rofessionally  conducted  to  Lincoln's 
Inn  Fields.  These  arrangements  completed, 
they  give  the  women  good  night,  and  come  out 
once  more  into  black  and  foul  Tom-all-Alone's. 

By  the  noisome  ways  through  which  the}' 
descended  into  that  pit,  they  gradually  emerge 
from  it ;  the  crowd  flitting,  and  whistling,  and 
skulking  about  them,  until  they  come  to  the 
verge,  where  restoration  of  the  bull's-eyes  is 
made  to  Darby.  Here,  the  crowd  like,  a  con- 
course of  imprisoned  demons,  turns  back,  yell- 
ing, and  is  seen  no  more.  Through  the  clearer 
and  fresher  streets,  ne\er  so  clear  and  fresh  to 
Mr.  Snagsby's  mind  as  now,  they  walk  and  ride, 
until  they  come  to  Mr.  Tulkinghorn's  gate. 

As  they  ascend  the  dim  stairs  (Mr.  Tulking- 
horn's chambers  being  on  the  first  floor),  Mr. 
Bucket  mentions  that  he  has  the  key  of  the 
outer  door  in  his  pocket,  and  that  there  is  no 
need  to  ring.  For  a  man  so  expert  in  most 
things  of  that  kind.  Bucket  takes  time  to  open 
the  door,  and  makes  some  noise  too.  It  may 
be  that  he  sounds  a  note  of  preparation. 

Howbeit,  they  come  at  last  into  the  hall, 
where  a  lamp  is  burning,  and  so  into  Mr. 
Tulkinghorn's  usual  room — the  room  where  he 
drank  his  old  Avine  to-night.  He  is  not  there, 
but  his  two  old-fashioned  candlesticks  are  ;  and 
the  room  is  tolerably  light. 

Mr.  Bucket,  still  having  his  professional  hold 
of  Jo,  and  appearing  to  Mr.  Snagsby  to  possess 
an  unlimited  number  of  eyes,  makes  a  little  way 
into  this  room,  when  Jo  starts  and  stops. 

"'  What's  the  matter  ? "  says  Bucket  in  a 
whisper. 

"  There  she  is  !  "  cries  Jo. 
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'^Who!" 

"  The  lady  !  " 

A  female  figure,  closely  veiled,  stands  in  the 
middle  of  the  room,  where  the  light  falls  upon 
it.  It  is  quite  still,  and  silent.  The  front  of  the 
figure  is  towards  them,  but  it  takes  no  notice  of 
their  entrance,  and  remains  like  a  statue. 

"  Now,  tell  me,"  says  Bucket  aloud,  "  how  you 
know  that  to  be  the  lady." 

"  I  know  the  wale,"  replies  Jo,  staring,  "  and 
the  bonnet,  and  the  gownd." 

"  Be  quite  sure  of  what  you  say,  Tough," 
returns  Bucket,  narrowly  observant  of  him. 
"  Look  again." 

"  I  am  looking  as  hard  as  ever  I  can  look," 
says  Jo,  with  starting  eyes,  "  and  that  there's  the 
wale,  the  bonnet,  and  the  gownd." 

"  What  about  those  rings  you  told  me  of  ?  " 
asks  Bucket. 

"  A  sparkling  all  over  here,"  says  Jo,  rubbing 
the  fingers  of  his  left  hand  on  the  knuckles  of 
his  right,  without  taking  his  eyes  from  the  figure. 

The  figure  removes  the  right  hand  glove,  and 
shows  the  hand. 

"  Now,  what  do  you  say  to  that  ?"  asks 
Bucket. 

Jo  shakes  his  head.  "  Not  rings  a  bit  like 
them.     Not  a  hand  like  that." 

"What  are  you  talking  of?"  says  Bucket; 
evidently  pleased  though,  and  well  pleased  too. 

"  Hand  was  a  deal  whiter,  a  deal  delicater, 
and  a  deal  smaller,"  returns  Jo. 

"Why,  you'll  tell  me  I'm  my  own  mother 
next,"  says  Mr.  Bucket.  "  Do  you  recollect  the 
lady's  voice.?" 

"  I  think  I  does,"  says  Jo. 

The  figure  speaks.  "■  VVas  it  at  all  like  this  ? 
I  will  speak  as  long  as  you  like  if  you  are  not 
sure.    Was  it  this  voice,  or  at  all  like  this  voice  ?'' 

Jo  looks  aghast  at  Mr.  Bucket.     "  Not  a  bit ! " 

"Then,  wliat,"  retorts  that  worthy,  pointing 
to  the  figure,  "did  you  say  it  was  the  lady  for?" 

"  Cos,"  says  Jo,  with  a  perplexed  stare,  but 
without  being  at  all  shaken  in  his  certainty, 
•■  Cos  that  there's  the  wale,  tiie  bonnet,  and  the 
gownd.  It  is  her  and  it  an't  her.  It  an't  her 
hand,  nor  yet  her  rings,  nor  yet  her  woice.  But 
that  there's  the  wale,  the  bonnet,  and  the  gownd, 
and  they're  wore  the  same  way  wot  she  wore 
'em,  and  it's  her  height  what  she  was,  and  she 
giv  me  a  sov'ring  and  hooked  it." 

"Well!"  says  Mr.  Bucket,  slightly,  "we 
haven't  got  much  good  out  of  you.  But,  how- 
ever, here's  five  shillings  for  you.  Take  care 
how  you  spend  it,  and  don't  get  yourself  into 
trouble."  Bucket  stealthily  tells  the  coins  from 
one  hand  into  the  other  like  counters — which  is 


a  way  he  has,  his  principal  use  of  them  being  in 
these  games  of  skill — and  then  puts  them,  in  a 
little  pile,  into  the  boy's  hand,  and  takes  him 
out  to  the  door ;  leaving  Mr.  Snagsby,  not  by 
any  means  comfortable  under  these  mysterious 
circumstances,  alone  with  the  veiled  figure.  But, 
on  Mr.  Tulkinghorn's  coming  into  the  room, 
the  veil  is  raised,  and  a  sufficiently  good-looking 
Frenchwoman  is  revealed,  though  her  expres- 
sion is  something  of  the  intensest. 

"  Thank  you.  Mademoiselle  Hortense,"  says 
Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  with  his  usual  equanimity. 
"  I  will  give  you  no  further  trouble  about  this 
little  wager." 

"  You  will  do  me  the  kindness  to  remember, 
sir,  that  I  am  not  at  present  placed  ?"  says  Made- 
moiselle. 

"Certainly,  certainly  !" 

"  And  to  confer  upon  me  the  favour  of  your 
distinguished  recommendation  ?" 

"  By  all  means.  Mademoiselle  Hortense." 

"  A  word  from  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  is  so  power- 
ful."— "  It  shall  not  be  wanting.  Mademoiselle." 
— "  Receive  the  assurance  of  my  devoted  grati- 
tude, dear  sir." — "  Good  night."  Mademoiselle 
goes  out  with  an  air  of  native  gentility ;  and  Mr. 
Bucket,  to  whom  it  is,  on  an  emergency,  as 
natural  to  be  groom  of  the  ceremonies  as  it  is  to 
be  anything  else,  shows  her  down-stairs,  not  with- 
out gallantry. 

"Well,  Bucket  ?"  quoth  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  on 
his  return. 

"  It's  all  squared,  you  see,  as  I  squared  it 
myself,  sir.  There  an't  a  doubt  that  it  was  the 
other  one  with  this  one's  dress  on.  The  boy 
was  exact  respecting  colours  and  everything. 
Mr.  Snagsby,  I  promised  you  as  a  man  that  he 
should  be  sent  away  all  right.  Don't  say  it  wasn't 
done  !" 

"  You  have  kept  your  word,  sir,"  returns  the 
stationer ;  "  and  if  I  can  be  of  no  further  use, 
Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  I  think,  as  my  little  woman 
will  be  getting  anxious "' 

"  Thank  you,  Snagsby,  no  further  use,"'  says 
Mr.  Tulkinghorn.  "  I  am  quite  indebted  to  you 
for  the  trouble  you  have  taken  already." 

"  Not  at  all,  sir.     I  wish  you  good  night.'' 

"You  see,  Mr.  Snagsby,"'  says  Mr.  Bucket, 
accomi:)anying  him  to  the  door,  and  shaking 
hands  with  him  over  and  over  again,  "  what  I 
like  in  you  is,  that  you're  a  man  it's  of  no  use 
pumping  ;  that's  what  jw/  are.  When  you  know 
you  have  done  a  right  thing,  you  put  it  away, 
and  it's  done  with  and  gone,  and  there's  an  end 
of  it.     That's  what  you  do." 

"  That  is  certainly  what  I  endeavour  to  do, 
sir,"  returns  Mr.  Snagsby. 
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''  No,  you  don't  do  yourself  justice.  It  an't 
what  you  endeavour  to  do,"  says  Mr.  Bucket, 
shaking  hands  with  him  and  blessing  him  in  the 
tenderest  manner,  "  it's  what  you  do.  That's 
what  I  estimate  in  a  man  in  your  way  of  busi- 
ness." 

Mr.  Snagsby  makes  a  suitable  response  ;  and 
goes  homeward  so  confused  by  the  events  of 
the  evening,  that  he  is  doubtful  of  his  being 
awake  and  out — doubtful  of  the  reality  of  the 
streets  through  which  he  goes — doubtful  of  the 
reality  of  the  moon  that  shines  above  him.  He 
is  presently  reassured  on  these  subjects,  by  the 
unchallengeable  reality  of  Mrs.  Snagsby,  sitting 
up  with  her  head  in  a  perfect  beehive  of  curl- 
papers and  nightcap  :  who  has  despatched  Ous- 
ter to  the  police  station  with  official  intelligence 
of  her  husband's  being  made  away  with,  and 
who,  within  the  last  two  hours,  has  passed 
through  every  stage  of  swooning  with  the  greatest 
decorum.  But  as  the  little  woman  feelingly  says, 
many  thanks  she  gets  for  it ! 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

ESTHER'S      NARRATIVE. 

'E  came  home  from  Mr.  Boythorn's 
after  six  pleasant  weeks.  We  were 
often  in  the  park,  and  in  the  woods, 
and  seldom  passed  the  Lodge 
where  we  had  taken  shelter  with- 
out looking  in  to  speak  to  the 
p  keeper's  wife  ;  but  we  saw  no  more  of 
Lady  Dedlock,  except  at  church  on  Sun- 
days. There  was  company  at  Chesney  Wold ;' 
and  although  several  beautiful  faces  surrounded 
her,  her  face  retained  the  same  influence  on  me 
as  at  first.  I  do  not  (luite  know,  even  now, 
whether  it  was  painful  or  pleasurable;  whether 
it  drew  me  towards  her,  or  made  me  shrink  from 
her.  I  think  I  admired  her  with  a  kind  of  fear  ; 
and  I  know  that  in  her  presence  my  thoughts 
always  wandered  back,  as  they  had  done  at  first, 
to  that  old  time  of  my  life. 

I  had  a  fancy,  on  more  than  one  of  these 
Sundays,  that  what  this  lady  so  curiously  was  to 
me,  I  was  to  her — I  mean  that  I  disturbed  her 
thoughts  as  she  influenced  mine,  though  in 
some  different  way.  But  when  I  stole  a  glance 
at  her,  and  saw  her  so  composed  and  distant 
and  unapproachable,  I  felt  this  to  be  a  foolish 
weakness.  Indeed,  I  felt  the  whole  state  of  my 
mind  in  reference  to  her  to  be  weak  and  un- 
reasonable;  and  I  remonstrated  with  myself 
about  it  as  much  as  I  could. 


One  incident  that  occurred  before  we  quitted 
Mr.  l>oy thorn's  house,  I  had  better  mention  in 
this  ])lace. 

I  was  walking  in  the  garden  with  Ada,  when 
I  was  told  that  some  one  wished  to  see  me. 
Going  into  the  breakfast-room  where  this  person 
was  waiting,  I  found  it  to  be  the  French  maid 
who  had  cast  off  her  shoes  and  walked  through 
the  w^et  grass,  on  the  day  when  it  thundered  and 
lightened. 

"Mademoiselle,"  she  began,  looking  fixedly 
at  me  with  her  too-eager  eyes,  though  otherwise 
presenting  an  agreeable  appearance,  and  speak- 
ing with  neither  boldness  nor  servility,  "  I  have 
taken  a  great  liberty  in  coming  here,  but  you 
know  how  to  excuse  it,  being  so  amiable,  made- 
moiselle." 

"  No  excuse  is  necessary,"  I  returned,  "  if  you 
wish  to  speak  to  me." 

"  That  is  my  desire,  mademoiselle.  A  thou- 
sand thanks  for  the  permission.  I  have  your 
leave  to  speak.  Is  it  not  ?  "  she  said,  in  a  quick, 
natural  way. 

"  Certainly,"  said  I. 

"  Mademoiselle,  you  are  so  amiable  !  Listen 
then,  if  you  please.  I  have  left  my  Lady.  We 
could  not  agree.  My  Lady  is  so  high  ;  so  very 
high.  Pardon  !  Mademoiselle,  you  are  right !  " 
Her  quickness  anticipated  what  I  might  have 
said  presently,  but  as  yet  had  only  thought.  "  It 
is  not  for  me  to  come  here  to  complain  of  my 
Lady.  But  I  say  she  is  so  high,  so  very  high. 
I  will  say  not  a  word  more.  All  the  world 
knows  that." 

"  Go  on,  if  you  please,"  said  I. 

"  Assuredly  ;  mademoiselle,  I  am  thankful  for 
your  politeness.  Mademoiselle,  I  have  an  in- 
exy)ressible  desire  to  find  service  with  a  young 
lady  who  is  good,  accomplished,  beautiful.  You 
are  good,  accomplished,  and  beautiful  as  an 
angel.  Ah,  could  I  have  the  honour  of  being 
your  domestic  ! " 

"  I  am  sorry "  I  began. 

"Do  not  dismiss  me  so  soon,  mademoiselle!" 
she  said,  with  an  involuntary  contraction  of  her 
fine  black  eyebrows.  *'  Let  me  hope,  a  moment '. 
Mademoiselle,  I  know  this  service  would  be 
more  retired  than  that  which  I  have  quitted. 
Well !  I  wish  that.  I  know  this  service  would 
be  less  distinguished  than  that  which  I  have 
(juitted.  Well  I  I  wish  that.  I  know  that  I 
should  win  less,  as  to  wages  here.  Good.  I 
am  content." 

"  I  assure  you,"  said  I,  quite  embarrassed  by 
the  mere  idea  of  having  such  an  attendant,  "that 
I  keep  no  maid " 

"  Ah,  mademoiselle,  but  why  not  ?   Why  not. 


RICHARD  SINKING  INTO  A   CHANCERY  SUITOR. 


iGi 


when  you  can  have  one  so  devoted  to  you  ! 
Who  would  be  enchanted  to  serve  you  ;  who 
would  be  so  true,  so  zealous,  and  so  faithful, 
every  day  !  Mademoiselle,  I  wish  with  all  my 
heart  to  serve  you.  Do  not  speak  of  money  at 
present.     Take  me  as  I  am.      For  nothing  !  " 

She  was  so  singularly  earnest  that  I  drew 
back,  almost  afraid  of  her.  Without  appearing 
to  notice  it,  in  her  ardour,  she  still  pressed  her- 
self upon  me;  speaking  in  a  rapid  subdued 
voice,  though  always  with  a  certain  grace  and 
propriety. 

"  Mademoiselle,  I  come  from  the  South 
country,  where  we  are  quick,  and  where  we  like 
and  dislike  very  strong.  My  Lady  was  too  high 
for  me  ;  I  was  too  high  for  her.  It  is  done — 
I)ast — finished  !  Receive  me  as  your  domestic, 
and  I  will  serve  you  well.  I  will  do  more  for 
you,  than  you  figure  to  yourself  now.  Chut  ! 
mademoiselle,  I  will — no  matter,  I  will  do  my 
utmost  possible,  in  all  things.  If  you  accept  my 
service,  you  will  not  repent  it.  Mademoiselle, 
you  will  not  repent  it,  and  I  will  serve  you  well. 
You  don't  know  how  well !  " 

There  was  a  lowering  energy  in  her  face,  as 
she  stood  looking  at  me  while  I  explained  the 
impossibility  of  my  engaging  her  (without  think- 
ing it  necessary  to  say  how  very  little  I  desired 
to  do  so),  which  seemed  to  bring  visibly  before 
me  some  woman  from  the  streets  of  Paris  in  the 
reign  of  terror.  She  heard  me  out  without  inter- 
ruption ;  and  then  said,  with  her  pretty  accent, 
and  in  her  mildest  voice  : 

"  Hey,  mademoiselle,  I  have  received  my 
answer!  I  am  sorry  of  it.  But  I  must  go  else- 
where, and  seek  what  I  have  not  found  here. 
Will  you  graciously  let  me  kiss  your  hand  ?  " 

She  looked  at  me  more  intently  as  she  took  it, 
and  seemed  to  take  note,  with  her  momentary 
touch,  of  every  vein  in  it.  "  I  fear  I  surprised 
you,  mademoiselle,  on  the  day  of  the  storm  ?" 
she  said,  with  a  parting  curtsey. 

I  confessed  that  she  had  surprised  us  all. 

"  I  took  an  oath,  mademoiselle,"  she  said  smil- 
ing, "  and  I  wanted  to  stamp  it  on  my  mind,  so 
that  I  might  keep  it  faithfully.  And  I  will  ! 
Adieu,  mademoiselle  ! " 

So  ended  our  conference,  which  I  was  very 
glad  to  bring  to  a  close.  I  suppose  she  went 
away  from  the  village,  for  I  saw  her  no  more ; 
and  nothing  else  occun-ed  to  disturb  our  tranquil 
summer  pleasures,  until  six  weeks  were  out, 
and  we  returned  home  as  I  began  just  now  by 
saying. 

At  that  time,  and  for  a  good  many  weeks  after 
that  time,  Richard  was  constant  in  his  visits. 
Besides  coming  every  Saturday  or  Sunday,  and 


remaining  with  us  until  Monday  morning,  he 
sometimes  rode  ©ut  on  horseback  unexpectedly, 
and  passed  the  evening  with  us,  and  rode  back 
again  early  next  da)-.  He  w^as  as  vivacious  as 
ever,  and  told  us  he  was  very  industrious  ;  but 
I  was  not  easy  in  my  mind  about  him.  It 
appeared  to  me  that  his  industry  was  all  mis- 
directed. I  could  not  find  that  it  led  to  anything, 
but  the  formation  of  delusive  hopes  in  connec- 
tion with  the  suit  already  the  pernicious  cause  of 
so  much  sorrow  and  ruin.  He  had  got  at  the 
core  of  that  mystery  now,  he  told  us  ;  and  no- 
thing could  be  plainer  than  that  the  will  under 
which  he  and  Ada  were  to  take,  I  don't  know 
how  many  thousands  of  pounds,  must  be  finally 
established,  if  there  were  any  sense  or  justice  in 
the  Court  of  Chancery — but  O  what  a  great  if 
that  sounded  in  my  ears — and  that  this  happy 
conclusion  could  not  be  much  longer  delayed. 
He  proved  this  to  himself  by  all  the  weary  argu- 
ments on  that  side  he  had  read,  and  every  one 
of  them  sunk  him  deeper  in  the  infatuation.  He 
had  even  begun  to  haunt  the  Court.  He  told  us 
how  he  saw  Miss  Flite  there  daily  ;  how  they 
talked  together,  and  he  did  her  little  kindnesses ; 
and  how,  while  he  laughed  at  her,  he  pitied  her 
from  his  heart.  But  he  never  thought — never, 
my  poor,  dear,  sanguine  Richard,  capable  of  so 
much  happiness  then,  and  with  such  better 
things  before  him  ! — what  a  fatal  link  was  rivet- 
ing between  his  fresh  youth  and  her  faded  age ; 
between  his  free  hopes  and  her  caged  birds,  and 
her  hungry  garret,  and  her  wandering  mind. 

Ada  loved  him  too  well,  to  mistrust  him  much 
in  anything  he  said  or  did ;  and  my  Guardian, 
though  he  frequently  complained  of  the  east 
wind  and  read  more  than  usual  in  the  Growlery, 
preserved  a  strict  silence  on  the  subject.  So  I 
thought,  one  day  when  I  went  to  London  to 
meet  Caddy  Jellyby,  at  her  soUcitation,  I  would 
ask  Richard  to  be  in  waiting  for  mc  at  the 
coach-office,  that  we  might  have  a  little  talk  to- 
gether. I  found  him  there  when  I  arrived,  and 
we  walked  away  arm  in  arm. 

"Well,  Richard,"  said  I,  as  soon  as  I  could 
begin  to  be  grave  with  him,  "  are  you  beginning 
to  feel  more  settled  now?" 

"O  yes,  my  dear!"  returned  Richard.  "I 
am  all  right  enough." 

"But  settled?"  said  I. 

"How  do  you  mean,  settled?"  returned 
Richard,  with  his  gay  laugh. 

"Settled  in  the  law,"  said  I. 

"  O  aye,"  replied  Richard,  "  I'm  all  right 
enough." 

"  You  said  that  before,  my  dear  Richard." 

"  And  you  don't  think  it's  an  answer,   eh  ? 
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Well !  Perhaps  it's  not.  Settled  ?  You  mean, 
do  I  feel  as  if  I  were  settling  down  ?  " 

••  Yes." 

''  Why,  no,  I  can't  say  I'm  settling  down," 
said  Richard,  strongly  emphasising  "  down,"  as 
if  that  expressed  the  difficulty ;  "  because  one 
can't  settle  down  while  this  business  remains  in 
such  an  unsettled  state.  When  I  say  this  busi- 
ness, of  course  I  mean  the — forbidden  sub- 
ject." 

"  Do  you  think  it  will  ever  be  in  a  settled 
state?"  said  I. 

"  Not  the  least  tloubt  of  it,"  answered 
Richard. 

We  walked  a  little  way  without  speaking; 
and  presently  Richard  addressed  me  in  his 
frankest  and  most  feeling  manner,  thus  : 

"  My  dear  Esther,  I  understand  you,  and  I 
Avish  to  heaven  1  were  a  more  constant  sort  of 
fellow.  I  don't  mean  constant  to  Ada,  for  I 
love  her  dearly — better  and  better  every  day — 
but  constant  to  myself.  (Somehow,  I  mean 
something  that  I  can't  very  well  express,  but 
you'll  make  it  out.)  If  I  were  a  more  constant 
sort  of  fellow,  I  should  have  held  on,  either  to 
Badger,  or  to  Kenge  and  Carboy,  like  grim 
death ;  and  should  have  begun  to  be  steady 
and  systematic  by  this  time,  and  shouldn't  be  in 
debt,  and " 

'■'■Are  you  in  debt,  Richard  ?" 

"  Yes,"  said  Richard,  "  I  am  a  little  so,  my 
dear.  Also  I  have  taken  rather  too  much  to 
billiards,  and  that  sort  of  thing.  Now  the  mur- 
der's out ;  you  despise  me,  Esther,  don't  you?" 

"  You  know  I  don't,"  said  I. 

"  You  are  kinder  to  me  than  I  often  am  to 
myself,"  he  returned.  "  My  dear  Esther,  I  am 
a  very  unfortunate  dog  not  to  be  more  settled, 
but  how  can  I  be  more  settled  ?  If  you  lived  in 
an  unfinished  house,  you  couldn't  settle  down  in 
it ;  if  you  were  condemned  to  leave  everything 
you  undertook  unfinished,  you  would  find  it 
hard  to  apply  yourself  to  anything ;  and  yet 
that's  my  unhappy  case.  I  was  born  into  this 
unfinished  contention  with  all  its  chances  and 
changes,  and  it  began  to  unsettle  me  before  I 
(]uite  knew  the  difference  between  a  suit  at  law 
and  a  suit  of  clothes  ;  and  it  has  gone  on  un- 
settling me  ever  since  ;  and  here  I  am  now, 
conscious  sometimes  that  I  am  but  a  worthless 
fellow  to  love  my  confiding  cousin  Ada." 

We  were  in  a  solitary  place,  and  he  put  his 
hand  before  his  eyes  and  sobbed  as  he  said 
these  words. 

"  O  Richard  !"  said  I,  "  do  not  be  so  moved. 
You  have  a  noble  nature,  and  Ada's  love  may 
make  you  worthier  every  day." 


"  I  know,  my  dear,"  he  replied,  pressing  my 
arm,  "  I  know  all  that.  You  mustn't  mind 
my  being  a  little  soft  now,  for  I  have  had 
all  this  upon  my  mind  for  a  long  time ;  and 
have  often  meant  to  speak  to  you,  and  have 
sometimes  wanted  opportunity  and  sometimes 
courage.  I  know  what  the  thought  of  Ada 
ought  to  do  for  me,  but  it  doesn't  do  it.  I  am 
too  unsettled  even  for  that.  I  love  her  most 
devotedly;  and  yet  I  do  her  wrong,  in  doing 
myself  wrong,  every  day  and  hour.  But  it  can't 
last  for  ever.  We  shall  come  on  for  a  final  hear- 
ing, and  get  judgment  in  our  favour ;  and  then 
you  and  Ada  shall  see  what  I  can  really  be  ! "' 

It  had  given  me  a  pang  to  hear  him  sob,  and 
see  the  tears  start  out  between  his  fingers  ;  but 
that  was  infinitely  less  affecting  to  me,  than  the 
hopeful  animation  with  which  he  said  these 
words. 

"  I  have  looked  well  into  the  papers,  Esther 
— I  have  been  deep  in  them  for  months,"  he 
continued,  recovering  his  cheerfulness  in  a 
moment,  "  and  you  may  rely  upon  it  that  we 
shall  come  out  triumphant.  As  to  years  of 
delay,  there  has  been  no  want  of  them,  Heaven 
knows  !  and  there  is  the  greater  probability  of 
our  bringing  the  matter  to  a  speedy  close ;  in 
fact,  it's  on  the  paper  now.  It  will  be  all  right 
at  last,  and  then  you  shall  see  !" 

Recalling  how  he  had  just  now  placed  Messrs. 
Kenge  and  Carboy  in  the  same  category  with 
Mr.  Badger,  I  asked  him  when  he  intended  to 
be  articled  in  Lincoln's  Inn  ? 

"  There  again  !  I  think  not  at  all,  Esther,"  he 
returned,  with  an  effort.  "  I  fancy  I  have  had 
enough  of  it.  Having  worked  at  Jarndyce  and 
Jarndyce  like  a  galley  slave,  I  have  slaked  my 
thirst  for  the  law,  and  satisfied  myself  that  I 
shouldn't  like  it.  Besides,  I  find  it  unsettles 
me  more  and  more  to  be  so  constantly  upon 
the  scene  of  action.  So  what,"  continued 
Richard,  confident  again  by  this  time,  "  do  I 
naturally  turn  my  thoughts  to  ?" 

"  I  can't  imagine,"  said  I. 

"Don't  look  so  serious,"  returned  Richard, 
"  because  it's  the  best  thing  I  can  do,  my  dear 
Esther,  I  am  certain.  It's  not  as  if  I  wanted  a 
profession  for  life.  These  proceedings  will 
come  to  a  termination,  and  then  I  am  ])rovided 
for.  No,  I  look  upon  it  as  a  pursuit  which  is 
in  its  nature  more  or  less  unsettled,  and  there- 
fore suited  to  my  temporary  condition — I  may 
say,  precisely  suited.  What  is  it  that  I  naturally 
turn  my  thoughts  to  ?" 

I  looked  at  him,  and  shook  my  head. 

"What,"  said  Richard,  in  a  tone  of  perfect 
conviction,  "  but  the  ai-my  !" 
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"The  army  ?"  said  I. 

"The  army,  of  course.  What  I  have  to  do  is, 
to  get  a  commission ;  and — there  I  am,  you 
know  !"  said  Richard. 

And  then  he  showed  me,  proved  by  elaborate 
calculations  in  his  pocket-book,  that  supposing 
he  had  contracted,  say  two  hundred  pounds  of 
debt  in  six  months,  out  of  the  army  ;  and  that 
he  contracted  no  debt  at  ail  within  a  correspond- 
ing period,  in  the  army — as  to  which  he  had 
(juite  made  up  his  mind  ;  this  step  must  involve 
a  saving  of  four  hundred  pounds  in  a  year,  or 
tv/o  thousand  pounds  in  five  years — which  was 
a  considerable  sum.  And  then  he  spoke  so  in- 
genuously and  sincerely,  of  the  sacrifice  he 
made  in  withdrawing  himself  for  a  time  from 
Ada,  and  of  the  earnestness  with  which  he 
aspired — as  in  thought  he  always  did,  I  know  full 
well — to  repay  her  love,  and  to  ensure  her  hap- 
]:)iness,  and  to  conquer  what  was  amiss  in  him- 
self, and  to  accjuire  the  very  soul  of  decision, 
that  he  made  my  heart  ache,  keenly,  sorely. 
J*'or,  I  thought  how  would  this  end,  how  could 
this  end,  when  so  soon  and  so  surely  all  his 
manly  qualities  were  touched  by  the  fatal  blight 
that  ruined  everything  it  rested  on  ! 

I  spoke  to  Richard  with  all  the  earnestness 
I  felt,  and  all  the  hope  I  could  not  quite  feel 
then  ;  and  implored  him,  for  Ada's  sake,  not  to 
put  any  trust  in  Chancer3\  To  all  I  said, 
Richard  readily  assented  :  riding  over  the  Court 
and  everything  else  in  his  easy  way,  and  draw- 
ing the  brightest  pictures  of  the  character  he 
was  to  settle  into — alas,  when  the  grievous  suit 
should  loose  its  hold  upon  him  !  We  had  a 
long  talk,  but  it  always  came  back  to  that,  in 
substance. 

At  last  we  came  to  Soho  Square,  where  Caddy 
Jellyby  had  appointed  to  wait  for  me,  as  a  quiet 
l)lace  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Newman  Street. 
Caddy  was  in  the  garden  in  the  centre,  and 
hurried  out  as  soon  as  I  appeared.  After  a  few 
cheerful  words,  Richard  left  us  together. 

"  Prince  has  a  pupil  over  the  way,  Esther," 
saitl  Caddy,  "and  got  the  key  for  us.  So,  if 
you  will  walk  round  and  round  here  with  me, 
we  can  lock  ourselves  in,  and  I  can  tell  you 
comfortably  what  T  wanted  to  see  your  dear 
good  face  about." 

"Very  well,  my  dear,"  said  I.  "Nothing 
could  be  better."  So  Caddy,  after  aftection- 
ately  squeezing  the  dear  good  face  as  she  called 
it,  locked  the  gate,  and  took  my  arm,  and  we 
began  to  walk  round  the  garden  very  cosily. 

"  You  see,  Esther."  said  Caddy,  who  tho- 
roughly enjoyed  a  little  confidence,  "  after  you 
spoke  to  ine  about  its  being  wrong  to  marry 


without  Ma's  knowledge,  or  even  to  keep  Ma 
long  in  the  dark  respecting  our  engagement — 
though  I  don't  believe  Ma  cares  much  for  mc,  I 
must  say — I  thought  it  right  to  mention  your 
opinions  to  Prince.  In  the  first  place,  because 
I  want  to  profit  by  everything  you  tell  me ;  and 
in  the  second  place,  because  I  have  no  secrets 
from  Prince." 

"  I  hope  he  approved,  Caddy?" 

"  O,  my  dear  !  I  assure  you  he  would  approve' 
of  anything  you  could  say.  You  have  no  ide:^ 
what  an  opinion  he  has  of  you  !  " 

"  Indeed  ?  " 

"  Esther,  it's  enough  to  make  anybody  but 
me  jealous,"  said  Caddy,  laughing  and  shaking 
her  head  ;  "  but  it  only  makes  me  joyful,  for 
you  are  the  first  friend  I  ever  had,  and  the  best 
friend  I  ever  can  have,  and  nobody  can  respect 
and  love  you  too  much  to  please  me." 

"Upon  my  word,  Caddy,"  said  I,  "you  are 
in  the  general  conspiracy  to  keep  me  in  a  good 
humour.     Well,  my  dear  ?  " 

"  Well !  I  am  going  to  tell  you,"  replied 
Caddy,  crossing  her  hands  confidentially  upon 
my  arm.  "  So  we  talked  a  good  deal  about  it. 
and  so  I  said  to  Prince,  '  Prince,  as  Miss  Sum- 
merson ' " 

"  I  hope  you  didn't  say  '  Miss  Summerson  ?  '" 

"  No.  I  didn't  ! "  cried  Caddy,  greatly 
pleased,  and  with  the  brightest  of  faces.  "  I 
said,  '  Esther.'  I  said  to  Prince,  '  As  Esther  is 
decidedly  of  that  opinion.  Prince,  and  has  ex- 
pressed it  to  me,  and  always  hints  it  when  she 
writes  those  kind  notes,  which  you  are  so  fond 
of  hearing  me  read  to  you,  I  am  prepared  to 
disclose  the  truth  to  Ma  whenever  you  think 
proper.  And  I  think.  Prince,'  said  I,  '  that 
Esther  thinks  that  I  should  be  in  a  better,  and 
truer,  and  more  honourable  position  altogether, 
if  you  did  the  same  to  your  papa.'  " 

"  Yes,  my  dear,"  said  I.  "  Esther  certainly 
does  think  so." 

"  So  I  was  right,  you  see  !  "  exclaimed  Caddy. 
"  Well !  this  troubled  Prince  a  good  deal ;  not 
because  he  had  the  least  doubt  about  it,  but 
because  he  is  so  considerate  of  the  feelings  oi 
old  Mr.  Turveydrop;  and  he  had  his  appre- 
hensions that  old  Mr.  Turveydrop  might  break 
his  heart,  or  fiiint  away,  or  be  very  much  over- 
come in  some  aftccting  manner  or  other,  if  he 
made  such  an  announcement.  He  feared  old 
Mr.  Turveydrop  might  consider  it  undutiful,  and 
might  receive  too  great  a  shock.  For,  old  Mr. 
Turveydrop's  deportment  is  very  beautiful  you 
know,  Esther,"  added  Caddy ;  "  and  his  feelings 
are  extremely  sensitive." 

"  Are  they,  my  dear?' 
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"  O,  extremely  sensitive.  Prince  says  so. 
Now,  this  has  caused  my  darling  child — I  didn't 
mean  to  use  the  exi:)ression  to  you,  Esther," 
Caddy  apologised,  her  face  suftused  with  blushes, 
"  but  I  generally  call  Prince  my  darling  child." 

I  laughed ;  and  Caddy  laughed  and  blushed, 
and  went  on. 

"  This  has  caused  him,  Esther " 

*'  Caused  whom,  my  dear  ?  " 

"  O  you  tiresome  thing  !  "  said  Caddy,  laugh- 
ing, with  her  pretty  face  on  fire.  "  My  darling 
child,  if  you  insist  upon  it ! — This  has  caused 
him  weeks  of  uneasiness,  and  has  made  him 
delay,  from  day  to  day,  in  a  verv  anxious  man- 
ner. At  last  he  said  to  me,  '  Caddy,  if  Miss 
Summerson,  who  is  a  great  favourite  with  my 
father,  could  be  jirevailed  upon  to  be  present 
when  I  broke  the  subject,  I  think  I  could  do  it.' 
So  I  promised  I  would  ask  you.  And  I  made 
up  my  mind,  besides,"  said  Caddy,  looking  at 
me  hopefully  but  timidly,  *'  that  if  you  con- 
sented, I  would  ask  you  afterwards  to  come 
with  me  to  Ma.  This  is  what  I  meant,  when 
I  said  in  my  note  that  I  had  a  great  favour  and  a 
great  assistance  to  beg  of  you.  And  if  you 
thought  you  could  grant  it,  Esther,  we  should 
both  be  very  grateful." 

"  Let  me  see,  Caddy,"  said  I,  pretending  to 
consider.  "  Really  I  think  I  could  do  a  greater 
thing  than  that,  if  the  need  were  pressing.  I 
am  at  your  service  and  the  darling  child's, 
my  dear,  whenever  you  like." 

Caddy  was  quite  transported  by  this  reply  of 
mine;  being,  I  believe,  as  susceptible  to  the 
least  kindness  or  encouragement  as  any  tender 
heart  that  ever  beat  in  this  world  ;  and  after 
another  turn  or  two  round  the  garden,  during 
which  she  i)ut  on  an  entirely  new  pair  of  gloves, 
and  made  herself  as  resplendent  as  possible  that 
she  might  do  no  avoidable  discredit  to  the 
Master  of  Deportment,  we  went  to  Newman 
Street  direct 

Prince  was  teaching,  of  course.  We  found 
him  engaged  with  a  not  very  hopeful  pupil — a 
stubborn  little  girl  with  a  sulky  forehead,  a  deep 
voice,  and  an  inanimate  dissatisfied  mamma — 
whose  case  was  certainly  not  rendered  more 
hoi)eful  by  the  confusion  into  which  we  threw 
her  preceptor.  The  lesson  at  last  came  to  an 
end,  after  proceeding  as  discordantly  as  possible ; 
and  when  the  little  girl  had  changed  her  shoes, 
and  had  had  her  white  muslin  extinguished  in 
shawls,  she  was  taken  away.  After  a  few  words 
of  preparation,  we  then  went  in  search  of  Mr. 
lurveydrop;  whom  we  found,  grouped  with  his 
hat  and  gloves,  as  a  model  of  Deportment,  on 
the   sofa    in   his   private   apartment — the   only 


comfortable  room  in  the  house.  He  appeared 
to  have  dressed  at  his  leisure,  in  the  intervals  of 
a  light  collation  ;  and  his  dressing-case,  brushes, 
and  so  forth,  all  of  quite  an  elegant  kind,  lay 
about. 

"  Father,  Miss  SLimmerson  ;  Miss  Jellyby." 

"  Charmed  !  Enchanted  !  "  said  Mr.  Turvey- 
drop,  rising  with  his  high-shouldered  bow. 
"  Permit  me  !  "  handing  chairs.  "  Be  seated  !  " 
kissing  the  tips  of  his  left  fingers.  "  Over- 
joyed ! "  shutting  his  eyes  and  rolling.  "My 
little  retreat  is  made  a  Paradise."  Recomposing 
himself  on  the  sofa,  like  the  second  gentleman 
in  Europe. 

"  Again  you  find  us.  Miss  Summerson,"  said 
he,  "  using  our  little  arts  to  polish,  polish ! 
Again  the  sex  stimulates  us,  and  rewards  us,  by 
the  condescension  of  its  lovely  presence.  It  is 
much  in  these  times  (and  we  have  made  an 
awfully  degenerating  business  of  it  since  the  days 
of  His  Royal  Highness  the  Prince  Regent — my 
patron,  if  I  may  presume  to  say  so)  to  experi- 
ence that  Deportment  is  not  wholly  trodden 
under  foot  by  mechanics.  That  it  can  yet  bask 
in  the  smile  of  Beauty,  my  dear  madam." 

I  said  nothing,  which  I  thought  a  suitable 
reply ;  and  he  took  a  pinch  of  snuff. 

"  My  dear  son,"  said  Mr.  Turveydrop,  "  you 
have  four  schools  this  afternoon.  I  would 
recommend  a  hasty  sandwich." 

"  Thank  you,  father,"  returned  Prince,  "  I 
will  be  sure  to  be  punctual.  My  dear  father, 
may  I  beg  you  to  prepare  your  mind  for  what  1 
am  going  to  say  !  " 

"  Good  Heaven  !  "  exclaimed  the  model,  pale 
and  aghast,  as  Prince  and  Caddy,  hand  in  hand, 
bent  tlown  before  him. 

"  What  is  this  ?  Is  this  lunacy!  Or  what  is 
this?" 

"  Father,"  returned  Prince,  with  great  sub- 
mission, "  I  love  this  young  lady,  and  we  are 
engaged." 

"  Engaged  !  "  cried  Mr  Turveydrop,  reclining 
on  the  sofa,  and  shutting  out  the  sight  with  his 
hand.  "  An  arrow  launched  at  my  brain,  by 
my  own  child  !  " 

"  VVe  have  been  engaged  for  some  time, 
father,"  faltered  Prince;  "and  Miss  Summerson, 
hearing  of  it,  advised  that  we  should  declare  the 
fact  to  you,  and  was  so  very  kind  as  to  attend 
on  the  present  occasion.  Miss  Jellyby  is  a 
young  lady  who  deeply  respects  you,  father." 

Mr.  Turveydrop  uttered  a  groan. 

"  No,  pray  don't !  Pray  don't,  father,"  urged 
his  son.  "Miss  Jellyby  is  a  young  lady  who 
deeply  respects  you,  and  our  first  desire  is  to 
consider  your  comfort." 
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Mr.  Turveydrop  sobbed. 

"  No,  pray  don't,  father  !  "  cried  his  son. 

"  Boy,"  said  Mr.  Turveydrop,  "  it  is  well  that 
your  sainted  mother  is  spared  this  pang.  Strike 
deep,  and  spare  not.  Strike  home,  sir,  strike 
home  !  " 

"  Pray,  don't  say  so,  father,"  implored  Prince, 
in  tears.  "  It  goes  to  my  heart.  I  do  assure 
you,  father,  that  our  first  wish  and  intention  is 
to  consider  your  comfort.  Caroline  and  I  do 
not  forget  our  duty — what  is  my  duty  is  Caro- 


line's, as  we  have  often  said  together — and,  with 
your  approval  and  consent,  father,  we  will  de- 
vote ourselves  to  making  your  life  agreeable." 

"  Strike  home,"  murmured  Mr.  Turveydrop. 
"  Strike  home  !  " 

But  he  seemed  to  listen,  I  thought,  too. 

"  My  dear  father,"  returned  Prince,  "  we  well 
know  what  little  comforts  you  are  accustomed 
to,  and  have  a  right  to ;  and  it  will  always  be 
our  study,  and  our  pride,  to  provide  those 
before  anything.     If  you  will  bless  us  with  your 
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OK    ALL   MY    OLD   ASSOCIATIONS,  UK   ALL    MY    OLD    PUKSblTb    .\i\U    HOl'KS,  OK    ALL   THK   JLlVl.Nu    .V.NLi    nil:.   DtAU 
WORLD,  THIS   ONE   POOR  SOUL  ALONE   COMES   NATURAL   TO   ME,  AND   I   AM   FIT   FOR." 


approval  and  consent,  father,  we  shall  not  think 
of  being  married  until  it  is  quite  agreeable  to  you; 
and  when  we  are  married,  we  shall  always  make 
you — of  course — our  first  consideration.  You 
must  ever  be  the  Head  and  Master  here,  father; 
and  we  feel  how  truly  unnatural  it  would  be  in 
us,  if  we  failed  to  know  it,  or  if  we  failed  to 
exert  ourselves  in  every  possible  way  to  please 
you." 

Mr,  Turveydrop  underwent  a  severe  internal 
struggle,  and  came  upright  on  the  sofa  again, 
Bleak  House,  12. 


with  his  cheeks  puffing  over  his  stin"  cravat :  a 
perfect  model  of  parental  deportment. 

"  My  son  !  "  said  Mr.  Turveydrop,  "  My 
children  !  I  cannot  resist  your  prayer.  Be 
hapi^iy  ! " 

His  benignity,  as  he  raised  his  future  daughter- 
in-law  and  stretched  out  his  hand  to  his  son 
(who  kissed  it  with  affectionate  respect  and 
gratitude),  was  the  most  confusing  sight  I  ever 
saw. 

"  My  children,"  said  Mr.  Turveydrop,  pater- 

70 


nally  encircling  Caddy  with  his  left  arm  as  she 
sat  beside  hini",  and  putting  his  right  hand  grace- 
fullv  on  his  hip.  "  My  son  and  daughter,  your 
happiness  shall  be  my  care.  I  will  watch  over 
you.  You  shall  always  li\'e  with  me  ;  "  mean- 
ing, of  course,  I  will  always  live  with  you ; 
"  this  house  is  henceforth  as  much  youis  as 
mine  ;  consider  it  your  home.  May  you  long 
live  to  share  it  with  me  !  " 

The  power  of  his  Deportment  was  such,  tliat 
they  really  were  as  much  overcome  with  thank- 
fulness as  if,  instead  of  quartering  himself  upon 
them  for  the  rest  of  his  life,  he  were  making 
some  munificent  sacrifice  in  their  favour. 

"  For  myself,  my  children,"  said  Mr.  Turvey- 
drop,  "  I  am  falling  into  the  sear  and  yellow  leaf, 
and  it  is  impossible  to  say  how  long  the  last 
feeble  traces  of  gentlemanly  Deportment  may 
linger  in  this  weaving  and  spinning  age.  But, 
so  long,  I  will  do  my  duty  to  society,  and  will 
show  myself,  as  usual,  about  town.  My  wants 
are  few  and  simple.  My  little  apartment  here, 
my  few  essentials  for  the  toilet,  my  frugal  morn- 
ing meal,  and  my  little  dinner,  will  suffice.  I 
charge  j'our  ilutiful  affection  \vith  the  supply  of 
these  requirements,  and  I  charge  myself  with  all 
the  rest." 

They  were  overpowered  afresh  by  his  uncom- 
mon generosity. 

"  My  son,"  said  Mr.  Turveydrop,  "  for  those 
little  points  in  which  you  are  deficient — points 
of  Deportment  which  are  born  with  a  man — 
which  may  be  improved  by  cultivation,  but  can 
never  l)c  originated — you  may  still  rely  on  me. 
I  have  been  faithful  to  my  post,  since  the  days 
of  His  Royal  Highness  the  Prince  Regent;  and 
I  will  not  desert  it  now.  No,  my  son.  If  you 
have  ever  contemplated  your  father's  poor  posi- 
tion with  a  feeling  of  pride,  you  may  rest  assured 
that  he  will  do  nothing  to  tarnish  it.  For  your- 
self, Prince,  whose  character  is  different  (we 
cannot  be  all  alike,  nor  's  it  advisable  that  we 
should),  work,  be  industrious,  earn  money,  and 
extend  the  connection  as  much  as  possible." 

"  That  you  may  depend  I  will  do,  dear  father, 
with  all  my  heart,"  rephed  Prince. 

"  I  have  no  doubt  of  it,"  said  Mr.  Turvey- 
drop. "  Your  qualities  are  not  shining,  my  dear 
child,  but  they  are  steady  and  useful.  And  to 
both  of  you,  my  children,  I  would  merely  ob- 
serve, in  the  spirit  of  a  sainted  Wooman  on 
whose  path  I  had  the  happiness  of  casting,  I 
believe,  some  ray  of  light, — take  care  of  the 
establishment,  take  care  of  my  simple  wants, 
'and  bless  you  both  I " 

Old  Mr.  Turveydrop  then  became  so  ver}' 
gallant,  in  honour  of  the  occasion,  that  I  told 


Caddy  we  must  really  go  to  Thavies'  Inn  at  once 
if  we  were  to  go  at  all  that  day.  So  we  took 
our  departure,  after  a  very  loving  farewell  between 
Caddy  and  her  betrothed  :  and  during  our  walk 
she  was  so  happy,  and  so  full  of  old  Mr.  Tur- 
veydrop's  praises,  that  I  would  not  ha\-e  said 
a  word  in  his  disparagement  for  any  considera- 
tion. 

The  house  in  Thavies'  Inn  had  bills  in  the 
windows  announcing  that  it  was  to  let,  and  it 
looked  dirtier  and  gloomier  and  ghastlier  than 
ever.  The  name  of  poor  Mr.  Jellyby  had  ap- 
peared in  the  list  of  Bankrupts,  but  a  day  or 
two  before  ;  and  he  was  shut  up  in  the  dining- 
room  with  two  gentlemen,  and  a  heap  of  blue 
bags,  account-books,  and  papers,  making  the 
most  desperate  endeavours  to  understand  his 
affairs.  They  appeared  to  me  to  be  quite  be- 
yond his  comprehension  ;  for  when  Caddy  took 
me  into  the  dining-room  by  mistake,  and  we 
came  upon  Mr.  Jellyby  in  his  spectacles,  for- 
lornly fenced  into  a  corner  by  the  great  dining- 
table  and  the  two  gentlemen,  he  seemed  to  have 
given  up  the  whole  thing,  and  to  be  speechless 
and  insensible. 

Going  up-stairs  to  Mrs.  Jellyby's  room  (the 
children  were  all  screaming  in  the  kitchen,  and 
there  was  no  servant  to  be  seen),  we  found  that 
lady  in  the  midst  of  a  voluminous  correspond- 
ence, opening,  reading,  and  sorting  letters,  with 
a  great  accumulation  of  torn  covers  on  the  floor. 
Slie  was  so  pre-occupied  that  at  first  she  did  not 
know  me,  though  she  sat  looking  at  me  with 
that  curious,  bright-eyed,  far-off  look  of  hers. 

"  Ah  !  Miss  Summerson  ?  "  she  said  at  last. 
"  I  was  thinking  of  something  so  different !  I 
hope  you  are  well.  I  am  happy  to  see  you. 
Mr.  Jarndyce  and  Miss  Clare  quite  well  ?  " 

I  hoped  in  return  that  Mr.  Jellyby  was  quite 
well. 

"  Why,  not  quite,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Jellyby, 
in  the  calmest  manner.  "  He  has  been  unfor- 
tunate in  his  affairs,  and  is  a  little  out  of  spirits. 
Plappily  for  me,  I  am  so  much  engaged  that  I 
have  no  time  to  think  about  it.  We  have,  at 
the  present  moment,  one  hundred  and  seventy 
families,  Miss  Summerson,  averaging  five  persons 
in  each,  either  gone  or  going  to  the  left  bank  of 
the  Niger." 

I  thought  of  the  one  family  so  near  us,  ^\ho 
were  neither  gone  nor  going  to  the  left  bank  of 
the  Niger,  and  wondered  how  she  could  be  so 
placid. 

'•'  You  have  brought  Caddy  back,  I  see," 
observed  Mrs.  Jellyby,  with  a  glance  at  her 
daughter.  "  It  has  become  quite  a  novelty  to 
see  her  here.      She  has  almost  deserted  her  old 
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employment,  and  in  fact  obliges  me  to  employ 
a  boy." 

"  I  am  sure,  Ma, — "  began  Caddy. 

"  Now  you  know,  Caddy,"  her  mother  mildly 
interposed,  "  that  I  do  employ  a  boy,  who  is  now 
at  his  dinner.  What  is  the  use  of  your  contra- 
dicting ? "' 

"  I  was  not  going  to  contradict,  Ma,"  returned 
Caddy.  "  I  was  only  going  to  say,  that  surely 
you  wouldn't  have  me  be  a  mere  drudge  all  my 
life." 

"  I  believe,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Jellyby,  still 
opening  her  letters,  casting  her  bright  eyes  smil- 
ingly over  them,  and  sorting  them  as  she  spoke, 
"  that  you  have  a  business  example  before  you 
in  your  mother.  Besides.  A  mere  drudge  ?  If 
you  had  any  sympathy  with  the  destinies  of  the 
liuman  race,  it  would  raise  you  high  above  any 
such  idea.  But  you  have  none.  I  have  often 
told  you,  Caddy,  you  have  no  such  sympathy." 

"  Not  if  it's  Africa,  Ma,  I  have  not." 

"  Of  course  you  have  not.  Now,  if  I  were 
not  happily  so  much  engaged.  Miss  Summer- 
son,"  said  Mrs.  Jellyby,  sweetly  casting  her  eyes 
for  a  moment  on  me,  and  considering  where  to 
put  the  particular  letter  she  had  just  opened, 
"  this  would  distress  and  disappoint  me.  But  I 
have  so  much  to  think  of,  in  connection  with 
Borrioboola-Gha,  and  it  is  so  necessar)'  I  should 
concentrate  myself,  that  there  is  my  remedy, 
you  see." 

As  Caddy  gave  me  a  glance  of  entreaty,  and 
as  Mrs.  Jellyby  was  looking  far  away  into  Africa 
straight  through  my  bonnet  and  head,  I  thought 
it  a  good  opportunity  to  come  to  the  subject  of 
my  visit,  and  to  attract  Mrs.  Jellyby's  attention. 

"  Perhaps,"  I  began,  "  you  will  wonder  what 
has  brought  me  here  to  interrupt  you." 

"  I  am  always  delighted  to  see  Miss  Summer- 
son,"  said  Mrs.  Jellyby,  pursuing  her  employ- 
ment with  a  placid  smile.  "  Though  I  wish," 
and  she  shook  her  head,  "  she  was  more  inter- 
ested in  the  Borrioboolan  project." 

"  I  have  come  with  Caddy,"  said  I,  "  because 
Caddy  justly  thinks  she  ought  not  to  have  a 
secret  from  her  mother;  and  fancies  I  shall 
encourage  and  aid  her  (though  I  am  sure  I 
don't  know  how)  in  imparting  one." 

"  Caddy,"  said  Mrs.  Jellyby,  pausing  for  a 
moment  in  her  occupation,  and  then  serenely 
pursuing  it  after  shaking  her  head,  "  you  are 
going  to  tell  me  some  nonsense." 

Caddy  untied  the  strings  of  her  bonnet,  took 
her  bonnet  off,  and  letting  it  dangle  on  the  floor 
by  the  strings,  and  crying  heartily,  said,  "  Ma,  I 
am  engaged." 

"  O,  you   ridiculous  child  I "   observed   Mrs. 


Jellyby,  with  an  abstracted  air,  as  she  looked 
over  the  despatch  last  opened  ;  "  what  a  goose 
you  are  ! " 

"I  am  engaged,  Ma,"  sobbed  Caddy,  "to 
young  Mr.  Turveydrop,  at  the  Academy  ;  and 
old  Mr.  Turve}clrop  (who  is  a  very  gentlemanly 
man  indeed)  has  given  his  consent,  and  I  beg 
and  pray  you'll  give  us  yours.  Ma,  because  I 
never  could  be  happy  v.-ithout  it.  I  never, 
never  could  ! "  sobbed  Caddy,  quite  forgetful  of 
her  general  complainings,  and  of  everything  but 
her  natural  affection. 

"  You  see  again.  Miss  Summerson,"  observed 
Mrs.  Jellyby,  serenely,  "  what  a  happiness  it  is 
to  be  so  much  occupied  as  I  am,  and  to  have 
this  necessity  for  self-concentration  that  I  have. 
Here  is  Caddy  engaged  to  a  dancing-master's  son 
— mixed  up  with  people  who  have  no  more  sym- 
pathy with  the  destinies  of  the  human  race  than 
she  has  herself!  This,  too,  when  Mr.  Quale, 
one  of  the  first  philanthropists  of  our  time,  has 
mentioned  to  me  that  he  was  really  disposed  to 
be  interested  in  her  !  " 

"  Ma,  I  always  hated  and  detested  Mr.  Quale  I" 
sobbed  Caddy. 

"  Caddy,  Caddy  ! "  returned  Mrs.  Jellyby, 
opening  another  letter  Avith  the  greatest  com- 
])lacency.  "  I  have  no  doubt  you  did.  How 
could  you  do  otherwise,  being  totally  destitute 
of  the  sympathies  with  which  he  overflows ! 
Now,  if  my  public  duties  were  not  a  favourite 
child  to  me,  if  I  were  not  occupied  with  large 
measures  on  a  vast  scale,  these  petty  details 
might  grieve  me  very  much,  Miss  Summerson. 
But  can  I  permit  the  film  of  a  silly  proceeding 
on  the  part  of  Caddy  (from  whom  I  expect 
nothing  else),  to  interpose  between  me  and  the 
great  African  continent?  No.  No,"  repeated 
Mrs.  Jellyby,  in  a  calm  clear  voice,  and  with  an 
agreeable  smile  as  she  opened  more  letters  and 
sorted  them.    "  No,  indeed." 

I  was  so  unprepared  for  the  perfect  coolness 
of  this  reception,  though  I  might  have  expected 
it,  that  I  did  not  know  what  to  say.  Caddy 
seemed  equally  at  a  loss.  Mrs.  Jellyby  con- 
tinued to  open  and  sort  letters  ;  and  to  repeat 
occasionally,  in  quite  a  charming  tone  of  voice, 
and  with  a  smile  oi  perfect  composure,  "  No, 
indeed." 

"  I  hope,  Ma,"  sobbed  poor  Cadtly  at  last, 
"  you  are  not  angry  ?  " 

"  O  Caddy,  you  really  arc  an  absurd  girl,"' 
returned  Mrs.  Jellyby,  "  to  ask  such  (questions, 
after  what  I  have  said  of  the  prc-occupation  of 
my  mind." 

•'  And  I  hope.  Ma,  you  give  us  your  consent, 
and  wisli  us  well  ?  '  said  Caddy. 
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"  You  are  a  nonsensical  child  to  have  done 
anything  of  this  kind,"  said  Mrs.  Jellyby  ;  "  and 
a  degenerate  chikl,  when  you  might  have  de- 
voted yourself  to  the  great  ])ublic  measure.  But 
the  step  is  taken,  and  I  have  engageil  a  boy, 
and  there  is  no  more  to  be  said.  Now,  i)ray, 
Caddy,"  said  Mrs.  Jellyby — for  Caddy  was  kiss- 
ing her,  "  don't  lielay  me  in  my  work,  but  let 
me  clear  off  this  lieavy  batch  of  papers  before 
the  afternoon  post  comes  in  ! " 

I  tliought  I  could  not  do  better  than  take  my 
leave  ;  1  ^V'ls  detained  for  a  moment  by  Caddy's 
saying — 

"  You  won't  object  to  my  bringing  him  to  see 
you,  Ma?" 

"  O  dear  me,  Caddy,"  cried  Mrs.  Jellyby, 
who  had  relajjseil  into  that  distant  contempla- 
tion, "  have  you  begun  again  ?     Bring  whom  ?" 

••  Him,  Ma."' 

'*  Catldy,  Caddy!"  said  Mrs.  Jellyby,  quite 
weary  of  such  little  matters.  "  Then  you  must 
bring  him  some  evening  which  is  not  a  Parent 
Society  night,  or  a  Branch  night,  or  a  Ramification 
night.  You  must  accommodate  the  visit  to  the 
demands  uj)on  my  time.  My  dear  Miss  Sum- 
merson,  it  was  very  kind  of  you  to  come  here 
to  help  out  this  silly  chit.  Good-bye  !  When 
I  tell  you  that  I  have  fifty-eight  new  letters 
from  manufacturing  families  anxious  to  under- 
stand the  details  of  the  Native  and  Coffee 
Cultivation  ciuestion,  this  morning,  I  need  not 
apologise  for  having  very  little  leisure." 

I  was  not  surprised  by  Caddy's  being  in  low 
spirits,  when  we  went  down-stairs ;  or  by  her 
sobbing  afresh  on  my  neck,  or  by  her  saying  she 
would  far  rather  have  been  scolded  than  treated 
with  such  indifference,  or  by  her  confiding  to 
me  that  she  was  so  poor  in  clothes,  that  how 
she  was  ever  to  be  married  creditably  she  didn't 
know,  I  gradually  cheered  her  up,  by  dwelling 
on  the  many  things  she  would  do  for  her  unfor- 
tunate father,  and  for  Peepy,  when  she  had  a 
home  of  her  own  ;  and  finally  we  went  down- 
stairs into  the  damj)  dark  kitchen,  where  Peepy 
and  his  little  brothers  and  sisters  were  grovelling 
on  the  stone  floor,  and  where  we  had  such  a 
game  of  play  w^ith  them,  that  to  prevent  myself 
from  being  (juite  torn  to  pieces  I  was  obligeil  to 
fall  back  on  my  fairy  tales.  From  time  to  time, 
I  heard  loud  voices  in  the  parlour  overhead,  and 
occasionally  a  violent  tumbling  about  of  the 
furniture.  The  last  effect  I  am  afraid  was  caused 
by  poor  Mr.  Jellyby 's  breaking  away  from  the 
(lining-table,  and  making  rushes  at  the  window 
with  the  intention  of  throwing  himself  into  the 
area,  whenever  he  made  any  new  attempt  to 
understand  his  affairs. 


As  I  rode  quietly  honij  at  night  after  tlie 
day's  bustle,  I  thought  a  good  deal  of  Caddy's 
engagement,  and  felt  confirmed  in  my  hopes  (in 
si)ite  of  the  elder  Mr.  Turveydroj)),  that  she 
would  be  the  happier  and  better  for  it.  And  if 
there  seemed  to  be  but  a  slender  chance  of  her 
and  her  husband  ever  finding  out  what  the 
model  of  Deportment  really  was,  why  that  was 
all  for  the  best  too,  and  who  would  wish  them 
to  be  wiser?  I  did  not  wish  them  to  beany 
wiser,  and  indeed  was  half  ashamed  of  not 
entirely  believing  in  him  myself.  And  I  looked 
up  at  the  stars,  and  thought  about  travellers  in 
distant  countries  and  the  stars  iliey  saw,  and 
hoped  I  might  always  be  so  blest  and  happy  as 
to  be  useful  to  some  one  in  my  small  way. 

They  were  so  glad  to  see  me  when  I  got 
home,  as  they  always  were,  that  I  could  have 
sat  down  and  cried  for  joy,  if  tliat  had  not  been 
a  method  of  making  myself  disagreeable.  Every- 
body in  the  house,  from  the  lowest  to  the  high- 
est, showed  me  such  a  bright  face  of  welcome, 
and  spoke  so  cheerily,  and  was  so  happy  to  do 
anything  for  me,  that  I  suppose  there  never 
was  such  a  fortunate  little  creature  in  the  world. 

We  got  into  such  a  chatty  state  that  night, 
through  Ada  and  my  Guardian  drawing  me  out 
to  tell  them  all  about  Caddy,  that  I  went  on 
prose,  prose,  prosing,  for  a  length  of  time.  At 
last  I  got  up  to  my  own  room,  quite  red  to 
think  how  I  had  been  holding  forth  ;  and  then 
I  heard  a  soft  tap  at  my  door.  So  I  said, 
"  Come  in  I "  and  there  came  in  a  pretty  little 
girl,  neatly  dressed  in  mourning,  who  dropped 
a  curtsey. 

"  If  you  please,  miss,"  said  the  little  girl,  in  a 
soft  voice,  "  I  am  Charley." 

"  Why,  so  you  are,"  said  I,  stooping  down  in 
astonishment,  and  giving  her  a  kiss.  "How 
glad  am  I  to  see  you,  Charley  !  " 

*'  If  you  please,  miss,"  pursued  Charley,  in  the 
same  soft  voice,  "  I'm  your  maid." 

"Charley?" 

"  If  you  please,  miss,  I'm  a  present  to  you, 
with  Mr.  Jarndyce's  love." 

I  sat  down  with  my  hand  on  Charley's  neck, 
and  looked  at  Charley. 

"And  O,  miss,"  says  Charley,  clapping  her 
hands,  with  the  tears  starting  down  her  dimpled 
cheeks,  "  Tom's  at  school,  if  you  please,  and 
learning  so  good  !  And  little  Emma,  she's  with 
Mrs.  Blinder,  miss,  a  being  took  such  care  of! 
And  Tom,  he  would  have  been  at  school — and 
h^mma,  she  would  have  been  left  with  Mrs. 
Blinder — and  me,  I  should  have  been  here— all 
a  deal  sooner,  miss  ;  only  Mr.  Jarndyce  thought 
that  Tom  and  Emma  and  me  had  better  get  a 
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little  used  to  parting  first,  we  was  so  small. 
Don't  cry,  if  you  please,  miss  !  " 

"  I  can't  help  it,  Charley." 

"  No,  miss,  nor  I  can't  help  it,"  says  Charley. 
"  And  if  you  please,  miss,  Mr.  Jarndyce's  love, 
and  he  thinks  you'll  like  to  teach  me  now  and 
then.  And  if  you  please,  Tom  and  Emma  and 
me  is  to  see  each  other  once  a  month.  And 
I'm  so  happy  and  so  thankful,  miss,"  cried 
Charley  with  a  heaving  heart,  "  and  I'll  try  to 
be  such  a  good  maid  ! " 

"  O  Charley  dear,  never  forget  who  did  all 
this  !" 

'•  No,  miss,  I  never  will.  Nor  Tom  won't. 
Nor  yet  Emma.     It  was  all  you,  miss." 

"  I  have  known  nothing  of  it.  It  was  Mr. 
Jarndyce,  Charley." 

"  Yes,  miss,  but  it  was  all  done  for  the  love 
of  you,  and  that  you  might  be  my  mistress.  If 
you  please,  miss,  I  am  a  little  present  with  his 
love,  and  it  was  all  done  for  the  love  of  you. 
Me  and  Tom  was  to  be  sure  to  remember  it." 

Charley  dried  her  eyes,  and  entered  on  her 
functions :  going  in  her  matronly  little  way 
about  and  about  the  room,  and  folding  up 
everything  she  could  lay  her  hands  upon.  Pre- 
sently, Charley  came  creeping  back  to  my  side, 
and  said  : 

"  O  don't  cry,  if  you  please,  miss." 

And  I  said  again,  "  I  can't  help  it,  Charley." 

And  Charley  said  again,  "  No,  miss,  nor  I 
can't  help  it."  And  so,  after  all,  I  did  cry  for 
joy  indeed,  and  so  did  she. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

AN   APPEAL  CASE. 

S  soon  as  Richard  and  I  had  held 
the  conversation  of  which  I  have 
given  an  account,  Richard  com- 
municated the  state  of  his  mind  to 
Mr.  Jarndyce.  I  doubt  if  my 
Guardian  were  altogether  taken  by 
surprise,  when  he  received  the  repre- 
sentation ;  though  it  caused  him  much 
uneasiness  and  disappointment.  He  and 
Richard  were  often  closeted  together,  late  at 
night  and  early  in  the  morning,  and  passed 
whole  days  in  London,  and  had  innumerable 
appointments  with  Mr.  Kenge,  and  laboured 
through  a  quantity  of  disagreeable  business. 
While  they  were  thus  employed,  my  Guardian, 
though  he  underwent  considerable  inconvenience 
from  the  state  of  the  wind,  and  rubbed  his  head 


so  constantly  that  not  a  single  hair  upon  it  ever 
rested  in  its  right  place,  was  as  genial  with  Ada 
and  me  as  at  any  other  time,  but  maintained  a 
steady  reserve  on  these  matters.  And  as  our 
utmost  endeavours  could  only  elicit  from 
Richard  himself  sweeping  assurances  that  every- 
thing was  going  on  capitally,  and  that  it  really 
was  all  right  at  last,  our  anxiety  was  not  much 
relieved  by  him. 

We  learnt,  however,  as  the  time  wont  on,  that 
a  new  application  was  made  to  the  Lord  Chan- 
cellor on  Richard's  behalf,  as  an  Infant  and  a 
Ward,  and  I  don't  know  what ;  and  that  there 
was  a  quantity  of  talking ;  and  that  the  Lord 
Chancellor  described  him,  in  open  court,  as  a 
vexatious  and  capricious  infant ;  and  that  the 
matter  was  adjourned  and  readjourned,  and 
referred,  and  reported  on,  and  petitioned  about, 
until  Richard  began  to  doubt  (as  he  told  us) 
whether,  if  he  entered  the  army  at  all,  it  would 
not  be  as  a  veteran  of  seventy  or  eighty  years  of 
age.  At  last  an  appointment  was  made  for  him 
to  see  the  Lord  Chancellor  again  in  his  private 
room,  and  there  the  Lord  Chancellor  very  seri- 
ously reproved  him  for  trifling  with  time,  and 
not  knowing  his  mind — -"a  pretty  good  joke,  I 
think,"  said  Richard,  "from  that  quarter!" — 
and  at  last  it  was  settled  that  his  application 
should  be  granted.  His  name  was  entered  at 
the  Horse  Guards,  as  an  applicant  for  an  En- 
sign's commission ;  the  purchase-money  was 
deposited  at  an  Agent's  ;  and  Richard,  in  his 
usual  characteristic  way,  plunged  into  a  violent 
course  of  military  study,  and  got  up  at  five 
o'clock  every  morning  to  practise  the  broad- 
sword exercise. 

Thus,  vacation  succeeded  term,  and  term 
succeeded  vacation.  We  sometimes  heard  of 
Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce,  as  being  in  the  paper  or 
out  of  the  paper,  or  as  being  to  be  mentioned, 
or  as  being  to  be  spoken  to  ;  and  it  came  on, 
antl  it  went  off.  Richard,  wlx)  was  now  in  a 
Professor's  house  in  London,  was  able  to  be 
with  us  less  frequently  than  before  ;  my  Guar- 
dian still  maintained  the  same  reserve  ;  and  so 
time  passed  until  the  commission  was  obtained, 
and  Richard  received  directions  with  it  to  join 
a  regiment  in  Ireland. 

He  arrived  post-haste  with  the  intelligence 
one  evening,  and  had  a  long  conference  with 
my  Guardian.  Upwards  of  an  hour  elapsed 
before  my  Guardian  put  his  head  into  the  room 
where  Ada  and  I  were  sitting,  and  said,  "  Come 
in,  my  dears !  "  We  went  in,  and  found 
Richard,  whom  we  had  last  seen  in  high  spirits, 
leaning  on  the  chimney-piece,  looking  mortified 
and  angry. 
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•'  Rick  and  I,  Ada,"  said  Mr.  Jarndyce,  "  are 
not  quite  of  one  mind.  Come,  come,  Rick,  i)ut 
a  l)riglitcr  face  upon  it !  '' 

••  Vou  are  very  liard  with  me,  sir,"  said 
Richard.  "  The  harder,  because  you  have  been 
so  considerate  to  me  in  all  other  respects,  and 
have  done  me  kindnesses  that  1  can  ne\er 
acknowledge.  1  never  could  have  been  set 
right  without  you,  sir." 

""  \Vell,  well !  "  said  Mr.  Jarndyce,  "  I  want 
to  set  you  more  right  yet.  I  want  to  set  you 
more  riglit  with  yourself." 

"I  ho])e  you  will  excuse  my  saying,  sir," 
returned  Richard  in  a  fiery  way,  but  yet  respect- 
fully, "  that  1  think  I  am  the  best  judge  about 
myself" 

"  I  hope  you  will  excuse  my  saying,  my  dear 
Rick,"  observed  Mr.  Jarndyce  with  the  sweetest 
cheerfulness  and  good  humour,  "  that  it's  quite 
natural  in  you  to  think  so,  but  I  don't  think  so. 
I  must  do  my  duty.  Rick,  or  you  could  never 
care  for  me  in  cool  blood  ;  and  I  hope  you  will 
always  care  for  me,  cool  and  hot." 

Ada  had  turned  so  pale,  that  he  made  her  sit 
down  in  his  reading-chair,  and  sat  beside  her. 

"  It's  nothing,  my  dear,"  he  said,  "it's  nothing. 
Rick  and  I  have  only  had  a  friendly  difierence, 
which  we  must  state  to  you,  for  you  are  the 
theme.     Now  you  are  afraid  of  what's  coming." 

"  I  am  not,  indeed,  cousin  John,"  replied  Ada, 
with  a  smile,  "  if  it  is  to  come  from  you." 

"  Thank  you,  my  dear.  Do  you  give  me  a 
minute's  calm  attention,  without  looking  at  Rick. 
And,  little  woman,  do  you  likewise.  My  dear 
girl,"  putting  his  hand  on  hers,  as  it  lay  on  the 
side  of  the  easy-chair,  "  you  recollect  the  talk 
we  had,  we  four,  when  the  little  woman  told  me 
of  a  little  love-affair?" 

"  It  is  not  likely  that  either  Richard  or  I  can 
ever  forget  your  kindness,  that  day,  cousin 
John.'^ 

"  I  can  never  forget  it,"  said  Richard. 

"And  I  can  never  forget  it,"  said  Ada. 

"  So  much  the  easier  what  I  have  to  say,  and 
so  much  the  easier  for  us  to  agree,"  returned  my 
Guardian,  his  face  irradiated  by  the  gentleness 
and  honour  of  his  heart.  "  Ada,  my  bird,  you 
sliould  know  that  Rick  has  now  chosen  his  pro- 
fession for  the  last  time.  All  that  he  has  of 
certainty  will  be  expended  when  he  is  fully 
equipped.  He  has  exhausted  his  resources,  and 
is  bound  henceforward  to  the  tree  lie  has 
planted." 

"  Quite  true  that  I  have  exhausted  my  present 
resources,  and  I  am  quite  content  to  know  it. 
But  what  I  have  of  certainty,  sir,"  said  Richard, 
"  is  not  all  I  have." 


"  Rick,  Rick ! "  cried  my  Guardian,  with  a 
sudden  terror  in  his  manner,  and  in  an  altered 
voice,  and  putting  up  his  hands  as  if  he  would 
have  stopped  his  ears,  "for  the  love  of  God, 
don't  found  a  hope  or  expectation  on  the  family 
curse  !  Whatever  you  do  on  this  side  of  the 
grave,  never  give  one  lingering  glance  towards 
the  horrible  phantom  that  has  haunted  us  so 
many  years.  Better  to  borrow,  better  to  beg, 
better  to  die  !  " 

We  were  all  startled  by  the  fervour  of  this 
warning.  Richard  bit  his  lip  and  held  his 
breath,  and  glanced  at  me,  as  if  he  felt,  and 
knew  that  I  felt  too,  how  much  he  needed  it. 

"Ada,  my  dear,"  said  Mr.  Jarndyce,  recover- 
ing his  cheerfulness,  "  these  are  strong  w'ords  of 
advice  ;  but  I  live  in  Bleak  House,  and  liave 
seen  a  sight  here.  Enough  of  that.  All  Richard 
had,  to  start  him  in  the  race  of  life,  is  ventured. 
I  recommend  to  him  and  you,  for  his  sake  and 
your  own,  that  he  should  depart  from  us  with 
the  understanding  that  there  is  no  sort  of  con- 
tract between  you.  I  must  go  further.  I  will 
be  plain  with  you  both.  You  were  to  confide 
freely  in  me,  and  I  will  confide  freely  in  you.  I 
ask  you  wliolly  to  relinquish,  for  the  present, 
any  tie  but  your  relationship.'' 

"Better  to  say  at  once,  sir,"  returned  Richard, 
"  that  you  renounce  all  confidence  in  me,  and 
that  you  advise  Ada  to  do  the  same." 

"  Better  to  say  nothing  of  the  sort.  Rick, 
because  I  don't  mean  it." 

"  You  think  I  have  begun  ill,  sir,"  retorted 
Richard.     "  I  have,  I  know." 

"  How  I  hoped  you  would  begin,  and  how  go 
on,  I  told  you  when  we  spoke  of  these  things 
last,"  said  Mr.  Jarndyce,  in  a  cordial  and  en- 
couraging manner.  "  You  have  not  made  that 
beginning  yet;  but  there  is  a  time  for  all  things, 
and  yours  is  not  gone  by — rather,  it  is  just  now 
fully  come.  Make  a  clear  beginning  altogether. 
You  two  (very  young,  my  dears),  are  cousins. 
As  yet,  you  are  nothing  more.  What  more  may 
come,  must  come  of  being  worked  out.  Rick ; 
and  no  sooner." 

"You  are  very  hard*  with  me,  sir,"  said 
Richard.  "  Harder  than  1  could  have  supposed 
)  ou  w'ould  be." 

"  My  dear  boy,"  said  Mr.  Jarndyce,  "  I  am 
harder  with  myself  when  I  do  anything  that 
gives  you  pain.  You  have  your  remedy  in  )Our 
own  hands.  Ada,  it  is  better  for  him  that  he 
should  be  free,  and  that  there  should  be  no 
youthful  engagement  between  you.  Rick,  it  is 
better  for  her,  much  better  ;  you  owe  it  to  her. 
Come  !  Each  of  you  will  do  what  is  best  for 
the  other,  if  not  what  is  best  for  yourselves." 
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"Why  is  it  best,  sir?"  returned  Richard, 
hastily.  "  It  was  not,  when  we  opened  our 
hearts  to  you.     You  did  not  say  so,  then." 

"  I  have  had  experience  since.  I  don't  blame 
you,  Rick — but  I  have  had  experience  since." 

"  You  mean  of  me,  sir." 

"Well!  Yes,  of  both  of  you,"  said  Mr. 
Jarndycc,  kindly.  "  The  time  is  not  come  for 
your  standing  pledged  to  one  another.  It  is  not 
right,  and  I  must  not  recognise  it.  Come,  come, 
my  young  cousins,  begin  afresh  !  Bygones  shall 
be  bygones,  and  a  new  page  turned  for  you  to 
write  your  lives  in." 

Richard  gave  an  anxious  glance  at  Ada,  but 
said  nothing. 

"  I  have  avoided  saying  one  word  to  either  of 
you,  or  to  Esther,"  said  Mr.  Jarndyce,  "until 
now,  in  order  that  we  might  be  open  as  the  day, 
and  all  on  equal  terms.  I  now  affectionately 
advise,  I  now  most  earnestly  entreat,  you  two, 
to  part  as  you  came  here.  Leave  all  else  to 
time,  truth,  and  stedfastness.  If  you  do  other- 
wise, you  will  do  wrong;  and  you  will  have 
made  me  do  wron'g,  in  ever  bringing  you  to- 
gether." 

A  long  silence  succeeded. 

"  Cousin  Richard,"  said  Ada,  then,  raising  her 
blue  eyes  tenderly  to  his  face,  "  after  what  our 
cousin  John  has  said,  I  think  no  choice  is  left 
us.  Your  mind  may  be  quite  at  ease  about  me ; 
for  you  will  leave  me  here  under  his  care,  and 
will  be  sure  that  I  can  have  nothing  to  wish  for; 
quite  sure,  if  I  guide  myself  by  his  advice.  I — 
I  don't  doubt,  cousin  Richard,"  said  Ada,  a  little 
confused,  "  that  you  are  very  fond  of  me,  and  I 
— I  don't  think  you  will  fall  in  love  with  any- 
body else.  But  I  should  like  you  to  consider 
well  about  it,  too  ;  as  I  should  like  you  to  be  in 
all  things  very  happy.  You  may  trust  in  me, 
cousin  Richard.  I  am  not  at  all  changeable ; 
but  I  am  not  unreasonable,  and  should  never 
blame  you.  Even  cousins  may  be  sorry  to 
part;  and  in  truth  I  am  very,  very  sorry, 
Richard,  though  I  know  it's  for  your  welfare.  I 
shall  always  think  of  you  affectionately,  and 
often  talk  of  you  with  Esther,  and — and  perhaps 
you  will  sometimes  think  a  little  of  me,  cousin 
Richard.  So  now,"  said  Ada,  going  up  to  him 
and  giving  him  her  trembling  hand,  "  we  are 
only  cousins  again,  Richard — for  the  time  per- 
haps— and  I  pray  for  a  blessing  on  my  dear 
cousin,  wherever  he  goes  !" 

It  was  strange  to  me  that  Richard  should  not 
be  able  to  forgive  my  Guardian,  for  entertaining 
the  very  same  opinion  of  him  which  he  himself 
had  expressed  of  himself  in  much  stronger  terms 
to  me.     But,  it  was  certainly  the  case.     I  ob- 


served, with  great  regret,  that  from  this  hour  he 
never  was  as  free  and  open  with  Mr.  Jarndyce 
as  he  had  been  before.  He  had  every  reason 
given  him  to  be  so,  but  he  was  not ;  and,  solely 
on  his  side,  an  estrangement  began  to  arise 
between  them. 

In  the  business  of  preparation  and  equipment 
he  soon  lost  himself,  and  even  his  grief  at  part- 
ing from  Ada,  who  remained  in  Hertfordshire, 
while  he,  Mr.  Jarndyce,  and  I  weiu  up  to 
London  for  a  week.  He  remembered  her  by 
fits  and  starts,  even  with  bursts  of  tears  ;  and  at 
such  times  would  confide  to  me  the  heaviest 
self-reproaches.  But,  in  a  few  minutes  he  would 
recklessly  conjure  up  some  undefinable  means 
by  which  they  were  both  to  be  made  rich  and 
happy  for  ever,  and  would  become  as  gay  as 
possible. 

It  was  a  busy  time,  and  I  trotted  about  with 
him  all  day  long,  buying  a  variety  of  things,  of 
which  he  stood  in  need.  Of  the  things  he 
would  have  bought,  if  he  had  been  left  to  his 
own  ways,  I  say  nothing.  He  was  perfectl)- 
confidential  with  me,  and  often  talked  so  sensibly 
and  feelingly  about  his  faults  and  his  vigorous 
resolutions,  and  dwelt  so  much  upon  the  en- 
couragement he  derived  from  these  conversa- 
tions, that  I  could  never  have  been  tired  if  I 
had  tried. 

There  used,  in  that  week,  to»  come  backward 
and  forward  to  our  lodging,  to  fence  with 
Richard,  a  person  who  had  fomierl\-  been  a 
cavalry  soldier ;  he  was  a  fine  bluft'-looking  man, 
of  a  frank  free  bearing,  with  whom  Richard  had 
practised  for  some  months.  I  heard  so  much 
about  him,  not  only  from  Richard,  but  from  my 
Guardian  too,  that  I  was  purposely  in  the  room, 
with  my  work,  one  morning  after  breakfast,  when 
he  came. 

'•'  Good  morning,  Mr.  George,"  said  my  Guar- 
dian, who  happened  to  be  alone  with  me. 
"Mr.  Carstone  will  be  here  directly.  Mean- 
while, Miss  Summerson  is  very  happy  to  see 
you,  I  know.     Sit  down." 

He  sat  down,  a  little  disconcerted  by  my 
presence,  I  thought ;  and,  without  looking  at  me, 
drew  his  heavy  sunburnt  hand  across  and  across 
his  upper  lip. 

"You  are  as  punctual  as  the  sun,"  said  Mr. 
Jarndycc. 

"  Military  time,  sir,"  he  replied.  "  Force  of 
habit.  A  mere  habit  in  me,  sir.  I  am  not  at  all 
business-like." 

"  Yet  you  have  a  large  establishment,  too,  I 
am  told?"  said  Mr.  Jarndyce. 

"  Not  much  of  a  one,  sir.  I  keep  a  shooting 
gallery,  but  not  much  of  a  one." 
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"And  what  kind  of  a  shot,  and  what  kind  of 
a  swordsman,  do  you  make  of  Mr.  Carstone?" 
said  my  Guardian. 

"  Pretty  good,  sir,"  he  rcphed,  folding  his 
arms  upon  his  broad  chest,  and  looking  very 
large.  "  If  Mr.  Carstone  was  to  give  his  full 
mind  to  it,  he  would  come  out  very  good." 

"But  he  don't,  I  suppose?"  said  my  Guar- 
dian. 

"  He  did  at  first,  sir,  but  not  afterwards.  Not 
his  full  mind.  Perhaps  he  has  something  else 
upon  it  —  some  young  lady,  perhaps."  His 
bright  dark  eyes  glanced  at  me  for  the  first 
time. 

"  He  has  not  me  upon  his  mind,  I  assure  you, 
Mr.  George,"  said  I,  laughing,  "  though  you 
seem  to  suspect  me." 

He  reddened  a  little  through  his  brown,  and 
made  me  a  trooper's  bow.  "  No  offence,  I  hope, 
miss.     I  am  one  of  the  Roughs." 

"  Not  at  all,"  said  I.  "1  take  it  as  a  compli- 
ment." 

If  he  had  not  looked  at  me  before,  he  looked 
at  me  now,  in  three  or  four  quick  successive 
glances.  "  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  he  said  to 
my  Guardian,  with  a  manly  kind  of  diffidence, 
"  but  you  did  me  the  honour  to  mention  the 
young  lady's  name " 

"  Miss  Summerson." 

"  Miss  Summerson,"  he  repeated,  and  looked 
at  me  again. 

"  Do  you  know  the  name  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  No,  miss.  To  my  knowledge,  I  never 
heard  it.  I  thought  I  had  seen  you  some- 
where." 

"  I  think  not,"  I  returned,  raising  my  head 
from  my  work  to  look  at  him  ;  and  there  was 
something  so  genuine  in  his  speech  and  manner, 
that  I  was  glad  of  the  opportunity.  "  I  remem- 
ber faces  very  well." 

"So  do  I,  miss  !  "  he  returned,  meeting  my 
look  with  the  fulness  of  his  dark  eyes  and  broad 
forehead.  "Humph!  What  set  me  off,  now, 
upon  that !  " 

His  once  more  reddening  through  his  brown, 
and  being  disconcerted  by  his  efforts  to  remem- 
ber the  association,  brought  my  Guardian  to  his 
relief. 

"  Have  you  many  pupils,  Mr.  George  ?  " 

"They  vary  in  their  number,  sir.  Mostly, 
they're  but  a  small  lot  to  live  by." 

"  And  w^hat  classes  of  chance  people  come  to 
practise  at  your  gallery  ?  " 

"  All  sorts,  sir.  Natives  and  foreigners.  From 
gentlemen  to  'prentices.  I  have  had  French 
women  come,  before  now,  and  show  themselves 
dabs  at  pistol-shooting.      Mad  people  out    of 


number,    of  course — but   they   go    everywhere, 
where  the  doors  stand  open." 

"  People  don't  come  with  grudges  and 
schemes  of  finishing  their  practice  with  live 
targets,  I  hope?"  said  my  Guardian,  smihng. 

"  Not  much  of  that,  sir,  though  that  has  hap- 
pened. Mostly  they  come  for  skill — or  idleness. 
Six  of  one,  and  half  a  dozen  of  the  other.  I 
beg  your  pardon,"  said  Mr.  George,  sitting 
stiffly  upright,  and  squaring  an  elbow  on  each 
knee,  "but  I  believe  you're  a  Chancery  suitor, 
if  I  have  heard  correct  ?  " 

"  I  am  sorry  to  say  I  am." 

"  I  have  had  one  of  your  compatriots  in  my 
time,  sir." 

"  A  Chancery  suitor  ?  "  returned  my  Guardian. 
"  How  was  that  ?  " 

"  Why,  the  man  was  so  badgered,  and  worried, 
and  tortured,  by  being  knocked  about  from 
post  to  pillar,  and  from  pillar  to  post,"  said  Mr. 
George,  "  that  he  got  out  of  sorts.  I  don't  be- 
lieve he  had  any  idea  of  taking  aim  at  anybody ; 
but  he  was  in  that  condition  of  resentment  and 
violence,  that  he  would  come  and  pay  for  fifty 
shots,  and  fire  away  till  he  was  red  hot.  One 
day  I  said  to  him  when  there  was  nobody  by, 
and  he  had  been  talking  to  me  angrily  about  his 
wrongs,  '  If  this  practice  is  a  safety-valve,  com- 
rade, well  and  good ;  but  I  don't  altogether  like 
your  being  so  bent  upon  it,  in  your  present  state 
of  mind  ;  I'd  rather  you  took  to  something  else.' 
I  was  on  my  guard  for  a  blow,  he  was  that 
passionate ;  but  he  received  it  in  very  good 
part,  and  left  off  directly.  We  shook  hands, 
and  struck  up  a  sort  of  friendship." 

"  What  v.-as  that  man  ?  "  asked  my  Guardian, 
in  a  new  tone  of  interest. 

"  Why,  he  began  by  being  a  small  Shropshire 
farmer,  before  they  made  a  baited  bull  of  him," 
said  Mr.  George. 

"  Was  his  name  Gridley  ?  " 

"  It  was,  sir." 

Mr.  George  directed  another  succession  of 
quick  bright  glances  at  me,  as  my  Guardian  and 
I  exchanged  a  word  or  two  of  surprise  at  the 
coincidence ;  and  I  therefore  explained  to  him 
how  we  knew  the  name.  He  made  me  another 
of  his  soldierly  bows,  in  acknowledgment  of 
what  he  called  my  condescension. 

"  I  don't  know,"  he  said,  as  he  looked  at  me, 
"  what  it  is  that  sets  me  off  again — but — bosh, 
what's  my  head  running  against  ! "  He  passed 
one  of  his  heavy  hands  over  his  crisp  dark  hair, 
as  if  to  sweep  the  broken  thoughts  out  of  his 
mind;  and  sat  a  little  forward,  with  one  arm 
akimbo  and  the  other  resting  on  his  leg,  looking 
in  a  brown  study  at  the  ground. 
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"  I  am  sorry  to  learn  that  the  same  state  of 
mind  has  got  this  Gridley  into  new  troubles, 
and  that  he  is  in  hiding,"  said  my  Guardian. 

"So  I  am  told,  sir,"  returned  Mr.  George, 
still  musing  and  looking  on  the  ground.  "  So 
I  am  told." 

"You  don't  know  where?" 

"  No,  sir,"  returned  the  trooper,  lifting  up  his 
eyes  and  coming  out  of  his  reverie.  "  I  can't 
say  anything  about  him.  He  will  be  worn  out 
soon,  I  expect.  You  may  file  a  strong  man's 
heart  away  for  a  good  many  years,  but  it  will 
tell  all  of  a  sudden  at  last." 


Richard's  entrance  stopped  the  conversation. 
Mr.  George  rose,  made  me  another  of  his 
soldierly  bows,  wished  my  Guardian  a  good 
day,  and  strode  heavily  out  of  the  room. 

This  was  the  morning  of  the  day  appointed 
for  Richard's  departure.  We  had  no  more  pur- 
chases to  make  now ;  I  had  completed  all  his 
packing  early  in  the  afternoon  ;  and  our  time 
was  disengaged  until  night,  when  he  was  to  go  to 
Liverpool  for  Holyhead.  Jarndyce  and  Jarn- 
dyce  being  again  expected  to  come  on  that  day, 
Richard  proposed  to  me  that  we  should  go  down 
to  the  Court  and  hear  what  passed.     As  it  was 
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his  last  day,  and  he  was  eager  to  go,  and  I  had 
never  been  there,  I  gave  my  consent,  and  we 
walked  down  to  Westminster,  where  the  Court 
was  then  sitting.  We  beguiled  the  way  with 
arrangements  concerning  the  letters  that  Richard 
was  to  write  to  me,  and  the  letters  that  I  was  to 
write  to  him  ;  and  with  a  great  many  hopeful 
projects.  My  Guardian  knew  where  we  were 
going,  and  therefore  was  not  with  us. 

When  we  came  to  the  Court,  there  was  the 
Lord  Chancellor — the  same  whom  I  had  seen 
in  his  private  room  in  Lincoln's  Inn — sitting  in 


great  state  and  gravity,  on  the  bench ;  with  the 
mace  and  seals  on  a  red  table  below  him,  and 
an  immense  flat  nosegay,  like  a  little  garden, 
which  scented  the  whole  Court.  Below  the 
table,  again,  was  a  long  row  of  solicitors,  with 
bundles  of  papers  on  the  matting  at  their  feet ; 
and  then  there  were  the  gentlemen  of  the  bar  in 
wigs  and  gowns — some  awake  and  some  asleep, 
and  one  talking,  and  nobody  paying  much  at- 
tention to  what  he  said.  The  Lord  Chancellor 
leaned  back  in  his  very  easy  chair,  with  his 
elbow  on  the  cushioned  arm,  and  his  forehead 
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resting  on  his  hand  ;  some  of  those  who  were 
present  dozed ;  some  read  the  newspapers  ; 
some  walked  about,  or  whispered  in  groups :  all 
seemed  perfectly  at  their  ease,  by  no  means  in  a 
hurry,  very  unconcerned,  and  extremely  com- 
fortable. 

To  see  everything  going  on  so  smoothly,  antl 
to  think  of  the  roughness  of  the  suitors'  lives 
and  deaths ;  to  see  all  that  full  dress  and  cere- 
mony, and  to  think  of  the  waste,  and  want,  and 
beggared  misery  it  represented ;  to  consider 
tliat,  while  the  sickness  of  hope  deferred  was 
raging  in  so  many  hearts,  this  polite  show  went 
calmly  on  from  day  to  da}',  and  year  to  year,  in 
such  good  order  and  composure  ;  to  behold  the 
Lord  Chancellor,  and  the  whole  array  of  prac- 
titioners under  him,  looking  at  one  another  and 
at  the  spectators,  as  if  nobody  had  ever  heard 
that  all  over  England  the  name  in  which  they 
were  assembled  was  a  bitter  jest :  Avas  held  in 
universal  horror,  contempt,  and  indignation ; 
was  known  for  something  so  flagrant  and  bad, 
that  little  short  of  a  miracle  could  bring  any 
good  out  of  it  to  any  one  :  this  was  so  curious 
and  self-contradictory  to  me,  who  had  no  ex- 
perience of  it,  that  it  was  at  first  incredible,  and 
I  could  not  comprehend  it.  I  sat  where  Richard 
put  me,  and  tried  to  listen,  and  looked  about 
me ;  but  there  seemed  to  be  no  reality  in  the 
whole  scene,  except  poor  little  Miss  Flite,  the 
madwoman,  standing  on  a  bench,  and  nodding 
at  it. 

Miss  Flite  soon  espied  us,  and  came  to  where 
we  sat.  She  gave  me  a  gracious  welcome  to 
her  domain,  and  indicated,  with  much  gratifica- 
tion and  pride,  its  principal  attractions.  Mr. 
Kenge  also  came  to  speak  to  us,  and  did  the 
honours  of  the  place  in  much  the  same  way ; 
with  the  bland  modesty  of  a  proprietor.  It  was 
not  a  very  good  day  for  a  visit,  he  said ;  he 
would  have  preferred  the  first  day  of  term  ;  but 
it  was  imposing,  it  was  imposing. 

When  we  had  been  there  half  an  hour  or  so, 
the  case  in  progress — if  I  may  use  a  phrase  so 
ridiculous  in  such  a  connection — seemed  to  die 
out  of  its  own  vapidity,  without  coming,  or 
being  by  anybody  expected  to  come,  to  any 
result.  The  Lord  Chancellor  then  threw  down 
a  bundle  of  papers  from  his  desk  to  the  gentle- 
men below  him,  and  somebody  said  "  Jarndyce 
AND  Jarndyce."  Upon  this  there  was  a  buzz, 
and  a  laugh,  and  a  general  withdrawal  of  the 
bystanders,  and  a  bringing  in  of  great  heaps, 
and  piles,  and  bags  and  bags-full  of  papers. 

I  think  it  came  on  "  for  further  directions,"— 
about  some  bill  of  costs,  to  the  best  of  my 
understanding,    which    was    confused    enough. 


But  I  counted  twenty-three  gentlemen  in  wigs, 
who  said  they  were  "  in  it;"  and  none  of  them 
appeared  to  understand  it  much  better  than  L 
They  chatted  about  it  with  the  Lord  Chancellor, 
and  contradicted  and  explained  among  them- 
selves, and  some  of  them  said  it  was  this  way, 
and  some  of  them  said  it  was  that  way,  and 
some  of  them  jocosely  proposed  to  read  huge 
volumes  of  aftidavits,  and  there  was  more  buzzing 
and  laughing,  and  everybody  concerned  was  in 
a  state  of  idle  entertainment,  and  nothing  could 
be  made  of  it  by  anybody.  After  an  hour  or  so 
of  this,  and  a  good  many  speeches  being  begun 
and  cut  short,  it  was  "  referred  back  for  the 
present,"  as  ]\Ir.  Kenge  said,  and  the  papers 
were  bundled  up  again,  before  the  clerks  had 
finished  bringing  them  in. 

I  glanced  at  Richard,  on  the  termination  of 
these  hopeless  proceedings,  and  was  shocked  to 
see  the  worn  look  of  his  handsome  young  iace. 
"  It  can't  last  for  ever.  Dame  Durdcn.  Better 
luck  next  time  !"  was  all  he  said. 

I  had  seen  Mr.  Guppy  bringing  in  papers, 
and  arranging  them  for  Mr.  Kenge;  and  he  had 
seen  me  and  made  me  a  forlorn  bow,  which 
rendered  me  desirous  to  get  out  of  the  Court. 
Richard  had  given  me  his  arm  and  was  taking 
me  away,  when  Mr.  Guppy  came  up. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Carstone,"  said  he, 
in  a  whisper,  "  and  Miss  Summerson's  also ;  but 
there's  a  lady  here,  a  friend  of  mine,  who  knows 
her,  and  wishes  to  have  the  pleasure  of  shaking 
hands."  As  he  spoke,  I  saw  before  me,  as  if 
she  had  started  into  bodily  shape  from  my  re- 
membrance, Mrs.  Rachael,  of  my  godmother's 
house. 

"How  do  you  do,  Esther?"  said  she.  "  Do 
you  recollect  me?" 

I  gave  her  my  hand,  and  told  her  yes,  and 
that  she  was  very  little  altered. 

"  I  wonder  you  remember  those  times, 
Esther,"  she  returned,  with  her  old  asperity. 
"  They  are  changed  now.  Well !  I  am  glad  to 
see  you,  and  glad  you  are  not  too  proud  to 
know  me."  But,  indeed,  she  seemed  disap- 
pointed that  I  was  not. 

"  Proud,  Mrs.  Rachael !"  I  remonstrated. 

"  I  am  married,  Esther,"  she  returned,  coldly 
correcting  me,  "  and  am  Mrs.  Chadband.  Well ! 
I  wish  you  good  day,  and  I  hope  you'll  do 
well." 

Mr.  Guppy,  who  had  been  attentive  to  this 
short  dialogue,  heaved  a  sigh  in  my  ear,  and 
elbowed  his  own  and  Mrs.  Rachael's  way  through 
the  confused  little  crowd  of  people  coming  in 
and  going  out,  which  we  were  in  the  midst  of, 
and   which    the    change  in   the   business   had 
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brought  together.  Richard  and  I  were  making 
our  way  through  it,  and  I  was  yet  in  the  first 
chill  of  the  late  unexpected  recognition,  when 
I  saw,  coming  towards  us,  but  not  seeing 
us,  no  less  a  person  than  Mr.  George.  He 
made  nothing  of  the  people  about  him  as  he 
tramped  on,  staring  over  their  heads  into  the 
body  of  the  Court. 

"  George ! "  said  Richard,  as  I  called  his 
attention  to  him. 

"  You  are  well  met,  sir,"  he  returned.  "And 
you,  miss.  Could  you  ])oint  a  person  out  for 
me  I  want?     I  don't  understand  these  places." 

Turning  as  he  spoke,  and  making  an  easy 
way  for  us,  he  stopped  when  we  were  out  of  the 
press,  in  a  corner  behind  a  great  red  curtain. 

"  There's  a  little  cracked  old  woman,"  he 
began,  "  that " 

I  put  up  my  finger,  for  Miss  Flite  was  close 
by  me  ;  having  kept  beside  rae  all  the  time,  and 
having  called  the  attention  of  several  of  her 
legal  acquaintance  to  me  (as  1  had  overheard 
to  my  confusion),  by  whispering  in  their  ears, 
"  Hush  !     Fitz-Jarndyce  on  my  left ! " 

"  Hem  !"  said  Mr.  George.  "  You  remember, 
miss,  that  we  passed  some  conversation  on  a 
certain  man  this  morning  ? — Gridley,"  in  a  low 
whisper  behind  his  hand. 

"  Yes,"  said  I. 

"  He  is  hiding  at  my  place.  I  couldn't  men- 
lion  it.  Hadn't  his  authority.  He  is  on  his  last 
march,  miss,  and  has  a  whim  to  see  her.  He 
says  they  can  feel  for  one  another,  and  she  has 
been  almost  as  good  as  a  friend  to  him  here.  I 
came  down  to  look  for  her ;  for  when  I  sat  by 
Gridley  this  afternoon,  I  seemed  to  hear  the 
roll  of  the  mufiied  drums." 

"Shall  I  tell  her?"  said  I. 

"Would  you  be  so  good?"  he  returned,  with 
a  glance  of  something  like  apprehension  at  Miss 
Flite.  "  It's  a  Providence  1  met  you,  miss  ;  I 
doubt  if  I  should  have  known  how  to  get  on 
with  that  lady."  And  he  put  one  hand  in  his 
breast,  and  stood  upright  in  a  martial  attitude, 
as  I  informed  litde  Miss  Flite,  in  her  ear,  of  the 
purport  of  his  kind  errand. 

"  My  angry  friend  from  Shropshire  !  Almost 
as  celebrated  as  myself!  "  she  exclaimed.  "  Now 
really  !  ]\Iy  dear,  I  will  wait  upon  him  with  the 
greatest  pleasure." 

"  He  is  living  concealed  at  Mr.  George's," 
said  I.     "  Hush  !     This  is  Mr.  George." 

"In — deed!"  returned  Miss  Flite.  "Very 
]iroud  to  have  the  honour  !  A  military  man,  my 
dear.  You  know,  a  perfect  General ! "  she 
whispered  to  me. 

Poor  Miss  Flite  deemed  it  necessary  to  be  so 


courtly  and  polite,  as  a  mark  of  her  respeet  for 
the  army,  and  to  curtsey  so  very  often,  that  it 
was  no  easy  matter  to  get  her  out  of  the  Court. 
When  this  was  at  last  done,  and  addressing  Mr. 
George  as  "  General,"  she  gave  him  her  arm,  to 
the  great  entertainment  of  some  idlers  who  were 
looking  on,  he  was  so  discomposed,  and  begged 
me  so  respectfully  "  not  to  desert  him,"  that  I 
could  not  make  up  my  mind  to  do  it ;  especially 
as  Miss  Flite  was  always  tractable  with  me,  and 
as  she  too  said,  "  Fitz-Jarndyce,  my  dear,  you 
will  accompany  us,  of  course."  As  Richard 
seemed  quite  willing,  and  even  anxious,  that  we 
should  see  them  safely  to  their  destination,  we 
agreed  to  do  so.  And  as  Mr.  George  informed 
us  that  Gridley's  mind  had  run  on  Mr.  Jarndyce 
all  the  afternoon,  after  hearing  of  their  interview 
in  the  morning,  I  wrote  a  hasty  note  in  pencil  to 
my  Guardian  to  say  where  we  were  gone,  and 
why.  Mr.  George  sealed  it  at  a  coffee-house, 
that  it  might  lead  to  no  discovery,  and  we  sent 
it  off  by  a  ticket-porter. 

We  then  took  a  hackney-coach,  and  drove 
away  to  the  neighbourhood  of  Leicester  Square. 
W^e  walked  through  some  narrow  courts,  for 
which  Mr.  George  apologised,  and  soon  came  to 
the  Shooting  Galler}',  the  door  of  which  was 
closed.  As  he  i)ulled  a  bell-handle  which  hung 
by  a  chain  to  the  door-post,  a  very  respectable 
old  gentleman,  with  grey  hair,  wearing  siiectacles, 
and  dressed  in  a  black  spencer  and  gaiters  antl 
a  broad-brimmed  hat,  and  carrying  a  large  gold- 
headed  cane,  addressed  him. 

"  I  ask  your  pardon,  my  good  friend,"  said 
he  ;  "  but  is  this  George's  Shooting  Gallery  ?" 

"  It  i.s,  sir,"  returned  Mr.  George,  glancing  up 
at  the  great  letters  in  which  that  inscription  was 
painted  on  the  whitewashed  wall. 

"  Oh  I  To  be  sure  ! "  said  the  old  gentleman, 
following  his  eyes.  "  Thank  you.  Have  you 
rung  the  bell  ?  " 

"  My  name  is  George,  sir,  and  I  ha^-e  rung 
the  bell." 

"Oh,  indeed?"  said  the  old  gentleman. 
"  Your  name  is  George  ?  Then  I  am  here  as 
soon  as  you,  }0u  sec.  You  came  for  me,  no 
doubt?" 

"  No,  sir.     You  have  the  advantage  of  me." 

"Oh,  indeed?"  said  the  old  gentleman. 
"  Then  it  was  your  young  man  who  came  for 
me.  I  am  a  ])hysician,  antl  was  requested — five 
minutes  ago — to  come  and  visit  a  sick  man,  at 
George's  Shooting  Gallery." 

"  The  muffled  drums,"  said  Mr.  George, 
turning  to  Richard  and  me,  and  gravely  shaking 
his  head.  "  It's  quite  correct,  sir.  Will  you 
please  to  walk  in?" 
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The  door  being  at  that  moment  opened,  by  a 
very  singular-looking  little  man  in  a  green  baize 
cap  and  apron,  whose  face,  and  hands,  and  dress, 
were  blackened  all  over,  we  passed  along  a 
dreary  passage  into  a  large  building  with  bare 
brick  walls  ;  where  there  were  targets,  and  guns, 
and  swords,  and  other  things  of  that  kind. 
When  we  had  all  arrived  here,  the  physician 
stopped,  and,  taking  off  his  hat,  appeared  to 
vanish  by  magic,  and  to  leave  another  and  (juite 
a  different  man  in  his  place. 

"  Now,  look'ec  here,  George,"  said  the  man, 
turning  (juickly  round  upon  him,  and  tapping 
him  on  the  breast  with  a  large  forefinger.  "  You 
know  me,  and  I  know  you.  You're  a  man  of 
the  world,  and  I'm  a  man  of  the  world.  My 
name's  Bucket,  as  you  are  aware,  and  I  have 
got  a  i)eace- warrant  against  Gridley.  You 
have  kept  him  out  of  the  way  a  long  time, 
and  you  have  been  artful  in  it,  and  it  does  you 
credit." 

Mr.  George,  looking  hard  at  him,  bit  his  lip 
and  shook  his  head. 

"  Now,  George,"  said  the  other,  keeping  close 
to  him,  "you're  a  sensible  man,  and  a  well-con- 
ducted man ;  that's  what  you  are,  beyond  a 
doubt.  And  mind  you,  I  don't  talk  to  you  as  a 
common  character,  because  you  have  served 
your  country,  and  you  know  that  w^hen  duty  calls 
we  must  obey.  Consequently,  you're  very  far 
from  wanting  to  give  trouble.  If  I  required 
assistance,  you'd  assist  me ;  that's  what  jw/'d 
do.  Phil  Squod,  don't  you  go  a  sidling  round 
the  gallery  like  that ;"  the  dirty  little  man  was 
shuffling  about  with  his  shoulder  against  the 
wall,  and  his  eyes  on  the  intruder,  in  a  manner 
that  looked  threatening  ;  "  because  I  know  you, 
and  I  won't  have  it." 

'•  Phil !"  said  Mr.  George. 

"  Yes,  Guv'ner." 

"  Be  quiet." 

The  little  man,  with  a  low  growl,  stood  still. 

"  Ladies  and  gentlemen,"  said  Mr.  Bucket, 
"  you'll  excuse  anything  that  may  appear  to  be 
disagreeable  in  this,  for  my  name's  Inspector 
Bucket  of  the  Detective,  and  I  have  a  duty  to 
perform.  George,  I  know  where  my  man  is, 
because  I  was  on  the  roof  last  night,  and  saw 
him  through  the  skylight,  and  you  along  with 
hun.  He  is  in  there,  you  know,"  pointing  ; 
"  that's  where  he  is— on  a  sofy.  Now  I  must 
see  my  man,  and  I  must  tell  my  man  to  consider 
himself  in  custody ;  but,  you  know  me,  and  you 
know  I  don't  want  to  take  any  uncomfortable 
measures.  You  give  me  your  word,  as  from  one 
man  to  another  (and  an  old  soldier,  mind  you, 
likewise  !),  that  it's  honourable  between  us  two, 


and  I'll  accommodate  you  to  the  utmost  of  my 
power." 

"  I  give  it,"  was  the  reply.  "  But  it  wasn't 
handsome  in  you,  Mr.  Bucket." 

"  Gammon,  George  !  Not  handsome  ?  "  said 
Mr.  Bucket,  tapping  him  on  his  broad  breast 
again,  and  shaking  hands  with  him.  "  I  don't 
say  it  wasn't  handsome  in  you  to  keej)  my  man 
so  close,  do  I  ?  Be  equally  good-tempered  to 
me,  old  boy  !  Old  William  tell  !  Old  Shaw, 
the  Life  Guardsman  !  Why,  he's  a  model  of  the 
whole  British  army  in  himself,  ladies  and  gentle- 
men. I'd  give  a  fifty-pun'  note  to  be  such  a 
figure  of  a  man  ! " 

The  affair  being  brought  to  this  head,  Mr. 
George,  after  a  little  consideration,  proposed  to 
go  in  first  to  his  comrade  (as  he  called  him), 
taking  Miss  Flite  with  him.  Mr.  Bucket  agree- 
ing, they  went  away  to  the  further  end  of  the 
gallery,  leaving  us  sitting  and  standing  by  a 
table  covered  with  guns.  Mr.  Bucket  took  this 
opportunity  of  entering  into  a  little  light  con- 
versation ;  asking  me  if  I  were  afraid  of  fire- 
arms, as  most  young  ladies  were ;  asking  Richard 
if  he  were  a  good  shot ;  asking  Phil  Scjuod 
which  he  considered  the  best  of  those  rifles,  and 
what  it  might  be  worth,  first-hand  ;  telling  him, 
in  return,  that  it  was  a  pity  he  ever  gave  way  to 
his  temper,  for  he  was  naturally  so  amiable  that 
he  might  have  been  a  young  woman ;  and  making 
himself  generally  agreeable. 

After  a  time  he  followed  us  to  the  further  end 
of  the  gallery,  and  Richard  and  I  were  going 
quietly  awa}',  when  Mr.  George  came  after  us. 
He  said  that  if  we  had  no  objection  to  see  his 
comrade,  he  would  take  a  visit  from  us  very 
kindly.  The  words  had  hardly  passed  his  lips, 
when  the  bell  was  rung,  and  my  Guardian 
appeared  •  "  on  the  chance,"  he  slightly  observed, 
"  of  being  able  to  do  any  little  thing  for  a  poor 
fellow  involved  in  the  same  misfortune  as  him- 
self." We  all  four  went  back  together,  and  went 
into  the  place  where  Gridley  was. 

It  was  a  bare  room,  partitioned  off  from  the 
gallery  Avith  unpainted  wood.  As  the  screening 
was  not  more  than  eight  or  ten  feet  high,  and 
only  enclosed  the  sides,  not  the  top,  the  rafters 
of  the  high  gallery  roof  were  overhead,  and  the 
skylight,  through  which  Mr.  Bucket  had  looked 
down.  The  sun  was  low — near  setting — and  its 
light  came  redly  in  above,  without  descending 
to  the  ground.  Upon  a  plain  canvas-covered 
sofa  lay  the  man  from  Shropshire — dressed  much 
as  we  had  seen  him  last,  but  so  changed,  that 
at  first  I  recognised  no  likeness  in  his  colourless 
face  to  what  I  recollected. 

He  had  been  still  writing  in  his  hiding-place, 
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and  still  dwelling  on  his  grievances,  hour  after 
hour.  A  table  and  some  shelves  were  covered 
with  manuscript  papers,  and  with  worn  pens, 
and  a  medley  of  such  tokens.  Touchingly  and 
awfully  drawn  together,  he  and  tlie  little  mad 
woman  were  side  by  side,  and,  as  it  were,  alone. 
She  sat  on  a  chair  holding  his  hand,  and  none 
of  us  went  close  to  tliem. 

His  voice  had  faded,  with  the  old  expression 
of  his  face,  with  his  strength,  with  his  anger, 
with  his  resistance  to  the  wrongs  that  had  at 
last  subdued  him.  The  faintest  shadow  of  an 
object  full  of  form  and  colour,  is  such  a  picture 
of  it,  as  he  was  of  tlie  man  from  Shropshire  whom 
we  had  spoken  with  before. 

He  inclined  his  head  to  Richard  and  me,  and 
spoke  to  my  Guardian. 

"  Mr.  Jarndyce,  it  is  very  kind  of  you  to  come 
to  see  me.  I  am  not  long  to  be  seen,  I  think. 
I  am  very  glad  to  take  your  haml,  sir.  You  are 
a  good  man,  superior  to  injustice,  and  God 
knows  I  honour  you." 

They  shook  hands  earnestly,  and  my  Guar- 
dian said  some  words  of  comfort  to  him. 

"  It  may  seem  strange  to  you,  sir,"'  returned 
Gridley;  "I  should  not  have  liked  to  see  you, 
if  this  had  been  the  first  time  of  our  meeting. 
But,  you  know,  I  made  a  fight  for  it,  you  know 
I  stood  up  with  my  single  hand  against  then:i 
all,  you  know  I  told  them  the  truth  to  the  last, 
and  told  them  what  they  were,  and  what  they 
had  done  to  me  ;  so  I  don't  mind  your  seeing 
me,  this  wreck." 

"You  have  been  courageous  with  them, 
many  and  many  a  time,"  returned  my  Guar- 
dian. 

"Sir,  I  have  been  ;"  with  a  faint  smile.  "  I 
told  you  what  would  come  of  it,  when  I  ceased 
to  be  so  ;  and,  see  here  !  Look  at  us — look  at 
us!"  He  drew  the  hand  Miss  Flite  held, 
through  her  arm,  and  brought  her  something 
nearer  to  him. 

"  This  ends  it.  Of  all  my  old  associations,  of 
all  my  old  pursuits  and  hopes,  of  all  the  living 
and  the  dead  world,  this  one  poor  soul  alone 
comes  natural  to  me,  and  I  am  fit  for.  There 
is  a  tie  of  many  suffering  years  between  us  two, 
and  it  is  the  only  tie  I  ever  had  on  earth  that 
Chancery  has  not  broken." 

"Accept  my  blessing,  Gridley,"  said  Miss 
Flite,  in  tears.     "  Accept  my  blessing  !" 

"  I  thought,  boastfiilly,  that  they  never  could 
break  my  heart,  Mr.  Jarndyce.  I  was  resolved 
that  they  should  not.  I  did  believe  that  I  could, 
and  would,  charge  tliem  with  being  the  mockery 
they  were,  until  1  died  of  some  bodily  disorder. 
But  I  am  worn  out.     How  loner  1   have  been 


wearing  out,  I  don't  know ;  I  seemed  to  break 
down  in  an  hour.  I  hope  they  may  never  come 
to  hear  of  it.  I  hope  everybody  here  will  lead 
them  to  believe  that  I  died  defying  them,  con- 
sistently and  perseveringly,  as  I  did  through  so 
many  years." 

Here  Mr.  Bucket,  who  was  sitting  in  a  corner, 
by  the  door,  good-naturedly  offered  such  con- 
solation as  he  could  administer. 

"  Come,  come  ! "  he  said,  from  his  comer. 
"  Don't  go  on  in  that  way,  Mr.  Gridley.  You  are 
only  a  little  low.  We  are  all  of  us  a  little  low, 
sometimes.  /  am.  Hold  up,  hold  up  !  You'll 
lose  your  temper  with  the  whole  round  of  'em, 
again  and  again :  and  I  shall  take  you  on  a 
score  of  warrants  yet,  if  I  have  luck." 

He  only  shook  his  head. 

"Don't  shake  your  head,"  said  Mr.  Bucket. 
"  Nod  it ;  that's  what  I  want  to  see  you  do. 
Why,  Lord  bless  your  soul,  what  times  we  have 
had  together !  Haven't  I  seen  you  in  the  Fleet 
over  and  over  again,  for  contempt?  Haven't  I 
come  into  Court,  twen-ty  afternoons,  for  no 
other  purpose  than  to  see  you  pin  the  Chancellor 
like  a  bull-dog?  Don't  you  remember,  when 
you  first  began  to  threaten  the  lawyers,  and  the 
peace  was  sworn  against  you  two  or  three  times 
a  week  ?  Ask  the  little  old  lady  there  :  she  has 
been  always  present.  Hold  up,  Mr.  Gridley, 
hold  up,  sir  ! " 

"What  are  you  going  to  do  about  him?" 
asked  George  in  a  low  voice. 

"  I  don't  know  yet,"  said  Bucket  in  the  same 
tone.  Then  resuming  his  encouragement,  he 
pursued  aloud  : 

"  Worn  out,  Mr.  Gridley?  After  dodging  me 
for  all  these  weeks,  and  forcing  me  to  climb  the 
roof  here  like  a  Tom  Cat,  and  to  come  to  see 
you  as  a  Doctor?  That  ain't  like  being  worn 
out.  /  should  think  not !  Now  I  tell  you  what 
you  want.  You  want  excitement,  you  know,  to 
kQQT^  you  up  ;  that's  what  j>w/  want.  You're  used 
to  it,  and  you  can't  do  without  it.  1  couldn't 
myself  Very  well,  then  ;  here's  this  warrant 
got  by  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  of  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields, 
and  backed  into  halfa-dozen  counties  since. 
What  do  you  say  to  coming  along  with  me, 
upon  this  warrant,  and  having  a  good  angr)' 
argument  before  the  magistrates  ?  It'll  do  you 
good;  it'll  freshen  you  up,  and  get  you  into 
training  for  another  turn  at  the  Chancellor. 
Give  in  ?  Why  I  am  surprised  to  hear  a  man 
of  your  energy  talk  of  giving  in.  You  mustn't 
do  that.  You're  half  the  fun  of  the  fair,  in  the 
Court  of  Chancery.  George,  you  lend  Mr. 
Gridley  a  hand,  ami  let's  see  now  whether  he 
won't  be  better  up  than  down." 
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"  He  is  very  weak,"  said  the  trooper,  in  a  low 
voice. 

"Is  he?"  returned  Bucket,  anxiously.  "I 
only  want  to  rouse  him.  I  don't  like  to  see  an 
old  acquaintance  giving  in  like  this.  It  would 
cheer  him  uj)  more  than  anything  if  I  could 
make  him  a  little  waxy  with  me.  He's  welcome 
to  drop  into  me,  right  and  left,  if  he  likes.  / 
shall  never  take  advantage  of  it." 

The  roof  rang  with  a  scream  from  Miss  Flite, 
which  still  rings  in  my  ears. 

"  O  no,  Gridley  !"  she  cried,  as  he  fell  heavily 
and  calmly  back  from  before  her.  "  Not  with- 
out my  blessing.     After  so  many  years  ! " 

The  sun  was  down,  the  light  had  gradually 
stolen  from  the  roof,  and  the  shadow  had  crept 
upward.  But,  to  me,  the  shadow  of  that  pair, 
one  living  and  one  dead,  fell  heavier  on  Richard's 
departure,  than  the  darkness  of  the  darkest 
night.  And  through  Richard's  farewell  words  I 
heard  it  echoed  : 

"  Of  all  my  old  associations,  of  all  my  old 
pursuits  and  hopes,  of  all  the  living  and  the 
dead  world,  this  one  poor  soul  alone  comes 
natural  to  me,  and  I  am  fit  for.  There  is  a  tie 
of  many  suffering  years  between  us  two,  and  it 
is  the  only  tie  I  ever  had  on  earth  that  Chancery 
has  not  broken  !  " 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

MRS.   SNAGSBY   SEES    IT  ALL. 

Ym  mp%  HERE  is  disquietude  in  Cook's  Court, 
^^;^i|r^  Cursitor  Street.  Black  suspicion 
'  --'-fTr^-^  hides  in  that  peaceful  region.  The 
mass  of  Cook's  Courtiers  are  in  their 
usual  state  of  mind,  no  better  and  no 
worse  ;  but,  Mr.  Snagsby  is  changed, 
^  and  his  little  woman  knows  it. 
''W  For,  Tom-all-Alone's  and  Lincoln's  Inn 
Fields  persist  in  harnessing  themselves,  a  pair 
of  ungovernable  coursers,  to  the  chariot  of  Mr. 
Snagsby's  imagination  ;  and  Mr.  Bucket  drives  ; 
and  the  passengers  are  Jo  and  Mr.  Tulking- 
hom  ;  and  the  complete  equipage  whids  through 
the  Law  Stationery  business  at  wild  speed,  all 
round  the  clock.  Even  in  the  little  front  kitchen 
where  the  family  meals  are  taken,  it  rattles  away 
at  a  smoking  pace  from  the  dinner  table,  when 
Mr.  Snagsby  pauses  in  carving  the  first  slice  of 
the  leg  of  mutton  baked  with  potatoes,  and 
stares  at  the  kitchen  wall. 

Mr.  Snagsby  cannot  make  out  what  it  is  that 
he  has  had  to  do  with.     Something  is  wrong, 


somewhere ;  but  what  something,  Avhat  may 
come  of  it,  to  whom,  when,  and  from  which 
unthought-of  and  unheard-of  quarter,  is  the 
puzzle  of  his  life.  His  remote  impressions  of 
the  robes  and  coronets,  the  stars  and  garters, 
that  sparkle  through  the  surface-dust  of  Mr. 
Tulkinghorn's  chambers  ;  his  veneration  for  the 
mysteries  presided  over  by  that  best  and  closest 
of  his  customers,  whom  all  the  Inns  of  Court, 
all  Chancery  Lane,  and  all  the  legal  neighbour- 
hood agree  to  hold  in  awe  ;  his  remembrance  of 
Detective  Mr.  Bucket  with  his  forefinger,  and 
his  confidential  manner  impossible  to  be  evaded 
or  declined  ;  persuade  him  that  he  is  a  party  to 
some  dangerous  secret,  without  knowing  what  it 
is.  And  it  is  the  fearful  peculiarity  of  this  con- 
dition, that,  at  any  hour  of  his  daily  life,  at  any 
opening  of  the  shop-door,  at  any  pull  of  the 
bell,  at  any  entrance  of  a  messenger,  or  any 
delivery  of  a  letter,  the  secret  may  take  air  ami 
fire,  explode,  and  blow  up — Mr.  Bucket  only 
knows  whom. 

For  which  reason,  whenever  a  man  unknown 
comes  into  the  shop  (as  many  men  unknown 
do),  and  says,  "  Is  Mr.  Snagsby  in  ?  "  or  words 
to  that  innocent  effect,  Mr.  Snagsby's  heart 
knocks  hard  at  his  guilty  breast.  He  undergoes 
so  much  from  such  inquiries,  that  when  they 
are  made  by  boys  he  revenges  himself  by  flip- 
ping at  their  ears  over  the  counter,  and  asking 
the  young  dogs  what  they  mean  by  it,  and  why 
they  can't  speak  out  at  once  ?  More  impracti- 
cable men  and  boys  persist  in  walking  into  Mr. 
Snagsby's  sleep,  and  terrifying  him  with  unac- 
countable questions ;  so  that  often,  when  the 
cock  at  the  little  dairy  in  Cursitor  Street  breaks 
out  in  his  usual  absurd  way  about  the  morning, 
Mr.  Snagsby  finds  himself  in  a  crisis  of  night- 
mare, with  his  little  woman  shaking  him,  and 
saying,  "  What's  the  matter  with  the  man  !  " 

The  little  woman  herself  is  not  the  least  item 
in  his  difficulty.  To  know  that  he  is  always 
keeping  a  secret  from  her;  that  he  has,  under 
all  circumstances,  to  conceal  and  hold  fast  a 
tender  double  tooth,  which  her  sharpness  is 
ever  ready  to  twist  out  of  his  head  ;  gives  Mr. 
Snagsby,  in  her  dentistical  presence,  much  of 
the  air  of  a  dog  who  has  a  reservation  from  his 
master,  and  will  look  anywhere  rather  than  meet 
his  eye. 

These  various  signs  and  tokens,  marked  l)y 
the  little  woman,  are  not  lost  upon  her.  They 
impel  her  to  say,  "  Snagsby  has  something  on 
his  mind ! "  And  thus  suspicion  gets  into 
Cook's  Court,  Cursitor  Street.  From  suspicion 
to  jealousy,  Mrs.  Snagsby  finds  the  road  as 
natural  and  short  as  from  Cook's  Court  to  Chan- 
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eery  Lane.  And  thus  jealousy  gets  into  Cook's 
Court,  Cursitor  Street.  Once  there  (and  it  was 
always  lurking  thereabout),  it  is  very  active  and 
nimble  in  Mrs.  Snagsby's  breast — prompting  her 
to  nocturnal  examinations  of  Mr.  Snagsby's 
pockets ;  to  secret  perusals  of  Mr.  Snagsby's 
letters ;  to  private  researches  in  the  Day  Book 
and  Ledger,  till,  cash-box,  and  iron  safe  ;  to 
watchings  at  windows,  listenings  behind  doors  ; 
and  a  general  putting  of  this  and  that  together 
by  the  wrong  end. 

Mrs.  Snagsby  is  so  perpetually  on  the  alert, 
that  the  house  becomes  ghostly  with  creaking 
boards  and  rustling  garments.  The  'prentices 
think  somebody  may  have  been  murdered  there, 
in  bygone  times.  Caster  holds  certain  loose 
atoms  of  an  idea  (picked  up  at  Tooting,  where 
they  were  found  floating  among  the  orphans), 
that  there  is  buried  money  underneath  the 
cellar,  guarded  by  an  old  man  with  a  white 
beard,  who  cannot  get  out  for  seven  thousand 
years,  because  he  said  the  Lord's  Prayer  back- 
wards. 

"  Who  was  Nimrod  ?  "  T\Irs.  Snagsby  repeat- 
edly inquires  of  hetself.  "  Who  was  that  lady — ■ 
that  creature?  And  who  is  that  boy  ?  "  Now, 
Nimrod  being  as  dead  as  the  mighty  hunter  whose 
name  Mrs.  Snagsby  has  appropriated,  and  the 
lady  being  unproducible,  she  directs  her  mental 
eye,  for  the  present,  with  redoubled  vigilance,  to 
the  boy.  ''  And  who,"  quoth  Mrs.  Snagsby, 
for  the  thousand  and  first  time,  "  is  that  boy  ? 

Who  is  that ! "     And  there  Mrs.  Snagsby  is 

seized  with  an  inspiration. 

He  has  no  respect  for  Mr.  Chadband.  No,  to 
be  sure,  and  he  wouldn't  have,  of  course. 
Naturally  he  wouldn't,  under  those  contagious 
circumstances.  He  was  invited  and  appointed 
by  Mr.  Chadband — why,  Mrs.  Snagsby  heard  it 
herself  with  her  own  ears  ! — to  come  back,  and 
be  told  where  he  was  to  go,  to  be  addressed  by 
Mr.  Chadband  ;  and  he  never  came  !  Why  did 
lie  never  come  ?  Because  he  was  tokl  not  to 
come.  Who  told  him  not  to  come  ?  Who  ?  Ha, 
ha  !  Mrs.  Snagsby  sees  it  all. 

But  happily  (and  Mrs.  Snagsby  tightly  shakes 
her  head  and  tightly  smiles),  that  boy  was  met 
by  Mr.  Chadband  yesterday  in  the  streets  ;  and 
that  boy,  as  affording  a  subject  which  Mr.  Chad- 
band  desires  to  improve  for  the  spiritual  deli.;,Mit 
of  a  select  congregation,  was  seized  l)y  Mr. 
Chadband  and  threatened  with  being  delivered 
over  to  the  police,  unless  he  showed  the  reverend 
gentleman  where  lie  liveil,  and  unless  he  entered 
into,  and  fulfilled,  an  undertaking  to  appear  in 
Cook's  Court  to-morrow  night — "  to— mor — row 
— night,"   Mrs.  Snagsby  repeats  for  mere  em- 


phasis, with  another  tight  smile,  and  another 
ti£?ht  shake  of  her  head  ;  and  to-morrow  night 
that  boy  will  be  here,  and  to-morrow  night  Mrs. 
Snagsby  will  have  her  eye  upon  him  and  upon 
some  one  else  ;  and  O  you  may  walk  a  long 
while  in  your  secret  ways  (says  Mrs.  Snagsby, 
with  haughtiness  and  scorn),  but  you  can't  blind 
ME  ! 

Mrs.  Snagsby  sounds  no  timbrel  in  anybody's 
ears,  but  holds  her  purpose  quietly,  and  keeps 
her  counsel.  To-morrow  comes,  the  savoury 
preparations  for  the  Oil  Trade  come,  the  even- 
ing comes.  Comes,  Mr.  Snagsby  in  his  black 
coat ;  come,  the  Chadbands  ;  come  (when  the 
gorging  vessel  is  replete),  the  'prentices  and 
Ouster,  to  be  edified ;  comes,  at  last,  with  his 
slouching  head,  and  his  shuffle  backward,  and 
his  shuffie  forward,  and  his  shuffle  to  the  right, 
and  his  shuffle  to  the  left,  and  his  bit  of  fur  cap 
in  his  muddy  hand,  which  he  picks  as  if  it 
were  some  mangy  bird  he  had  caught,  and  was 
plucking  before  eating  raw,  Jo,  the  very,  very 
tough  subject  Mr.  Chadband  is  to  improve. 

Mrs.  Snagsby  screws  a  watchful  glance  on  Jo, 
as  he  is  brought  into  the  little  drawing-room  by 
Ouster.  He  looks  at  Mr.  Snagsby  the  moment 
he  comes  in.  Aha  !  Why  does  he  look  at  Mr. 
Snagsby?  Mr.  Snagsby  looks  at  him.  Why 
should  he  do  that,  but  that  Mrs.  Snagsby  sees 
it  all  ?  Why  else  should  that  look  pass  between 
them,  why  else  should  Mr.  Snagsby  be  confused, 
and  cough  a  signal  cough  behind  his  hand  ?  It 
is  as  clear  as  crystal  that  Mr.  Snagsby  is  that 
boy's  father. 

"  Peace,  my  friends,"  says  Chadband,  rising 
and  wiping  the  oily  exudations  from  his  reverend 
visage.  "  Peace  be  with  us  !  My  friends,  why 
with  us  ?  Because,"  with  his  fat  smile,  "  it  can- 
not be  against  us,  because  it  must  be  for  us  : 
because  it  is  not  hardening,  because  it  is  soften- 
ing ;  because  it  does  not  make  war  like  the 
hawk,  but  comes  home  untoe  us  like  the  dove. 
Therefore,  my  friends,  peace  be  with  us  !  My 
human  boy,  come  forward  !  " 

Stretching  forth  his  flabby  paw,  Mr.  Chad- 
band  lays  the  same  on  Jo's  arm,  and  considers 
where  to  station  him.  Jo,  very  doubtful  of  his 
reverend  friend's  intentions,  and  not  at  all  clear 
but  that  something  practical  and  painful  is  going 
to  be  done  to  him,  mutters,  "  You  let  mc  alone. 
I  never  said  nothink  to  )'ou.  You  let  me 
alone." 

"  No,  my  young  friend,"  says  Chadband, 
smoothly,  "  I  will  not  let  you  alone.  And  why  ? 
Because  I  am  a  harvest-labourer,  because  I  am 
a  toiler  and  a  moiler,  because  you  are  delivered 
over  untoe  me,  and  are  become  as  a  precious 
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instrument  in  my  hands.  My  friends,  may  I  so 
employ  this  instrument  as  to  use  it  toe  your 
advantage,  toe  your  profit,  toe  your  gain,  toe 
your  welfare,  toe  your  enrichment !  My  young 
friend,  sit  ujmn  this  stool." 

Jo,  ai)i)arcntly  possessed  by  an  impression 
that  the  reverend  gentleman  wants  to  cut  his 
hair,  shields  his  head  with  both  arms,  and  is  got 
into  the  rccjuired  position  with  great  difficulty, 
and  every  possible  manifestation  of  reluctance. 

AMicn  he  is  at  last  adjusted  like  a  lay-figure, 
Mr.  Chadband,  retiring  behind  the  table,  holds 
\\\i  his  bcar's-paw,  and  says,  "  My  friends  !  " 
This  is  the  signal  for  a  general  settlement  of  the 
audience.  The  'prentices  giggle  internally,  and 
nudge  each  other.  Guster  falls  into  a  staring 
and  vacant  state,  compounded  of  a  stunned 
admiration  of  Mr.  Chadband  and  pity  for  the 
friendless  outcast  whose  condition  touches  her 
nearly.  Mrs.  Snagsby  silently  lays  trains  of 
gunpowder.  Mrs,  Chadband  composes  herself 
grimly  by  the  fire,  and  warms  her  knees  :  finding 
that  sensation  favourable  to  the  reception  of 
eloquence. 

It  happens  that  Mr.  Chadband  has  a  pu]|)it 
habit  of  fixing  some  member  of  his  congregation 
with  his  eye,  and  fatly  arguing  his  points  with 
that  particular  person ;  who  is  understood  to  be 
expected  to  be  moved  to  an  occasional  grunt, 
groan,  gasp,  or  other  audible  expression  of  in- 
ward working;  which  expression  of  inward 
working,  being  echoed  by  some  elderly  lady  in 
the  next  pew,  and  so  communicated,  like  a 
game  of  forfeits,  through  a  circle  of  the  more 
fermentable  sinners  present,  serves  the  purpose 
of  parliamentary  cheering,  and  gets  Mr.  Chad- 
band's  steam  up.  From  mere  force  of  habit, 
Mr.  Chadband  in  saying  "  My  friends  !  "  has 
rested  his  eye  on  Mr.  Snagsby  ;  and  proceeds 
to  make  that  ill-starred  stationer,  already  suffi- 
ciently confused,  the  immediate  recipient  of  his 
discourse. 

"  We  have  here  among  us.  my  friends,"  says 
Chadband,  "a  Gentile  and  a  Heathen,  a  dweller 
in  the  tents  of  Tom-all-Alone's,  and  a  mover-on 
upon  the  surface  of  the  earth.  We  have  here 
among  us,  my  friends,"  and  Mr.  Chadband,  un- 
twisting the  point  with  his  dirty  thumb-nail, 
bestows  an  oily  smile  on  Mr.  Snagsby,  signitying 
that  he  will  throw  him  an  argumentative  back- 
fall presently  if  he  be  not  already  down,  "  a 
brother  and  a  boy.  Devoid  of  parents,  devoiil 
of  relations,  devoid  of  flocks  and  herds,  devoid 
of  gold  and  silver,  and  of  precious  stones.  Now, 
my  friends,  why  do  I  say  he  is  devoid  of  these 
possessions?  Why?  Why  is  he?"  Mr.  Chad- 
band  states  the  question  as  if  he  were  propound-  , 


ing  an  entirely  new  riddle,  of  much  ingenuity 
and  merit,  to  Mr.  Snagsby,  and  entreating  him 
not  to  give  it  up. 

Mr.  Snagsby,  greatly  perplexed  by  the  mys- 
terious look  he  received  just  now  from  his  little 
woman — at  about  the  period  when  Mr.  Chad- 
band  mentioned  the  word  parents — is  tempted 
into  modestly  remarking,  "I  don't  know,  I'm 
sure,  sir."  On  which  interruption,  Mrs.  Chad- 
band  glares,  and  Mrs.  Snagsby  says,  "  For 
shame  !  " 

"  I  hear  a  voice,"  says  Chadband  ;  "  is  it  a 
still  small  voice,  my  friends  ?   I  fear  not,  though 

I  fain  would  hope  so " 

("  Ah — h  ! "  from  Mrs.  Snagsby.) 
"  Which  says,  I  don't  know.  Then  I  will  tell 
you  why.  I  say  this  brother,  present  here 
among  us,  is  devoid  of  parents,  devoid  of  rela- 
tions, devoid  of  flocks  and  herds,  devoid  of  gold, 
of  silver,  and  of  i)recious  stones,  because  he  is 
devoid  of  the  light  that  shines  in  upon  some  of 
us.  What  is  that  light  ?  What  is  it  ?  I  ask  you 
what  is  that  light  ?  " 

Mr.  Chadband  draws  back  his  head  and 
pauses,  but  Mr.  Snagsby  is  not  to  be  lured  on  to 
his  destruction  again.  Mr.  Chadband,  leaning 
forward  over  the  table,  pierces  what  he  has  got 
to  follow,  directly  into  Mr.  Snagsby,  with  the 
thumb-nail  already  mentioned. 

"  It  is,"  says  Chadband,  "the  ray  of  rays,  the 
sun  of  suns,  the  moon  of  moons,  the  star  of  stars. 
It  is  the  light  of  Terewth." 

Mr.  Chadband  draws  himself  up  again,  and 
looks  triumphantly  at  Mr.  Snagsby,  as  if  he 
would  be  glad  to  know  how  he  feels  after  that. 

"Of  Terewth,"  says  Mr.  Chadband,  hitting 
him  again.  "  Say  not  to  me  that  it  is  ?iot  the 
lamp  of  lamps.  I  say  to  you,  it  is.  I  say  to 
you,  a  million  of  times  over,  it  is.  It  is  !  I  say 
to  you  that  I  will  proclaim  it  to  you,  whether 
you  like  it  or  not ;  nay,  that  the  less  you  like 
it,  the  more  I  will  proclaim  it  to  you.  With  a 
speaking-trumpet !  I  say  to  you  that  if  you  rear 
yourself  against  it,  you  shall  fall,  you  shall  be 
bruised,  you  shall  be  battered,  you  shall  be 
flawed,  you  shall  be  smashed." 

The  present  eftect  of  this  flight  of  oratory — 
much  admired  for  its  general  power  by  Mr. 
Chadband's  followers — being  not  only  to  make 
Mr.  Chadband  unpleasantly  warm,  but  to  repre- 
sent the  innocent  Mr.  Snagsby  in  the  light  of  a 
determined  enemy  to  virtue,  with  a  forehead  of 
brass  and  a  heart  of  adamant,  that  unfortunate 
tradesman  becomes  yet  more  disconcerted  ;  and 
is  in  a  very  advanced  state  of  low  spirits  and 
false  position,  when  Mr.  Chadband  accidentally 
finishes  him. 


MR.  CHADBAND  INQUIRES  CONCERNING  TEREWTH. 
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•'  My  friends,"  he  resumes,  after  dabbing  his 
fat  head  for  some  time — and  it  smokes  to  such 
an  extent  that  he  seems  to  hght  his  pocket- 
handkerchief  at  it,  which  smokes,  too,  after 
every  dab — "to  pursue  the  subject  we  are  en- 
deavouring with  our  lowly  gifts  to  improve, 
let  us  in  a  spirit  of  love  inquire  what  is  that 
Terewth  to  which  I  have  alluded.  For,  my 
young  friends,"  suddenly  addressing  the  'pren- 
tices and  Guster,  to  their  consternation,  "  if  I 
.am  told  by  the  doctor  that  calomel  or  castor-oil 


is  good  for  me,  I  may  naturally  ask  what  is 
calomel,  and  what  is  castor-oil.  I  may  wish  to 
be  informed  of  that,  before  I  dose  myself  with 
either  or  with  both.  Now,  my  young  friends, 
what  is  this  Terewth,  then  ?  Firstly  (in  a  spirit 
of  love),  what  is  the  common  sort  of  Terewth — 
the  working  clothes — the  every-day  vrear,  ray 
young  friends  ?     Is  it  deception  ?  " 

("  Ah— h  !  "  from  Mrs.  Snagsby.) 

"  Is  it  suppression  ?  " 

(A  shiver  in  the  negative  from  Mrs.  Snagsby.) 


'I   BELIEVE   you!"    SAYS   MRS.   BAGNET.      "  HE'S   A  BRITON.      THAT'S   WHAT  WOOLWICH   IS.      A  BRITON !  " 


"  Is  it  reservation  ?  " 

(A  shake  of  the  head  from  Mrs.  Snagsby — 
very  long  and  very  tight.) 

"  No,  my  friends,  it  is  neither  of  these. 
Neither  of  these  names  belongs  to  it.  When 
this  young  Heathen  now  among  us — who  is  now, 
my  friends,  asleep,  the  seal  of  indifference 
and  perdition  being  set  upon  his  eyelids  ;  but 
do  not  wake  him,  for  it  is  right  that  I  should 
have  to  wrestle,  and  to  combat,  and  to  struggle, 
and  to  conquer,  for  his  sake — when  this  young 
Bleak  House,  13. 


hardened  Heathen  told  us  a  story  of  a  Cock,  and 
of  a  Bull,  and  of  a  lady,  and  of  a  sovereign,  was 
that  the  Terewth  ?  No.  Or,  if  it  was  partly, 
was  it  wholly,  and  entirely  ?  No,  my  friends, 
no!" 

If  Mr.  Snagsby  could  withstand  his  little 
woman's  look,  as  it  enters  at  his  eyes,  the 
v.indows  of  his  soul,  and  searches  the  whole 
tenement,  he  were  other  than  the  man  he  is.  He 
cowers  and  droops. 

"  Or,  my  juvenile  friends,"  says   Chadband, 

So 
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descending  to  the  level  of  their  comprehension, 
with  a  very  obtrusive  demonstration,  in  his 
greasily  meek  smile,  of  coming  a  long  way  down- 
stairs for  the  purpose,  "  if  the  master  of  this 
house  was  to  go  forth  into  the  city  and  there 
I  see  an  eel,  and  was  to  come  back,  and  was  to 
call  untoe  him  the  mistress  of  this  house,  and 
was  to  say,  '  Sarah,  rejoice  with  me,  for  I  have 
seen  an  elephant ! '  would  that  be  Terewth  ?  " 

Mrs.  Snagsby  in  tears. 

^'  Or  put  it,  my  juvenile  friends,  that  he  saw 
an  elephant,  and  returning  said,  '  Lo,  the  city 
is  barren,  I  have  seen  but  an  eel,'  would  that  be 
Terewth  ?" 

Mrs.  Snagsby  sobbing  loudly. 

"  Or  put  it,  my  juvenile  friends,"  says  Chad- 
band,  stimulated  by  the  sound,  "  that  the 
unnatural  parents  of  this  slumbering  Heathen — 
for  parents  he  had,  my  juvenile  friends,  beyond 
a  doubt — after  casting  him  forth  to  the  wolves 
and  the  vultures,  and  the  wild  dogs  and  the 
young  gazelles,  and  the  serpents,  went  back  to 
their  dwellings,  and  had  their  pipes,  and  their 
pots,  and  th'feir  flutings  and  their  dancings,  and 
their  malt  liquors,  and  their  butcher's  meat  and 
poultr)',  would  that  be  Terewth?" 

Mrs.  Snagsby  replies  by  delivering  herself  a 
prey  to  spasms  ;  not  an  unresisting  prey,  but  a 
crying  and  a  tearing  one,  so  that  Cook's  Court 
re-echoes  with  her  shrieks.  Finally,  becoming 
cataleptic,  she  has  to  be  carried  up  the  narrow 
staircase  like  a  grar^d  piano.  After  unspeakable 
suffering,  productive  of  the  utmost  consterna- 
tion, she  is  pronounced,  by  expresses  from  the 
bed-room,  free  from  pain,  though  much  ex- 
hausted ;  in  which  state  of  affairs  Mr.  Snagsby, 
trampled  and  crushed  in  the  pianoforte  removal, 
and  extremely  timid  and  feeble,  ventures  to 
come  out  from  behind  the  door  in  the  drawing- 
room. 

All  this  time  Jo  has  been  standing  on  the 
spot  where  he  woke  up,  ever  picking  his  cap, 
and  putting  bits  of  fur  in  his  mouth.  He  spits 
them  out  with  a  remorseful  air,  for  he  feels  that 
it  is  in  his  nature  to  be  an  unimprovable  repro- 
bate, and  that  it's  no  good  his  trying  to  keep 
awake,  for  he  won't  never  know  nothink.  Though 
it  may  be,  Jo,  that  there  is  a  history  so  interesting 
and  affecting  even  to  minds  as  near  the  brutes 
as  thine,  recording  deeds  done  on  this  earth  for 
common  men,  that  if  the  Chadbands,  removing 
their  own  persons  from  the  light,  would  but 
.show  it  thee  in  simple  reverence,  would  but 
leave  it  unimproved,  would  but  regard  it  as 
being  eloquent  enough  without  their  modest  aid 
— it  might  hold  thee  awake,  and  thou  might 
learn  from  it  \et ! 


Jo  never  heard  of  any  such  book.  Its  com- 
jjilers,  and  the  Reverend  Chadband,  are  all  one 
to  him — except  that  he  knows  the  Reverend 
Chadband,  and  would  rather  run  away  from  him 
for  an  hour  than  hear  him  talk  for  five  minutes. 
"  It  an't  no  good  my  waiting  here  no  longer," 
thinks  Jo.  "  Mr.  Snagsby  an't  a  going  to  say 
nothink  to  me  to-night."  And  down-stairs  he 
shuffles. 

But  down-stairs  is  the  charitable  Guster,  hold- 
ing by  the  hand-rail  of  the  kitchen  stairs,  and 
warding  off  a  fit,  as  yet  doubtfully,  the  same 
having  been  induced  by  Mrs.  Snagsby's  scream- 
ing. She  has  her  own  suj)per  of  bread  and 
cheese  to  hand  to  Jo ;  with  whom  she  ventures 
to  interchange  a  word  or  so,  for  the  first  time. 

"  Here's  something  to  eat,  poor  boy,"  says 
Guster. 

"  Thank'ee,  mum,"  says  Jo. 

"  Are  you  hungry  ?" 

"  Jist !"  says  Jo. 

"  What's  gone  of  your  father  and  your  mother, 
eh?" 

Jo  stops  in  the  middle  of  a  bite  and  looks 
petrified.  For  this  orphan  charge  of  the  Chris- 
tian Saint  whose  shrine  was  at  Tooting,  has 
patted  him  on  the  shoulder ;  and  it  is  the  first 
time  in  his  life  that  any  decent  hand  has  been 
so  laid  upon  him. 

"  I  never  know'd  nothink  about  'em,"  says  Jo. 

"  No  more  didn't  I  of  mine,"  cries  Guster. 
She  is  repressing  symptoms  favourable  to  the 
fit,  when  she  seems  to  take  alarm  at  something, 
and  vanishes  down  the  stairs. 

"  Jo,"  whispers  the  law-stationer  softly,  as  the 
boy  lingers  on  the  step. 

"  Here  I  am,  Mr.  Snagsby." 

"I  didn't  know  you  were  gone — there's 
another  half-crown,  Jo.  It  was  quite  right  of 
you  to  say  nothing  about  the  lady  the  other 
night  when  we  were  out  together.  It  would 
breed  trouble.     You  can't  be  too  quiet,  Jo." 

"  I  am  fly,  master  ! " 

And  so,  good  night. 

A  ghostly  shade,  frilled  and  nightcapped, 
follows  the  law-stationer  to  the  room  he  came 
from,  and  glides  higher  up.  And  henceforth  he 
begins,  go  where  he  will,  to  be  attended  by 
another  shadow  than  his  own,  hardly  less  con- 
stant than  his  own,  hardly  less  quiet  than  his 
own.  And  into  whatsoever  atmosphere  of 
secrecy  his  own  shadoAv  may  pass,  let  all  con- 
cerned in  the  secrecy  beware  !  For  the^  watch- 
ful Mrs.  Snagsby  is  there  too — bone  of  his  bone^ 
flesh  of  his  flesh,  shadow  of  his  shadow. 
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SHARPSHOOTERS. 


«i;m4^INTRY  morning,  looking  with  dull 
eyes  and  sallow  face  upon  the 
neighbourhood  of  Leicester  Square, 
finds  its  inhabitants  unwilling  to 
get  out  of  bed.  Many  of  them  are 
not  early  risers  at  the  brightest  of 
tmes,  being  birds  of  night  who  roost 
when  the  sun  is  high,  and  are  wide  awake 
and  keen  for  prey  when  the  stars  shine  out. 
Behind  dingy  blind  and  curtain,  in  upper  story 
and  garret,  skulking  more  or  less  under  false 
names,  false  hair,  false  titles,  false  jewellery,  and 
false  histories,  a  colony  of  brigands  lie  in  their 
first  sleep.  Gentlemen  of  the  green  baize  road 
who  could  discourse,  from  personal  experience, 
of  foreign  galleys  and  home  treadmills  ;  spies 
of  strong  governments  that  eternally  quake  with 
weakness  and  miserable  fear,  broken  traitors, 
cowards,  bullies,  gamesters,  shufflers,  swindlers, 
and  false  witnesses ;  some  not  unmarked  by  the 
branding-iron,  beneath  their  dirty  braid ;  all 
\vith  more  cruelty  in  them  than  was  in  Nero, 
and  more  crime  than  is  in  Newgate.  For, 
howsoever  bad  the  devil  can  be  in  fustian  or 
smock-frock  (and  he  can  be  very  bad  in  both), 
he  is  a  more  designing,  callous,  and  intolerable 
devil  when  he  sticks  a  pin  in  his  shirt-front, 
calls  himself  a  gentleman,  backs  a  card  or 
colour,  plays  a  game  or  so  of  billiards,  and 
knows  a  little  about  bills  and  promissory  notes, 
than  in  any  other  form  he  wears.  And  in  such 
form  Mr.  Bucket  shall  find  him,  when  he  will, 
pervading  the  tributary  channels  of  Leicester 
Square. 

But  the  wintry  morning  wants  him  not  and 
wakes  him  not.  It  wakes  Mr.  George  of  the 
Shooting  Gallery,  and  his  Familiar.  They  arise, 
roll  up  and  stow  away  their  mattresses.  Mr. 
George,  having  shaved  himself  before  a  looking- 
glass  of  minute  proportions,  then  marches  out, 
bare-lieaded  and  bare-chested,  to  the  Pump,  in 
the  little  yard,  and  anon  comes  back  shining 
with  yellow  soap,  friction,  drifting  rain,  and  ex- 
ceedingly cold  water.  As  he  rubs  himself  upon 
a  large  jack-towel,  blowing  like  a  military  sort 
of  diver  just  come  up  :  his  crisp  hair,  curling 
tighter  and  tighter  on  his  sunburnt  temples,  the 
more  he  rubs  it,  so  that  it  looks  as  if  it  never 
could  be  loosened  by  any  less  coercive  instru- 
ment than  an  iron  rake  or  a  curry-comb — as  he 
rubs,  and  puffs,  and  polishes,  and  blows,  turning 
his  head  from  side  to  side,  the  more  con- 
veniently to  excoriate  his  throat,  and  standing 


with  his  body  well  bent  forward,  to  keep  the 
wet  from  his  martial  legs — Phil,  on  his  knees 
lighting  a  fire,  looks  round  as  if  it  were  enough 
washing  for  him  to  see  all  that  done,  and  suffi- 
cient renovation,  for  one  day,  to  take  in  the 
superfluous  health  his  master  throws  ofl. 

When  Mr.  George  is  dry,  he  goes  to  work  to 
brush  his  head  with  two  hard  brushes  at  once, 
to  that  unmerciful  degree  that  Phil,  shouldering 
his  way  round  the  gallery  in  the  act  of  sweeping 
it,  winks  with  sympathy.  This  chafing  over,  the 
ornamental  part  of  Mr.  George's  toilette  is  soon 
performed.  He  fills  his  pipe,  lights  it,  and 
marches  up  and  down  smoking,  as  his  custom 
is,  while  Phil,  raising  a  powerful  odour  of  hot 
rolls  and  coffee,  prepares  breakfast.  He  smokes 
gravely,  and  marches  in  slow  time.  Perhaps 
this  morning's  pipe  is  devoted  to  the  memory  of 
Gridley  in  his  grave. 

"  And  so,  Phil,"  says  George  of  the  Shooting 
Gallery,  after  several  turns  in  silence ;  "  you 
were  dreaming  of  the  country  last  night  .'*" 

Phil,  by-the-bye,  said  as  much,  in  a  tone  of 
surprise,  as  he  scrambled  out  of  bed. 

"  Yes,  guv'ner." 

"What  was  it  like?" 

''  I  hardly  ki\ow  what  it  was  like,  guv'ner," 
says  Phil,  considering. 

"How  did  you  know  it  was  the  country?" 

"  On  accounts  of  the  grass,  I  think.  And 
the  swans  upon  it,"  says  Phil,  after  further  con- 
sideration. 

'•  What  were  the  swans  doing  on  the  grass?" 

"  They  was  a  eating  of  it,  I  expect,''  says 
Phil. 

The  master  resumes  his  march,  and  the  man 
resumes  his  preparation  of  breakfast.  It  is  not 
necessarily  a  lengthened  preparation,  being 
limited  to  the  setting  forth  of  very  simple  break- 
fast requisites  for  two,  and  the  broiling  of  a 
rasher  of  bacon  at  the  fire  in  the  rusty  grate ; 
but  as  Phil  has  to  sidle  round  a  considerable 
part  of  the  gallery  for  every  object  he  wants, 
and  never  brings  two  objects  at  once,  it  takes 
time  under  the  circumstances.  At  length  the 
breakfast  is  ready.  Phil  announcing  it,  Mr. 
George  knocks  the  ashes  out  of  his  pipe  on  the 
hob,  stands  his  pipe  itself  in  the  chimney  corner, 
and  sits  down  to  the  meal.  When  he  has  helped 
himself,  Phil  follows  suit ;  sitting  at  the  extreme 
end  of  the  little  oblong  table,  and  taking  his 
plate  on  his  knees.  Either  in  humility,  or  to 
hide  his  blackened  hands,  or  because  it  is  his 
natural  manner  of  eating. 

*'  The  country,"  says  Mr.  George,  plying  his 
knife  and  fork ;  "  why,  I  suppose  you  never 
clapped  your  eyes  on  the  country,  Phil?" 
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"  I  see  the  marshes  once,"  says  Phil,  con- 
tentedly eating  his  breakfast. 

"  What  marshes?" 

"  The  marshes,  commander,"  returns  Phil. 

"  Where  are  they?" 

"  I  don't  know  where  they  are,"  says  Phil  ; 
"  but  I  see  'em,  guv'ner.  They  was  flat.  And 
miste." 

Governor  and  Commander  are  interchange- 
able terms  with  Phil,  expressive  of  the  same 
respect  and  deference,  and  applicable  to  nobody 
but  Mr.  George. 

"  I  was  born  in  the  country,  Phil." 

"  Was  you  indeed,  commander  ?" 

"  Yes.     And  bred  there." 

Phil  elevates  his  one  eyebrow,  and,  after 
respectfully  staring  at  his  master  to  express 
interest,  swallows  a  great  gulp  of  coffee,  still 
staring  at  him. 

"  There's  not  a  bird's  note  that  I  don't  know," 
says  Mr.  George.  "  Not  many  an  English  leaf 
or  berry  that  I  couldn't  name.  Not  many  a 
tree  that  I  couldn't  climb  yet,  if  I  was  put  to  it. 
I  was  a  real  country  boy  once.  My  good 
mother  lived  in  the  country." 

"  She  must  have  been  a  fine  old  lady, 
guv'ner,"  Phil  observes. 

"  Ay  !  and  not  so  old  either,  five-and-thirty 
years  ago,"  says  Mr.  George.  "  But  I'll  wager 
that  at  ninety  she  would  be  near  as  upright  as 
me,  and  near  as  broad  across  the  shoulders." 

"Did  she  die  at  ninety,  guv'ner?"  inquires 
Phil. 

"  No.  Bosh  !  Let  her  rest  in  peace,  God 
bless  her!"  says  the  trooper.  "What  set  me 
on  about  country  boys,  and  runaways  and  good- 
for-nothings?  You,  to  be  sure  !  So  you  never 
clapped  your  eyes  upon  the  country — marshes 
and  dreams  excepted.     Eh?" 

Phil  shakes  his  head. 

"  Do  you  want  to  see  it?" 

"  N-no,  I  don't  know  as  I  do,  particular," 
says  Phil. 

"  The  town's  enougla  for  you,  eh?" 

"'  Why  you  see,  commander,"  says  Phil,  "  I 
ain't  acquainted  with  anythink  else,  and  I 
doubt  if  I  ain't  a  getting  too  old  to  take  to 
novelties." 

"  How  old  are  you,  Phil  ?"  asks  the  trooper, 
pausing  as  he  conveys  his  smoking  saucer  to  his 
lips. 

"  I'm  something  with  a  eight  in  it,"  says  Phil. 
"  It  can't  be  eighty.  Nor  yet  eighteen.  It's 
betwixt  'em  somewheres." 

Mr.  George,  slowly  putting  down  his  saucer 
without  tasting  the  contents,  is  laughingly  be- 
ginning, "  V/hy,  what  the  deuce,  Phil  ?"— when 


he  stops,  seeing  that   Phil  is  counting  on  his 
dirty  fingers, 

"  I  was  just  eight,"  says  Phil,  "  agreeable  to 
the  parish  calculation,  when  I  went  with  the 
tinker.  I  was  sent  on  an  errand,  and  I  see  him 
a  sittin  under  a  old  buildin  with  a  fire  all  to 
himself  wery  comfortable,  and  he  says,  '  Would 
you  like  to  come  along  a  me,  my  man  ? '  I  says 
'  Yes,'  and  him  and  me  and  the  fire  goes  home 
to  Clerkenwell  together.  That  was  April  Fool 
Day.  I  was  able  to  count  up  to  ten ;  and 
when  April  Fool  Day  come  round  again,  I  says 
to  myself,  '  Now,  old  chap,  you're  one  and  a 
eight  in  it.'  April  Fool  Day  after  that,  I  says, 
'  Now,  old  chap,  you're  two  and  a  eight  in  it.' 
In  course  of  time  I  come  to  ten  and  a  eight  in 
it ;  two  tens  and  a  eight  in  it.  When  it  got  so 
high  it  got  the  Upper  hand  of  me ;  but  this  is 
how  I  always  know  there's  a  eight  in  it." 

"  Ah  !"  says  Mr.  George,  resuming  his  break- 
fast.    ''And  where's  the  tinker?" 

"  Drink  put  him  in  the  hospital,  guv'ner,  and 
the  hospital  put  him — in  a  glass-case,  I  have 
heerd,"  Phil  replies  mysteriousl3^ 

"  By  that  means  you  got  promotion  ?  Took 
the  business,  Phil  ?  " 

"  Yes,  commander,  I  took  the  business.  Such 
as  it  was.  It  wasn't  much  of  a  beat — round 
Saffron  Hill,  Hatton  Garden,  Clerkenwell,  Smif- 
feld,  and  there — poO'-  neighbourhood,  where 
they  uses  up  the  kettles  till  they're  past  mend- 
ing. Most  of  the  tramping  tinkers  used  to  come 
and  lodge  at  our  place  ;  that  was  the  best  part 
of  my  master's  earnings.  But  they  didn't  come 
to  me.  I  warn't  like  him.  He  could  sing  'em 
a  good  song.  /  couldn't !  He  could  play  'em 
a  tune  on  any  sort  of  pot  you  please,  so  as  it 
was  iron  or  block  tin.  /  never  could  do  nothing 
with  a  pot,  but  mend  it  or  bile  it — never  had  a 
note  of  music  in  me.  Besides,  I  was  too  ill- 
looking,  and  their  wives  complained  of  me." 

"  They  were  mighty  particular.  You  would 
pass  muster  in  a  crowd,  Phil,"  says  the  trooper, 
with  a  pleasant  smile. 

"  No,  guv'ner,"  returns  Phil,  shaking  his  head. 
"  No,  I  shouldn't.  I  was  passable  enough  when  I 
went  with  the  tinker,  though  nothing  to  boast  of 
then :  but whatwithblowingthefire with  mymouth 
when  I  was  young,  and  spileing  my  complexion, 
and  singeing  my  hair  off,  and  swallering  the 
smoke  ;  and  what  with  being  nat'rally  unfort'nate 
in  the  way  of  running  against  hot  metal,  and 
marking  myself  by  sich  means  ;  and  what  with 
having  turn-ups  with  the  tinker  as  I  got  older, 
almost  whenever  he  was  too  far  gone  in  drink — 
which  was  almost  always — my  beauty  was  queer, 
wery  queer,  even  at  that  time.     As  to  since ; 
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what  with  a  dozen  years  in  a  dark  forge,  where 
the  men  was  given  to  larking ;  and  what  with 
being  scorched  in  an  accident  at  a  gas-works ; 
and  what  with  being  blowed  out  of  winder,  case- 
filhng  at  the  firework  business;  I  am  ugly 
enough  to  be  made  a  show  on  ! " 

Resigning  himself  to  which  condition  with  a 
perfectly  satisfied  manner,  Phil  begs  the  favour 
of  another  cup  of  coffee.  While  drinking  it  he 
says  : 

"  It  was  after  the  case-filling  blow-up,  v.'hen  I 
first  see  you,  commander.     You  remember  ?  " 

"  I  remember,  Phil.  You  were  walking  along 
in  the  sun." 

"  Crawling,  guv'ner,  again  a  wall " 

"  True,  Phil — shouldering  your  way  on " 

"  In  a  nightcap  !"  exclaims  Phil,  excited. 

"  In  a  nightcap " 

"And  hobbling  with  a  couple  of  sticks!" 
cries  Phil,  still  more  excited. 

"  With  a  couple  of  sticks.     When " 

"  When  you  stops,  you  know,"  cries  Phil,  put- 
ting down  his  cup  and  saucer,  and  hastily  re- 
moving his  plate  from  his  knees,  "  and  says  to 
me,  '  What,  comiade  !  You  have  been  in  the 
wars ! '  I  didn't  say  much  to  you,  com- 
mander, then,  for  I  was  took  by  surprise,  that  a 
person  so  strong  and  healthy  and  bold  as  you 
was,  should  stop  to  speak  to  such  a  limping 
bag  of  bones  as  I  was.  But  you  says  to  me, 
says  you,  delivering  it  out  of  your  chest  as 
hearty  as  possible,  so  that  it  was  like  a  glass  of 
something  hot,  'What  accident  have  you  met 
with?  You  have  been  badly  hurt.  What's 
amiss,  old  boy?  Cheer  up,  and  tell  us  about 
it!'  Cheer  up!  I  was  cheered  already!  I 
says  as  much  to  you,  you  says  more  to  me,  I 
says  more  to  you,  you  says  more  to  me,  and 
here  I  am,  commander !  Here  I  am,  com- 
mander ! "  cries  Phil,  who  has  started  from  his 
chair  and  unaccountably  begun  to  sidle  away. 
"  If  a  mark's  wanted,  or  if  it  will  improve  the 
business,  let  the  customers  take  aim  at  me. 
They  can't  spoil  my  beauty,  /'m  all  right. 
Come  on  !  If  they  want  a  man  to  box  at,  let 
'em  box  at  me.  Let  'em  knock  me  well  about 
the  head.  /  don't  mind.  If  they  want  a  light- 
weight, to  be .  thro  wed  for  practice,  Cornwall, 
Devonshire,  or  Lancashire,  let  'em  throw  me. 
They  won't  hurt  me.  I  have  been  throwed,  all 
sorts  of  styles,  all  my  life  ! " 

With  this  unexpected  speech,  energetically 
delivered,  and  accompanied  by  action  illustrative 
of  the  various  exercises  referred  to,  Phil  Squod 
shoulders  his  way  round  three  sides  of  the  gal- 
lery, and  abruptly  tacking  off  at  his  commander, 
makes  a  butt  at  him  with  his  head,  intended  to 


express  devotion  to  his  service.  He  then  begins 
to  clear  away  the  breakfast. 

Mr.  George,  after  laughing  cheerfully,  and 
clapping  him  on  the  shoulder,  assists  in  these 
arrangements,  and  helps  to  get  the  gallery  into 
business  order.  That  done,  he  takes  a  turn  at 
the  dumb-bells ;  and  afterwards  weighing  him- 
self, and  opining  that  he  is  getting  "  too  fleshy," 
engages  with  great  gravity  in  solitary  broad- 
sword practice.  Meanwhile,  Phil  has  fallen  to 
work  at  his  usual  table,  where  he  screws  and 
unscrews,  and  cleans,  and  files,  and  whistles  into 
small  apertures,  and  blackens  himself  more  and 
more,  and  seems  to  do  and  undo  everything 
that  can  be  done  and  undone  about  a  gun. 

Master  and  man  are  at  length  disturbed  by 
footsteps  in  the  passage,  where  they  make  an 
unusual  sound,  denoting  the  arrival  of  unusual 
company.  These  steps,  advancing  nearer  and 
nearer  to  the  gallery,  bring  into  it  a  group,  at 
first  sight  scarcely  reconcilable  with  any  day  in 
the  year  but  the  fifth  of  November. 

It  consists  of  a'  limp  and  ugly  figure  carried 
in  a  chair  by  two  bearers,  and  attended  by  a 
lean  female  with  a  face  like  a  pinched  mask, 
who  might  be  expected  immediately  to  recite 
the  popular  verses,  commemorative  of  the  time 
when  they  did  contrive  to  blow  Old  England  uj) 
alive,  but  for  her  keeping  her  lips  tightly  and 
defiantly  closed  as  the  chair  is  put  down.  At 
which  point,  the  figure  in  it  gasping,  "  O  Lord  ! 

0  dear  me  !  I  am  shaken  ! "  adds,  "  How  de 
do,  my  dear  friend,  how  de  do?"  Mr.  George 
then  descries,  in  the  procession,  the  venerable 
Mr.  Smallweed,  out  for  an  airing,  attended  by 
his  grand-daughter  Judy  as  body-guard. 

"  Mr.  George,  my  dear  friend,"  says  Grand- 
father Smallweed,  removing  his  right  arm  from 
the  neck  of  one  of  his  bearers,  whom  he  has 
nearly  throttled  coming  along,  "  how  de  do  ? 
You're  surprised  to  see  me,  my  dear  friend." 

"  I  should  hardly  have  been  more  surprised 
to  have  seen  your  friend  in  the  city,"  returns 
Mr.  George. 

"I  am  very  seldom  out,"  pants  Mr.  Small- 
weed.  "  I  haven't  been  out  for  many  months. 
It's  inconvenient — and  it  comes  expensive.    But 

1  longed  so  much  to  see  you,  my  dear  Mr. 
George.     How  de  do,  sir?" 

"  I  am  well  enough,"  says  Mr.  George.  "  I 
hope  you  are  the  same." 

"  You  can't  be  too  well,  my  dear  friend."  Mr. 
Smallweed  takes  him  by  both  hands.  "  I  have 
brought  my  grand-daughter  Judy.  I  couldn't  keep 
her  away.     She  longed  so  much  to  see  you." 

"  Hum  !  She  bears  it  a^lmly  !"  mutters  Isir. 
George. 


"  So  we  got  a  hackney  cab,  and  put  a  chair 
in  it,  and  just  round  the  corner  they  Ufted  me 
out  of  the  cab  and  into  the  chair,  and  carried 
me  here,  that  I  might  see  my  dear  friend  in  his 
own  estabhshment !  This,"  says  Grandfather 
Smallweed,  alluding  to  the  bearer  who  has  been 
in  danger  of  strangulation,  and  who  withdraws 
adjusting  his  windpipe,  "  is  the  driver  of  the  cab. 
He  has  nothing  extra.  It  is  by  agreement  in- 
cluded in  his  fare.  This  person  " — the  other 
bearer — "  we  engaged  in  the  street  outside  for  a 
pint  of  beer.  Which  is  twopence.  Judy,  give 
the  person  twopence.  I  was  not  sure  you  had 
a  workman  of  your  own  here,  my  dear  friend,  or 
we  needn't  have  employed  this  person." 

Grandfather  Smallweed  refers  to  Phil,  with  a 
glance  of  considerable  terror,  and  a  half-subdued 
"  O  Lord  !  O  dear  me  ! "  Nor  is  his  appre- 
hension, on  the  surface  of  things,  without  some 
reason  ;  for  Phil,  who  has  never  beheld  the  ap- 
parition in  the  black  velvet  cap  before,  has 
stopped  short  with  a  gun  in  his  hand,  with  much 
of  the  air  of  a  dead  shot,  intent  on  picking  Mr. 
Smallweed  off  as  an  ugly  old  bird  of  the  crow 
species. 

"Judy,  my  child,"  says  Grandfather  Small- 
weed,  "give  the  person  his  twopence.  It's  a 
great  deal  for  what  he  has  done." 

The  person,  who  is  one  of  those  extraordinary 
specimens  of  human  fungus  that  spring  up  spon- 
taneously in  the  western  streets  of  London, 
ready  dressed  in  an  old  red  jacket,  with  a  "  Mis- 
sion "  for  holding  horses  and  calling  coaches, 
receives  his  twopence  with  anything  but  trans- 
port, tosses  the  money  into  the  air,  catches  it 
overhanded,  and  retires. 

"  My  dear  Mr.  George,"  says  Grandfather 
Smallweed,  "  would  you  be  so  kind  as  help  to 
carry  me  to  the  fire?  I  am  accustomed  to  a 
fire,  and  I  am  an  old  man,  and  I  soon  chill.  O 
dear  me !  " 

His  closing  exclamation  is  jerked  out  of  the 
venerable  gentleman  by  the  suddenness  with 
which  Mr.  Squod,  like  a  genie,  catches  him  up, 
chair  and  all,  and  deposits  him  on  the  hearth- 
stone. 

"O  Lord!"  says  Mr.  Smallweed,  panting. 
"  O  dear  me  !  O  my  stars  !  My  dear  friend, 
your  workman  is  very  strong — and  very  prompt. 
O  Lord,  he  is  very  prompt  !  Judy,  draw  me 
back  a  little.  I'm  being  scorched  in  the  legs  ;" 
which  indeed  is  testified  to  the  noses  of  all 
present  by  the  smell  of  his  worsted  stock- 
ings. 

The  gentle  Judy,  having  backed  her  grand- 
father a  little  way  from  the  fire,  and  having 
shaken  him  up  as  usual,  and  having  released  his 


overshadowed  eye  from  its  black  velvet  ex- 
tinguisher, Mr.  Smallweed  again  says,  "O  dear 
me  !  O  Lord  !"  and  looking  about,  and  meet- 
ing Mr.  George's  glance,  again  stretches  out 
both  hands. 

"  My  dear  friend  !  So  happy  in  this  meeting ! 
And  this  is  your  establishment  ?  It's  a  delight- 
ful place.  It's  a  picture  !  You  never  find  that 
anything  goes  off  here,  accidentally;  do  you, 
my  dear  friend  ?  "  adds  Grandfather  Smallweed, 
very  ill  at  ease. 

"  No,  no.     No  fear  of  that." 
"  And  your  workman.     He — O  dear  me  ! — 
he  never  lets  anything  off  without  meaning  it ; 
does  he,  my  dear  friend?" 

"  He  has  never  hurt  anybody  but  himself," 
says  Mr.  George,  smiling. 

"  But  he  might,  you  know.  He  seems  to 
have  hurt  himself  a  good  deal,  and  he  might 
hurt  somebody  else,"  the  old  gentleman  returns. 
"  He  mightn't  mean  it — or  he  even  might.  Mr. 
George,  will  you  order  him  to  leave  his  infernal 
fire-arms  alone,  and  go  away  ?  " 

Obedient  to  a  nod  from  the  trooper,  Phil 
retires,  empty-handed,  to  the  other  end  of  the 
gallery.  Mr.  Smallweed,  reassured,  falls  to  rub- 
bing his  legs. 

"  And  you're  doing  well,  INIr.  George,"  he 
says  to  the  trooper,  squarely  standing  faced 
about  towards  him  with  his  broadsword  in  his 
hand.  "You  are  prospering,  please  the  Powers?" 
Mr.  George  answers  with  a  cool  nod,  adding, 
"  Go  on.  You  have  not  come  to  say  that,  I 
know." 

"  You  are  so  sprightly,  Mr.  George,"  returns 
the  venerable  grandfather.  "  You  are  such  good 
company." 

"  Ha  ha  !  Go  on  !"  says  Mr.  George. 
"  My  dear  friend ! — But  that  sword  looks 
awful  gleaming  and  sharp.  It  might  cut  some- 
body, by  accident.  It  makes  me  shiver,  Mr. 
George — Curse  him  ! "  says  the  excellent  old 
gentleman  apart  to  Judy,  as  the  trooper  takes  a 
step  or  two  away  to  lay  it  aside.  "  He  owes 
me  money,  and  might  think  of  paying  off  all 
scores  in  this  murdering  place.  I  wish  your 
brimstone  grandmother  was  here,  and  he'd  shave 
her  head  off." 

Mr.  George,  returning,  folds  his  arms,  and 
looking  down  at  the  old  man,  sliding  every  mo- 
ment lower  and  lower  in  his  chair,  says  quietly, 
"Now  for  it!" 

"Ho!"  cries  Mr.  Smallweed,  rubbmg  his 
hands  with  an  artful  chuckle.  "  Yes.  Now  for 
it.     Now  for  what,  my  dear  friend?" 

"For  a  pipe,"  says  Mr.  George;  who  with 
great  composure  sets  his  chair  in  the  chimney- 
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corner,  takes  his  pipe  from  the  grate,  fills  it  and 
lights  it,  and  falls  to  smoking  peacefully. 

This  tends  to  the  discomfiture  of  Mr.  Small- 
weed,  who  finds  it  so  difticult  to  resume  his  ob- 
ject, whatever  it  may  be,  that  he  becomes  ex- 
asperated, and  secretly  claws  the  air  with  an 
impotent  vindictiveness  expressive  of  an  intense 
desire  to  tear  and  rend  the  visage  of  Mr.  George. 
As  the  excellent  old  gentleman's  nails  are  long 
and  leaden,  and  his  hands  lean  and  venous, 
and  his  eyes  green  and  watery ;  and,  over  and 
above  this,  as  he  continues,  while  he  claws,  to 
slide  down  in  his  chair  and  to  collapse  into  a 
shapeless  bundle;  he  becomes  such  a  ghastly 
spectacle,  even  in  the  accustomed  eyes  of  Judy, 
that  that  young  virgin  pounces  at  him  with 
something  more  than  the  ardour  of  affection, 
and  so  shakes  him  up,  and  pats  and  pokes  him 
in  divers  parts  of  his  body,  but  particularly  in 
that  part  which  the  science  of  self-defence  would 
call  his  wind,  that  in  his  grievous  distress  he 
utters  enforced  sounds  like  a  paviour's  rammer. 

When  Judy  has  by  these  means  set  him  up 
again  in  his  chair,  with  a  white  face  and  a  frosty 
nose  (but  still  clawing),  she  stretches  out  her 
weazen  forefinger,  and  gives  Mr.  George  one 
poke  in  the  back.  The  trooper  raising  his  head, 
she  makes  another  poke  at  her  esteemed  grand- 
father ;  and  having  thus  brought  them  together, 
stares  rigidly  at  the  fire. 

"Aye,  aye  [  Ho,  ho!  U — u — u — ugh!" 
chatters  Grandfather  Smallweed,  swallowing  his 
rage.     "  My  dear  friend  !"  (still  clawing). 

"  I  tell  you  what,"  says  Mr.  George.  "  If  you 
want  to  converse  with  me  you  must  speak  out. 
I  am  one  of  the  Roughs,  and  I  can't  go  about 
and  about.  I  haven't  the  art  to  do  it.  I  am 
not  clever  enough.  It  don't  suit  me.  When 
you  go  winding  round  and  round  me,"  says  the 
trooper,  putting  his  pipe  between  his  lips  again, 
"  damme,  if  I  don't  feel  as  if  I  was  being 
smothered  1" 

And  he  inflates  his  broad  chest  to  its  utmost 
extent,  as  if  to  assure  himself  that  he  is  not 
smothered  yet. 

"  If  you  have  come  to  give  me  a  friendly 
call,"  continues  Mr.  George,  "  I  am  obliged  to 
you  ;  how  are  you  ?  If  you  have  come  to  see 
whether  there's  any  property  on  the  premises, 
look  about  you ;  you  are  welcome.  If  you 
want  to  out  with  something,  out  with  it !" 

The  blooming  Judy,  without  removing  hey 
gaze  from  the  fire,  gives  her  grandfather  one 
ghostly  poke. 

"  You  see  !  It's  her  opinion,  too.  And  wh> 
the  devil  that  young  womnn  won't  sit  down  like 
a  Christian,"  says  Mr.  George,  with   his  e}cj 


musingly  fixed  on  Judy,  "/  can't  compre- 
hend." 

"  She  keeps  at  my  side  to  attend  to  me,  sir," 
says  Grandfather  Smallweed.  "  I  am  an  old 
man,  my  dear  Mr.  George,  and  I  need  some 
attention.  I  can  carry  my  years  ;  I  am  not  a 
Brimstone  poll-parrot;"  (snarling  and  looking 
unconsciously  for  the  cushion  ;)  "  but  I  need 
attention,  my  dear  friend." 

"Well!"  returns  the  trooper,  wheeling  his 
chair  to  face  the  old  man.     "  Now  then?" 

"  My  friend  in  the  city,  Mr.  George,  has 
done  a  little  business  with  a  pupil  of  yours." 

"Has  he?"  says  Mr.  George.  "lam  sorry 
to  hear  it." 

"Yes,  sir."  Grandfather  Smallweed  rubs  his 
legs.  "  He  is  a  fine  young  soldier  now,  Mr. 
George,  by  the  name  of  Carstone.  Friends 
came  forward,  and  paid  it  all  up,  honourable." 

"  Did  they?"  returns  Mr.  George.  "  Do  you 
think  your  friend  in  the  city  would  Hke  a  piece 
of  advice  ?" 

"  I  think  he  would,  my  dear  friend.  From 
you." 

"  I  advise  him,  then,  to  do  no  more  business 
in  that  quarter.  There's  no  more  to  be  got  by 
it.  The  young  gentleman,  to  my  knowledge,  is 
brought  to  a  dead  halt." 

"  No,  no,  my  dear  friend.  No,  no,  Mr. 
George.  No,  no,  no,  sir,"  remonstrates  Grand- 
father Smallweed,  cunningly  rubbing  his  spare 
legs.  "  Not  quite  a  dead  halt,  I  think.  He 
has  good  friends,  and  he  is  good  for  his  pay, 
and  he  is  good  for  the  selling  price  of  his  com- 
mission, and  he  is  good  for  his  chance  in  a  law- 
suit, and  he  is  good  for  his  chance  in  a  wife, 
and — oh,  do  you  know,  Mr.  George,  I  think  my 
friend  would  consider  the  young  gentleman 
good  for  something  yet?"  says  Grandfather 
Smallweed,  turning  up  his  velvet  cap,  and 
scratching  his  ear  like  a  monkey. 

Mr.  George,  who  has  put  aside  his  pipe  and 
sits  with  an  arm  on  his  *  chair-back,  beats  a 
tattoo  on  the  ground  with  his  right  foot,  as  if  he 
were  not  particularly  pleased  with  the  turn  the 
conversation  has  taken, 

"  But  to  pass  from  one  subject  to  another," 
resumes  Mr.  Smallweed.  "To  promote  the 
conversation,  as  a  joker  might  say.  To  pass, 
Mr.  George,  from  the  ensign  to  the  captain." 

"What  are  you  up  to  now?"  asks  Mr. 
George,  pausing  with  a  frown  in  stroking  the 
recollection  of  his  moustache.    "  What  captain  ?" 

"  Our  captain.  The  captain  we  know  of. 
Captain  Hawdon." 

"  O  !  that's  it,  is  it?"  says  Mr.  George,  with 
a  low  whistle,  as  he  sees  both  grandfather  and 


i88 


BLEAK  HOUSE. 


grand-daughter  looking  hard  at  him  ;  "you  are 
there!  Well?  what  about  it?  Come,  I  won't 
be  smothered  any  more.     Speak  !" 

"  My  dear  friend,"'  returns  the  old  man,  "  I 
was  ai)plied — Judy,  shake  me  up  a  little  ! — I 
was  applied  to,  yesterday,  about  the  captain  ; 
and  my  opinion  still  is,  that  the  captain  is  riot 
dead." 

"  Bosh  ! "  observes  Mr.  George. 

"What  was  your  remark,  my  dear  friend?" 
inquires  the  old  man,  with  his  hand  to  his  ear. 

"Bosh!" 

"Ho!"  says  Grandfather  Smallweed.  "Mr. 
George,  of  my  opinion  you  can  judge  for  your- 
self, according  to  the  questions  asked  of  me, 
and  the  reasons  given  for  asking  'em.  Now, 
•\Vhat  do  you  think  the  lawyer  making  the  in- 
quiries wants?" 

"  A  job,"  says  Mr.  George. 

"Nothing  of  the  kind!" 

"  Can't  be  a  lawyer,  then,"  says  Mr.  George, 
folding  his  arms  with  an  air  of  confirmed  resolu- 
tion. 

"  My  dear  friend,  he  is  a  lawyer,  and  a  famous 
one.  He  wants  to  see  some  fragment  in  Cap- 
tain Hawdon's  writing.  He  don't  want  to  keep 
it.  He  only  wants  to  see  it,  and  compare  it 
with  a  writing  in  his  possession." 

"  Well  ?  " 

"  Well,  Mr.  George.  Happening  to  remem- 
ber the  advertisement  concerning  Captain  Haw- 
don,  and  any  information  that  could  be  given 
respecting  him,  he  looked  it  up  and  came  to 
me — ^just  as  you  did,  my  dear  friend.  Will  yow. 
shake  hands  ?  So  glad  you  came,  that  day  !  I 
should  have  missed  forming  such  a  friendship,  if 
you  hadn't  come  !" 

"Well,  Mr.  Smallweed,"  says  Mr.  George 
again,  after  going  through  the  ceremony  with 
some  stiffness. 

"  I  had  no  such  thing.  I  have  nothing  but 
his  signature.  Plague  pestilence  and  famine, 
battle  murder  and  sudden  death  upon  him," 
says  the  old  man,  making  a  curse  out  of  one  of 
his  few  remembrances  of  a  prayer,  and  squeezing 
up  his  velvet  cap  between  his  angry  hands,  "  I 
have  half  a  million  of  his  signatures,  I  think  ! 
But  you,"  breathlessly  recovering  his  mildness 
of  speech,  as  Judy  readjusts  the  cap  on  his 
skittle-ball  of  a  head ;  "  you,  my  dear  j\lr. 
George,  are  likely  to  have  some  letter  or  paper 
that  would  suit  the  purpose.  Anything  would 
suit  the  purpose,  written  in  the  hand." 

"  Some  writing  in  that  hand,"  says  the  trooper, 
pondering,  "  may  be,  I  have." 
"  My  dearest  friend  ! " 
"  May  be,  1  have  not." 


"Ho!"  says  Grandfather  Smallweed,  crest- 
fallen. 

"  But  if  I  had  bushels  of  it,  I  would  not  show 
as  much  as  would  make  a  cartridge,  without 
knowing  why." 

"  Sir,  I  have  told  you  why.  My  dear  Mr. 
George,  I  have  told  you  why." 

"  Not  enough,"  says  the  trooper,  shaking  his 
head.     "  I  must  know  more,  and  approve  it." 

"  Then,  will  you  come  to  the  lawyer  ?  My 
dear  friend,  will  you  come  and  see  the  gentle- 
man?" urges  Grandfather  Smallweed,  pulling 
out  a  lean  old  silver  watch,  with  hands  like  the 
legs  of  a  skeleton.  "  I  told  him  it  was  pro- 
bable I  might  call  upon  him,  between  ten  and 
eleven  this  forenoon ;  and  it's  now  half  after 
ten.  Will  you  come  and  see  the  gentleman, 
Mr.  George?" 

"Hum!"  says  he,  gravely.  "I  don't  mind 
that.  Though  why  this  should  concern  you  so 
much,  I  don't  know." 

"  Everything  concerns  me,  that  has  a  chance 
in  it  of  bringing  anything  to  light  about  him. 
Didn't  he  take  us  all  in?  Didn't  he  owe  us- 
immense  sums,  all  round  ?  Concern  me  ?  Who 
can  anything  about  him  concern,  more  than 
me  ?  Not,  my  dear  friend,"  says  Grandfather 
Smallweed,  lowering  his  tone,  "  that  I  want  you 
to  betray  anything.  Far  from  it.  Are  you 
ready  to  come,  my  dear  friend  ?  " 

"  Ay  !  I'll  come  in  a  moment.  I  promise- 
nothing,  you  know." 

"  No,  my  dear  Mr.  George  ;  no." 

"  And  you  mean  to  say  you're  going  to  give 
me  a  lift  to  this  ])lace,  wherever  it  is,  without 
charging  for  it  ? "  Mr.  George  inquires,  getting 
his  hat,  and  thick  wash-leather  gloves. 

This  pleasantry  so  tickles  Mr.  Smallweed, 
that  he  laughs,  long  and  low,  before  the  fire. 
But  ever  Avhile  he  laughs,  he  glances  over  his 
paralytic  shoulder  at  Mr.  George,  and  eagerly 
watches  him  as  he  unlocks  the  padlock  of  a 
homely  cupboard  at  the  distant  end  of  the  gal- 
lery, looks  here  and  there  upon  the  higher 
shelves,  and  ultimately  takes  something  out  with 
a  rustling  of  paper,  folds  it,  and  puts  it  in  his 
breast.  Then  Judy  pokes  Mr.  Smallweed  once, 
and  Mr.  Smallweed  pokes  Judy  once. 

"  I  am  ready,"  says  the  trooper,  coming  back. 
"  Phil,  you  can  carry  this  old  gentleman  to  his 
coach,  and  make  nothing  of  him." 

"  O  dear  me  !  O  Lord  !  Stop  a  moment  !' 
says  Mr.  Smallweed.  "  He's  so  very  prompt ! 
Are  you  sure  you  can  do  it  carefully,  my  worthy 
man  ?  " 

Phil  makes  no  reply ;  but,  seizing  the  chair 
and  its  load,  sidles  away,  tightly  hugged  by  the 
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now  speechless  Mr.  Smallweed,  and  bolts  along 
the  passage  as  if  he  had  an  acceptable  com- 
mission to  carry  the  old  gentleman  to  the  nearest 
volcano.  His  shorter  trust,  however,  terminat- 
ing at  the  cab,  he  deposits  him  there ;  and  the 
fiiir  Judy  takes  her  place  beside  him,  and  the 
chair  embellishes  the  roof,  and  Mr.  George 
takes  the  vacant  place  upon  the  box. 

Mr.  George  is  quite  confounded  by  the  spec- 
tacle he  beholds  from  time  to  time  as  he  peeps 
into  the  cab,  through  the  window  behind  him ; 
where  the  grim  Judy  is  always  motionless,  and 
the  old  gentleman  with  his  cap  over  one  eye  is 


always  sliding  off  the  seat  into  the  straw,  and 
looking  upward  at  him,  out  of  his  other  eye, 
with  a  helpless  expression  of  being  jolted  ir.  the 
back. 


CHAPTER  XXVH. 

MORE  OLD  SOLDIERS  THAN  ONE. 

R.  GEORGE   has   not   far  to  ride   with 
folded  arms  upon  the  box,  for  their  desti- 
nation is  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields.    When  the  driver 


THE   IRONMASTER 


Stops  his  horses,  Mr.  George  alights,  and  look- 
ing in  at  the  window,  says  : 

"What,    Mr.    Tulkinghorn's   your    man,    is 
he?" 

"  Yes,  my  dear  friend.  Do  you  know  him, 
Mr.  George?" 

"  Why,  I  have  heard  of  him — seen  him  too,  I 
think.  But  I  don't  know  him,  and  he  don't 
know  me." 

There  ensues  the  carrjing  of  Mr.  Smallweed 
up-stairsj  which  is  done  to  perfection  with  the 
trooper's  help.     lie  is  borne  into  Mr.  Tulking- 


liorn's  great  room,  and  deposited  on  the  Turkey 
rug  before  the  fire.  Mr.  Tulkinghom  is  not 
within  at  the  present  moment,  but  will  be  back 
directly.  The  occupant  of  the  pew  in  the  hall, 
having  said  thus  much,  stirs  the  fire,  and  leaves 
the  triumvirate  to  warm  themselves. 

Mr.  George  is  mightily  curious  in  respect  ot' 
the  room.  He  looks  up  at  the  painted  ceiling, 
looks  round  at  the  old  law-books,  contemplates 
the  portraits  of  the  great  clients,  reads  aloud  the 
names  on  the  boxes. 

" '  Sir    Leicester    Dedlock,   Baronet,' "    Mr. 
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George  reads  thoughtfully.  "  Ha  !  '  Manor  of 
Chesney  AVold.'  Humph  !  "  Mr.  George  stands 
looking  at  these  boxes  a  long  while — as  if  they 
were  pictures — and  comes  back  to  the  fire  re- 
peating, "  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet,  and 
Manor  of  Chesney  Wold,  hey  ?  " 

"  Worth  a  mint  of  money,  Mr.  George  !  ' 
whispers  Grandfather  Smallweed,  rubbing  his 
legs.     "  Powerfully  rich  ! " 

"  Who  do  you  mean  ?  This  old  gentleman, 
or  the  Baronet  ?  " 

"  This  gentleman,  this  gentleman." 

"  So  I  have  heard ;  and  knows  a  thing  or  two, 
I'll  hold  a  wager.  Not  bad  quarters  either," 
says  Mr.  George,  looking  round  again.  "  See 
the  strong  box,  yonder  !  " 

This  reply  is  cut  short  by  Mr.  Tulkinghorn's 
arrival.  'Fhere  is  no  change  in  him,  of  course. 
Rustily  dressed,  with  his  spectacles  in  his  hand, 
and  their  very  case  worn  threadbare.  In  manner, 
close  and  drj*.  In  voice,  husky  and  low.  In 
face,  watchful  behind  a  blind ;  habitually  not 
uncensorious  and  contemptuous  perhaps.  The 
peerage  may  have  warmer  worshippers  and  faith- 
fuller  believers  than  Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  after  all, 
if  everything  were  known. 

"  Good  morning,  Mr.  Smallweed,  good  morn- 
ing ! "  he  says  as  he  comes  in.  "  You  have 
brought  the  serjeant,  I  see.    Sit  down,  serjeant." 

As  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  takes  off  his  gloves  and 
puts  them  in  his  hat,  he  looks  with  half-closed 
i     eyes  across  the  room  to  where  the  trooper  stands, 
and  says  within  himself  perchance,  "  You'll  do, 
my  friend  ! " 

"  Sit  down,  serjeant,"  he  repeats,  as  he  comes 
to  his  table,  which  is  set  on  one  side  of  the  fire, 
and  takes  his  easy  chair.  "  Cold  and  raw  this 
morning,  cold  and  raw  ! "  Mr.  Tulkinghorn 
warms  before  the  bars,  alternately,  the  palms 
and  knuckles  of  his  hands,  and  looks  (from 
behind  that  blind  which  is  always  down)  at  the 
trio  sitting  in  a  little  semicircle  before  him. 

"  Now,  I  can  feel  what  I  am  about ! "  (as 
perhaps  he  can  in  two  senses)  "  Mr.  Smallweed." 
The  old  gentleman  is  newly  shaken  up  by  Judy, 
to  bear  his  part  in  the  conversation.  "  You  have 
brought  our  good  friend  the  serjeant,  I  see." 

"  Yes,  sir,"  returns  Mr.  Smallweed,  very  servile 
to  the  lawyer's  wealth  and  influence. 

"  And  what  does  the  serjeant  say  about  this 
business?" 

"  Mr.  George,"  says  Grandfather  Smallweed, 
with  a  tremulous  wave  of  his  shrivelled  hand, 
''  this  is  the  gentleman,  sir." 

Mr.  George  salutes  the  gentleman  j  but  other- 
wise sits  bolt  upright  and  profoundly  silent  — 
very  forward  in  his  chair,  as  if  the  full  comple- 


ment of  regulation  appendages  for  a  field  day 
hung  about  him. 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn  proceeds  :  "  Well,  George  ? 
— I  believe  your  name  is  George  ?" 

''  It  is  so,  sir." 

"  What  do  you  say,  George  ?" 

"  I  ask  your  pardon,  sir,"  returns  the  trooper, 
"but  I  should  wish  to  know  what  jvw  say?" 

"  Do  you  mean  in  point  of  reward  ?" 

"  I  mean  in  point  of  everything,  sir." 

This  is  so  very  trying  to  Mr.  Smallweed's 
temper,  that  he  suddenly  breaks  out  with 
"  You're  a  brimstone  beast!"  and  as  suddenly 
asks  pardon  of  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  ;  excusing  him- 
self for  this  slip  of  the  tongue,  by  saying  to  Jud)'', 
"  I  was  thinking  of  your  grandmother,  my  dear." 

"  I  supposed,  serjeant,"  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  re- 
sumes, as  he  leans  on  one  side  of  his  chair  and 
crosses  his  legs,  "  that  Mr.  Smallweed  might 
have  sufficiently  explained  the  matter.  It  lies 
in  the  smallest  compass,  however.  You  served 
under  Captain  Hawdon  at  one  time,  and  were 
his  attendant  in  illness,  and  rendered  him  many 
little  services,  and  were  rather  in  his  confidence, 
I  am  told.     That  is  so,  is  it  not?" 

"  Yes,  sir,  that  is  so,"  says  Mr.  George,  with 
military  brevity. 

"  Therefore  you  may  happen  to  have  in  your 
possession  something — anything,  no  matter  what 
— accounts,  instructions,  orders,  a  letter,  any- 
thing— in  Captain  Hawdon's  writing.  I  wish  to 
compare  his  writing  with  some  that  I  have.  If 
you  can  give  me  the  opportunity,  you  shall  be 
rewarded  for  your  trouble.  Three,  four,  five 
guineas,  you  would  consider  handsome,  I  dare 
say," 

"  Noble,  my  dear  friend  ! "  cries  Grandfather 
Smallweed,  screwing  up  his  eyes. 

"  If  not,  say  how  much  more,  in  your  con- 
science as  a  soldier,  you  can  demand.  There  is 
no  need  for  you  to  part  with  the  writing  against 
your  inclination — though  I  should  prefer  to  have 
it." 

Mr.  George  sits  squared  in  exactly  the  same 
attitude,  looks  at  the  ground,  looks  at  the 
painted  ceiling,  and  says  never  a  word.  The 
irascible  Mr.  Smallweed  scratches  the  air. 

"  The  question  is,"  says  Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  in 
his  methodical,  subdued,  uninterested  way, 
"  first,  whether  you  have  any  of  Captain  Haw- 
don's writing?" 

"  First,  whether  I  have  any  of  Captain  Haw- 
don's writing,  sir,"  repeats  Mr.  George. 

"Secondly,  what  will  satisfy  you  for  the 
trouble  of  producing  it." 

"  Secondly,  what  will  satisfy  me  for  the  trouble 
of  producing  it,  sir,"  repeats  Mr.  George. 
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"  Thirdly,  you  can  judge  for  yourself  whether 
it  is  at  all  like  that,"  says  Mr.  Tulkinghorn, 
suddenly  handing  him  some  sheets  of  written 
paper  tied  together. 

"  Whether  it  is  at  all  like  that,  sir.  Just  so," 
repeats  Mr.  George. 

All  three  repetitions  Mr.  George  pronounces 
in  a  mechanical  manner,  looking  straight  at  Mr. 
Tulkinghorn ;  nor  does  he  so  much  as  glance  at 
the  affidavit  in  Jamdyce  and  Jarndyce,  that  has 
been  given  to  him  for  his  inspection  (though  be 
still  holds  it  in  his  hand),  but  continues  to  look 
at  the  lawyer  with  an  air  of  troubled  medita- 
tion. 

"  Well.?"  says  Mr.  Tulkinghorn.  "  What  do 
you  say?" 

"  Well,  sir,"  replies  Mr.  Ceorge,  rising  erect 
and  looking  immense,  "  I  would  rather,  if  you'll 
excuse  me,  have  nothing  to  do  with  this." 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  outwardly  quite  undis- 
turbed, demands  "  Why  not }  " 

"  Why,  sir,"  returns  the  trooper,  "  except 
on  military  compulsion,  I  am  not  a  man  of 
business.  Among  civilians  I  am  what  they  call 
in  Scotland  a  ne'er-do-weel.  I  have  no  head 
for  papers,  sir.  I  can  stand  any  fire  better  than 
a  fire  of  cross  questions.  I  mentioned  to  Mr. 
Smallweed,  only  an  hour  or  so  ago,  that  when  I 
come  into  things  of  this  kind  I  feel  as  if  I  was 
being  smothered.  And  that  is  my  sensation," 
says  Mr.  George,  looking  round  upon  the  com- 
pany, "at  the  present  moment." 

With  that,  he  takes  three  strides  forward,  to 
replace  the  papers  on  the  lawyer's  table,  and 
three  strides  backward  to  resume  his  former 
station  :  where  he  stands  perfectly  upright,  now 
looking  at  the  ground,  and  now  at  the  painted 
ceiling,  with  his  hands  behind  him  as  if  to  pre- 
vent himself  from  accepting  any  other  docu- 
ment whatever. 

Under  this  provocation,  Mr.  Smallweed's 
favourite  adjective  of  disparagement  is  so  close 
to  his  tongue,  that  he  begins  the  word  "  my 
dear  friend "  with  the  monosyllable  "  Brim  ; " 
thus  converting  the  possessive  pronoun  into 
Brimmy,  and  appearing  to  have  an  impediment 
in  his  speech.  Once  past  this  difficulty,  how- 
ever, he  exhorts  his  dear  friend  in  the  tenderest 
manner  not  to  be  rash,  but  to  do  what  so 
'  eminent  a  gentleman  requires,  and  to  do  it  with 
a  good  grace  :  confident  that  it  must  be  unob- 
jectionable as  well  as  profitable.  Mr.  Tulking- 
horn merely  utters  an  occasional  sentence,  as 
"  You  are  the  best  judge  of  your  own  interest,  Ser- 
jeant." '^Take  care  you  do  no  harm  by  this." 
"  Please  yourself,  please  yourself."  "  If  you 
know  what  you   mean,   that's   quite   enough. ' 


These  he  utters  with  an  appearance  of  perfect 
indifference,  as  he  looks  over  the  papers  on  his 
table,  and  prepares  to  write  a  letter. 

Mr.  George  looks  distrustfully  from  the 
painted  ceiling  to  the  ground,  from  the  ground 
to  Mr.  Smallweed,  from  Mr.  Smallweed  to  Mr. 
Tulkinghorn,  and  from  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  to  the 
painted  ceiling  again  ;  often  in  his  perplexity 
changing  the  leg  on  which  he  rests. 

"  I  do  assure  you,  sir,"  says  Mr.  George, 
"  not  to  say  it  offensively,  that  between  you  and 
Mr.  Smallweed  here,  I  really  am  being  smothered 
fifty  times  over.  I  really  am,  sir.  I  am  not  a 
match  for  you  gentlemen.  Will  you  allow  me 
to  ask,  why  you  want  to  see  the  captain's  hand, 
in  the  case  that  I  could  find  any  specimen  of 
it?" 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn  quietly  shakes  his  head. 
"  No.  If  you  were  a  man  of  business,  serjeant, 
you  would  not  need  to  be  informed  that  there 
are  confidential  reasons,,  very  harmless  in  them- 
selves, for  many  such  wants,  in  the  profession 
to  which  I  belong.  But  if  you  are  afraid  of 
doing  any  injury  to  Captain  Hawdon,  you  may 
set  your  mind  at  rest  about  that." 

"  Ay  !  he  is  dead,  sir." 

"/f  he?"  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  quietly  sits  down 
to  \vrite. 

"  Well,  sir,"  says  the  trooper,  looking  into 
his  hat  after  another  disconcerted  pause  ;  "  I 
am  sorry  not  to  have  given  you  more  satisfac- 
tion. If  it  would  be  any  satisfaction  to  any  one, 
that  I  should  be  confirmed  in  my  judgment 
that  I  would  rather  have  nothing  to  do  with 
this,  by  a  friend  of  mine,  who  has  a  better  head 
for  business  than  I  have,  and  who  is  an  old 
soldier,  I  am  willing  to  consult  with  him.  I — I 
really  am  so  completely  smothered  myself  at 
present,"  says  Mr.  George,  passing  his  hand 
hopelessly  across  his  brow,  "  that  I  don't  know- 
but  what  it  might  be  a  satisfaction  to  me." 

Mr.  Smallweed,  hearing  that  this  authority  is 
an  old  soldier,  so  strongly  inculcates  the  ex- 
pediency of  the  trooper's  taking  counsel  with 
him,  and  particularly  informing  him  of  its  being 
a  question  of  five  guineas  or  more,  that  Mr, 
George  engages  to  go  and  see  him.  Mr. 
Tulkinghorn  says  nothing  either  way. 

"  I'll  consult  my  friend,  then,  by  your  jeave, 
sir,"  says  the  trooper,  ''  and  I'll  take  the  hberty 
of  looking  in  again  with  a  final  answer,  in  the 
course  of  the  day.  Mr.  Smallweed,  if  you  wi.sh 
to  be  carried  down-stairs " 

"  In  a  moment,  my  dear  friend,  in  a  moment. 
Will  you  first  let  me  speak  half  a  word  with  this 
gentleman,  in  private  ?" 

"  Certainly,  sir.     Don't  hurry  yourself  on  my 
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account."  The  trooper  retires  to  a  distant  part 
of  the  room,  and  resumes  his  curious  inspection 
of  the  boxes  ;  strong  and  otherwise, 

"  If  I  v.asn't  as  weak  as  a  Brimstone  Baby, 
sir,"  whispers  Grandfather  Smallweed,  drawing 
the  lawyer  down  to  his  level  by  the  lappel  of 
his  coat,  and  flashing  some  half-quenched  green 
fire  out  of  his  angry  eyes,  "  I'd  tear  the  writing 
away  from  him.  He's  got  it  buttoned  in  his 
breast.  I  saw  him  put  it  there.  Judy  saw  him 
put  it  there.  Speak  up,  you  crabbed  image  for 
the  sign  of  a  walking-stick  shop,  and  say  you 
saw  him  put  it  there  !" 

This  vehement  conjuration  the  old  gentleman 
accompanies  with  such  a  thrust  at  his  grand- 
daughter, that  it  is  too  much  for  his  strength, 
and  he  sHps  away  out  of  his  chair,  drawing  Mr. 
Tulkinghorn  with  him,  until  he  is  arrested  by 
Judy,  and  well  shaken. 

"Violence  will  not  do  forme,  my  friend,"  Mr. 
Tulkinghorn  then  remarks  coolly. 

"  No,  no,  I  know,  I  know,  sir.  But  it's 
chafing  and  galling — it's — it's  worse  than  your 
smattering  chattering  Magpie  of  a  grandmother, ' 
to  the  imperturbable  Judy,  who  only  looks  at 
the  fire,  "  to  know  he  has  got  what's  wanted, 
and  won't  give  it  up  !  He,  not  to  give  it  up  ! 
He  !  A  vagabond  !  But  never  mind,  sir,  never 
mind.  At  the  most,  he  has  only  his  own  way 
for  a  little  while.  I  have  him  periodically  in  a 
vice.  I'll  twist  him,  sir.  I'll  screw  him,  sir. 
If  he  won't  do  it  \vith  a  good  grace,  I'll  make 
him  do  it  with  a  bad  one,  sir  ! — Now,  my  dear 
Mr.  George,"  says  Grandfather  Smallweed,  wink- 
ing at  the  lawyer  hideously,  as  he  releases  him, 
"  I  am  ready  for  your  kind  assistance,  my  excel- 
lent friend  ! " 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  with  some  shadowy  sign  of 
amusement  manifesting  itself  through  his  self- 
possession,  stands  on  the  hearth-rug  with  his 
back  to  the  fire,  watching  the  disappearance  of 
Mr.  Smallweed,  and  acknowledging  the  trooper's 
parting  salute  with  one  slight  nod. 

It  is  more  difficult  to  get  rid  of  the  old 
gentleman,  Mr.  George  finds,  than  to  bear  a 
hand  in  carrying  him  down-stairs  ;  for,  when  he 
is  replaced  in  his  conveyance,  he  is  so  loquacious 
on  the  subject  of  the  guineas,  and  retains  such 
an  affectionate  hold  of  his  button — having,  in 
truth,  a  secret  longing  to  rip  his  coat  open,  and 
rob  him — that  some  degree  of  force  is  necessary 
on  the  trooper's  part  to  effect  a  separation.  It 
is  accomplished  at  last,  and  he  proceeds  alone 
in  quest  of  his  adviser. 

By  the  cloisterly  Temple,  and  by  Whitefriars 
(there,  not  without  a  glance  at  Hanging-Sword 
Alley,  which  would  seem  to  be  something  in  his 


way),  and  by  Blackfriars-bridge,  and  Blackfriars- 
road,  Mr.  George  sedately  marches  to  a  street 
of  little  shoi)s  lying  somewhere  in  that  ganglion 
of  roads  from  Kent  and  Surrey,  and  of  streets 
from  the  bridges  of  London,  centring  in  the 
far-famed  Elephant  who  has  lost  his  castle 
formed  of  a  thousand  four-horse  coaches,  to  a 
stronger  iron  monster  than  he,  ready  to  chop 
him  into  mince-meat  any  day  he  dares.  To  one 
of  the  little  shops  in  this  street,  which  is  a 
musician's  shop,  having  a  few  fiddles  in  the 
window,  and  some  Pan's  pipes  and  a  tambourine, 
and  a  triangle,  and  certain  elongated  scraps  of 
music,  Mr.  George  directs  his  massive  tread. 
And  halting  at  a  few  paces  from  it,  as  he  sees  a 
soldierly-looking  woman,  with  her  outer  skirts 
tucked  up,  come  forth  with  a  small  wooden  tub, 
and  in  that  tub  commence  a  whisking  and  a 
splashing  on  the  margin  of  the  pavement,  Mr. 
George  says  to  himself,  "  She's  as  usual,  washing 
greens.  I  never  saw  her,  except  upon  a  bag- 
gage-waggon, when  she  wasn't  washing  greens !" 

The  subject  of  this  reflection  is  at  all  events 
so  occpuied  in  washing  greens  at  present,  that 
she  remains  unsuspicious  of  Mr.  George's  ap- 
proach ;  until,  lifting  up  herself  and  her  tub 
together,  when  she  has  poured  the  water  off  into 
the  gutter,  she  finds  him  standing  near  her. 
Her  reception  of  him  is  not  flattering. 

"  George,  I  never  see  you,  but  I  wish  you 
was  a  hundred  mile  away  !" 

The  trooper,  without  remarking  on  this  wel- 
come, follows  into  the  musical  instrument  shop, 
where  the  lady  places  her  tub  of  greens  upon 
the  counter,  and  having  shaken  hands  with  him, 
rests  her  arms  upon  it. 

"  I  never,"  she  says,  "  George,  consider  Mat- 
thew Bagnet  safe  a  minute  when  you're  near 
him.   You  are  that  restless  and  that  roving " 

"  Yes  !  I  know  I  am,  Mrs.  Bagnet.  1  know 
I  am." 

"  You  know  you  are  ! "  says  Mrs.  Bagnet. 
"  What's  the  use  of  that  ?      Why  are  you  ?  " 

"The  nature  of  the  animal,  I  suppose," 
returns  the  trooper  good-humouredly. 

"Ah!"  cries  Mrs.  Bagnet,  somewhat  shrilly, 
"but  what  satisfaction  will  the  nature  of  the 
anim.al  be  to  me,  when  the  animal  shall  have 
tempted  my  Mat  away  from  the  musical  business 
to  New  Zealand  or  Australey?" 

Mrs.  Bagnet  is  not  at  all  an  ill-looking  woman. 
Rather  large-boi>ed,  a  little  coarse  in  the  grain, 
and  freckled  by  the  sun  and  wind  which  have 
tanned  her  hair  upon  the  forehead ;  but  healthy, 
wholesome,  and  bright-eyed.  A  strong,  busy, 
active,  honest-faced  woman,  of  from  forty-five  to 
fifty.    Clean,  hardy,  and  so  economically  dressed 


(though  substantially),  that  the  only  article  of 
ornament  of  which  she  stands  possessed  appears 
to  be  her  wedding-ring;  around  which  her  finger 
has  grown  to  be  so  large  since  it  was  put  on, 
that  it  will  never  come  off  again  until  it  shall 
mingle  with  Mrs.  Bagnet's  dust. 

"Mrs.  Bagnet,"  says  the  trooper,  "  I  am  on  my 
parole  with  you.  Mat  will  get  no  harm  from 
me.     You  may  trust  me  so  far," 

"  Well,  I  think  I  may.  But  the  very  looks  of 
you  are  unsettling,"  Mrs.  Bagnet  rejoins.  "  Ah, 
George,  George  !  If  you  had  only  settled  down, 
and  married  Joe  Pouch's  widow  when  he  died 
in  North  America,  s/w'd  have  combed  your  hair 
for  you." 

"  It  was  a  chance  for  me,  certainly,"  returns 
the  trooper, half-laughingly,  half-seriously,  "but  I 
shall  never  settle  down  into  a  respectable  man 
now.  Joe  Pouch's  widow  might  have  done  me 
good — there  was  something  in  her — and  some- 
thing of  her — but  I  couldn't  make  up  my  mind 
to  it.  If  I  had  had  the  luck  to  meet  with 
such  a  wife  as  Mat  found  !  " 

Mrs.  Bagnet,  who  seems  in  a  virtuous  way  to 
l>e  under  little  reserve  with  a  good  sort  of  fellow, 
but  to  be  another  good  sort  of  fellow  herself  for 
that  matter,  receives  this  compliment  by  flicking 
Mr.  George  in  the  face  v.ith  a  head  of  greens, 
and  taking  her  tub  into  tne  little  room  behind 
the  shop. 

"Why,  Quebec,  my  poppet,"  says  George, 
following,  on  invitation,  into  that  apartment. 
"  And  little  Malta,  too  !  Come  and  kiss  your 
Blufty ! " 

These  young  ladies — not  supposed  to  have 
been  actually  christened  by  the  names  applied 
to  them,  though  always  so  called  in  the  family, 
from  the  places  of  their  birth  in  barracks — are 
respectively  employed  on  three-legged  stools : 
the  younger  (some  five  or  six  years  old),  in 
learning  her  letters  out  of  a  penny  primer :  the 
elder  (eight  or  nine  perhaps),  in  teaching  her, 
and  sewing  with  great  assiduity.  Both  hail 
Mr.  George  with  acclamations  as  an  old  friend, 
and  after  some  kissing  and  romping  plant  their 
.stools  beside  him. 

"  And  how's  young  Woolwich  ?  "  says  Mr. 
George. 

"  Ah  !  There  now  !  "  cries  Mrs.  Bagnet,  turn- 
ing about  from  her  saucepans  (for  she  is  cooking 
dinner),  with  a  bright  flush  on  her  face.  "Would 
you  believe  it  ?  Got  an  engagement  at  the 
Theaytcr,  with  his  father,  to  play  the  fife  in  a 
military  piece." 

"  Well  done,  my  godson  ! "  cries  Mr.  George, 
slapping  his  thigh. 

"  I  believe  you  ! '"  says  Mrs.  Bagnet.     "  He's 


a  Briton.  That's  what  Woolwich  is.  A 
Briton." 

"  And  Mat  blows  away  at  his  bassoon,  and 
you're  respectable  civilians  one  and  all,"  says 
Mr.  George.  "  Family  people.  Children  grow- 
ing up.  Mat's  old  mother  in  Scotland,  and 
your  old  father  somewhere  else,  corresponded 
with ;  and  helped  a  little ;  and — well,  well !  To 
be  sure,  I  don't  know  wiiy  I  shouldn't  be  wished 
a  hundred  mile  away,  for  I  have  not  much  to  do 
with  all  this  !  " 

I\Ir.  George  is  becoming  thoughtful ;  sitting 
before  the  fire  in  the  w^hitewashed  room,  which 
has  a  sanded  floor,  and  a  barrack  smell,  and 
contains  nothing  superfluous,  and  has  not  a 
visible  speck  of  dirt  or  dust  in  it,  from  the  faces 
of  Quebec  and  Malta  to  the  bright  tin  pots  and 
pannikins  upon  the  dresser-shelves; — Mr.  George 
is  becoming  thoughtful,  sitting  here  while  Mrs. 
Bagnet  is  busy,  when  Mr.  Bagnet  and  young 
Woolwich  opportunely  come  home.  Mr.  Bagnet 
is  an  ex-artiller}'man,  tall  and  upright,  with 
shaggy  eyebrows,  and  whiskers  like  the  fibres  of 
a  cocoa-nut,  not  a  hair  upon  his  head,  and  a 
torrid  complexion.  His  voice,  short,  deep,  and 
resonant,  is  not  at  all  unlike  the  tones  of  the 
instrument  to  which  he  is  devoted.  Indeed 
there  may  be  generally  observed  in  him  an 
unbending,  unyielding,  brass-bound  air,  as  if  he 
were  hirnsc/f  the  bassoon  of  tt:e  human  orchestra. 
Young  Woolwich  is  tiie  type  and  model  of  a 
young  drummer. 

Both  father  and  son  salute  the  trooper  heartily. 
He  saying,  in  due  season,  that  he  has  come  to 
advise  with  Mr.  Bagnet,  Mr.  Bagnet  hospitably 
declares  that  he  will  hear  of  no  business  until 
after  dinner  ;  and  that  his  friend  shall  not  par- 
take of  his  counsel,  without  first  partaking  of 
boiled  pork  and  greens.  The  trooper  yielding 
to  this  invitation,  he  and  Mr.  Bagnet,  not  to 
embarrass  the  domestic  preparations,  go  forth 
to  take  a  turn  up  and  down  the  little  street, 
which  they  promenade  with  measured  tread  and 
folded  arms,  as  if  it  were  a  rampart. 

"George,"  says  Mr.  Bagnet,  "you  know 
me.  It's  my  old  girl  that  advises.  She  has  the 
head.  But  I  never  own  to  it  before  her.  Dis- 
cipline must  be  maintained.  Wait  till  the  greens 
is  ofi"  her  mind.  Then,  we'll  consult.  Whatever 
the  old  girl  says,  do — do  it !  " 

"I  intend  to.  Mat,"  replies  the  other.  "I 
would  sooner  take  her  opinion  than  that  of  a 
college." 

"  College,"  returns  Mr.  Bagnet,  in  short  sen- 
tences, bassoon-like.  "  What  college  could  you 
leave — in  another  quarter  of  the  world — with 
nothing  but  a  grey  cloak  and  an  umbrella — to 
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make  its  way  home  to  Europe  ?  The  old  girl 
would  do  it  to-morrow.     Did  it  once  !  " 

"  You  are  right,"  says  Mr.  George. 

"  What  college,"  pursues  Bagnet,  "  could  you 
set  up  in  life — with  t\vo  penn'orth  of  white  lime — 
a  penn'orth  of  fuller's  earth — a  ha'j)orth  of  sand — 
and  the  rest  of  the  change  out  of  sixpence,  in 
money?  That's  what  the  old  girl  started  on. 
In  the  present  business."  \ 

"  I  am  rejoiced  to  hear  it's  thriving,  Mat." 

"  The  old  girl,"  says  Mr.  Bagnet  acquiescing, 
"saves.  Has  a  stocking  somewhere.  With 
money  in  it.  I  never  saw  it.  But  I  know  she's 
got  it.  Wait  till  the  greens  is  off  her  mind. 
Then  she'll  set  you  up." 

"  She  is  a  treasure  !  "  exclaims  Mr.  George. 

"  She's  more.  But  I  never  own  to  it  before 
her.  Discipline  must  be  maintained.  It  was 
the  old  girl  that  brought  out  my  musical  abilities. 
I  should  have  been  in  the  artillery  now,  but  for 
the  old  girl.  Six  years  I  hammered  at  the  fiddle. 
Ten  at  the  flute.  The  old  girl  said  it  wouldn't 
do ;  intention  good,  but  want  of  flexibility ;  try 
the  bassoon.  The  old  girl  borrowed  a  bassoon 
from  the  bandmaster  of  the  Rifle  Regiment.  I 
practised  in  the  trenches.  Got  on,  got  anothc, 
get  a  living  by  it !" 

George  remarks  that  she  looks  as  fresh  as  a 
rose,  and  as  sound  as  an  apple. 

"  The  old  girl,"  says  Mr.  Bagnet  in  reply,  "  is 
a  thoroughly  fine  woman.  Consequently,  she  is 
like  a  thoroughly  fine  day.  Gets  finer  as  she 
gets  on.  I  never  saw  the  old  girl's  equal.  But 
I  never  own  to  it  before  her.  Discipline  must 
be  maintained  ! " 

Proceeding  to  converse  on  indifferent  matters, 
they  walk  up  and  down  the  little  street,  keeping 
step  and  time,  until  summoned  by  Quebec  and 
Malta  to  do  justice  to  the  pork  and  greens ; 
over  which  Mrs.  Bagnet,  like  a  military  chap- 
lain, says  a  short  grace.  In  the  distribution  of 
these  comestibles,  as  in  every  other  household 
duty,  Mrs.  Bagnet  develops  an  exact  system ; 
sitting  with  every  dish  before  her ;  allotting  to 
every  portion  of  pork  its  own  portion  of  pot- 
liquor,  greens,  potatoes,  and  even  mustard  ;  and 
serving  it  out  complete.  Having  likewise  served 
out  the  beer  from  a  can,  and  thus  supplied  the 
mess  with  all  things  necessary,  Mrs.  Bagnet  pro- 
ceeds to  satisfy  her  own  hunger,  which  is  in  a 
healthy  state.  The  kit  of  the  mess,  if  the  table 
furniture  may  be  so  denominated,  is  chiefly  com- 
posed of  utensils  of  horn  and  tin,  that  have  done 
duty  in  several  parts  of  the  world.  Young  Wool- 
wich's knife,  in  particular,  which  is  of  the  oyster 
kind,  with  the  additional  feature  of  a  strong 
shutting-up  movement  which   frequently  balks 


the  appetite  of  that  young  musician,  is  men- 
tioned as  having  gone  in  various  hands  the  com- 
jtk'te  round  of  foreign  service. 

The  dinner  done,  Mrs.  Bagnet,  assisted  by 
the  younger  branches  (who  polish  their  own  cups 
and  platters,  knives  and  forks),  makes  all  the 
dinner  garniture  shine  as  brightly  as  before,  and 
puts  it  all  away  ;  first  sweeping  the  hearth  to 
the  end  that  Mr.  Bagnet  and  the  visitor  may 
not  be  retarded  in  the  smoking  of  their  pipes. 
These  household  cares  involve  much  pattening 
and  counter-pattening  in  the  back  yard,  and 
considerable  use  of  a  pail,  wipich  is  finally  so 
happy  as  to  assist  in  the  ablutions  of  Mrs.  Bagnet 
herself  That  old  girl  reappearing  by-and-by, 
quite  fresh,  and  sitting  down  to  her  needlework, 
then  and  only  then — the  greens  being  only  then 
to  be  considered  as  entirely  off  her  mind — Mr. 
Bagnet  requests  the  trooper  to  state  his  case. 

This  Mr.  George  does  with  great  discretion ; 
appearing  to  address  himself  to  Mr.  Bagnet,  but 
having  an  eye  solely  on  the  old  girl  all  the  time, 
as  Bagnet  has  himself.  She,  equally  discreet, 
busies  herself  with  her  needlework.  The  case 
fully  stated,  Mr.  Bagnet  resorts  to  his  standard 
artifice  for  the  maintenance  of  discipline. 

"  That's  the  wliole  of  it,  is  it,  George  ? " 
says  he. 

"  That's  the  whole  of  it." 

"  You  act  according  to  my  opinion  ?  " 

"  I  shall  be  guided,"  replies  George,  "  entirely 
by  it." 

"  Old  girl,"  says  Mr.  Bagnet,  "  give  him  my 
opinion.     You  know  it.     Tell  him  what  it  is." 

It  is,  that  he  cannot  have  too  little  to  do  with 
people  who  are  too  deep  for  him,  and  cannot  be 
too  careful  of  interference  with  matters  he  does 
not  understand ;  that  the  plain  rule  is  to  do 
nothing  in  the  dark,  to  be  a  party  to  nothing 
under-handed  or  mysterious,  and  never  to  put 
his  foot  where  he  cannot  see  the  ground.  This, 
in  effect,  is  Mr.  Bagnet's  opinion,  as  delivered 
through  the  old  girl ;  and  it  so  relieves  Mr. 
George's  mind,  by  confirming  his  own  opinion 
and  banishing  his  doubts,  that  he  composes  him- 
self to  smoke  another  pipe  on  that  exceptional 
occasion,  and  to  have  a  talk  over  old  times  with 
the  whole  Bagnet  family,  according  to  their 
various  ranges  of  experience. 

Through  these  means  it  comes  to  pass  tnat 
Mr.  George  does  not  again  rise  to  his  full  height 
in  that  parlour  until  the  time  is  drawing  on  when 
the  bassoon  and  fife  are  expected  by  a  British 
public  at  the  theatre ;  and  as  it  takes  time  even 
then  for  Mr.  George,  in  his  domestic  character 
of  liluffy,  to  take  leave  of  Quebec  and  Malta,  and 
insinuate  a  sponsorial  shilling  into  the  pocket  of 
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his  godson,  with  felicitations  on  his  success  in 
Hfe,  it  is  dark  when  Mr.  George  again  turns  his 
face  towards  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields. 

"A  family  home,"  he  ruminates,  as  he  marches 
along,  "  however  small  it  is,  makes  a  man  like 
me  look  lonely.  But  it's  well  1  never  made  that 
evolution  of  matrimony.  I  shouldn't  have  been 
fit  for  it.  I  am  such  a  vagabond  still,  even  at 
my  present  time  of  life,  that  I  couldn't  hold  to 
the  gallery  a  month  tpgether,  if  it  was  a  regular 
pursuit,  or  if  I  didn't  camp  there,  gipsy  fashion. 
Come  !  I  disgrace  nobody  and  cumber  nobody  : 
that's  something.  I  have  not  done  that,  for 
many  a  long  year  !  " 

So  he  whistles  it  off,  and  marches  on. 

Arrived  in  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields,  and  mount- 
ing Mr.  Tulkinghorn's  stair,  he  finds  the  outer 
door  closed,  and  the  chambers  shut ;  but  the 
trooper,  not  knowing  much  about  outer  doors, 
and  the  staircase  being  dark  besides,  he  is  yet 
fumbhng  and  groping  about,  hoping  to  discover 
a  bell  handle  or  to  open  the  door  for  himself, 
when  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  comes  up  the  stairs 
(quietly,  of  course),  and  angrily  asks  : 

"  Who  is  that  ?     What  are  you  doing  there  ?  " 

"  I  ask  your  pardon,  sir.  It's  George.  The 
Serjeant." 

"  And  couldn't  George,  the  serjean:,  see  that 
my  door  was  locked  ?" 

"  Why,  no,  sir,  I  couldn't.  At  any  rate  I 
didn't,"  says  the  trooper,  rather  nettled. 

"  Have  you  changed  your  mind  ?  or  are  you 
in  the  same  mind?"  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  demands. 
But  he  knows  well  enough  at  a  glance. 

"  In  the  same  mind,  sir." 

"  I  thought  so.  That's  sufficient.  You  can 
go.  So,  you  are  the  man,"  says  Mr.  Tulking- 
horn, opening  his  door  wth  the  key,  "  in  whose 
hiding-place  Mr.  Gridley  was  found?" 

"  Yes,  I  am  the  man,"  says  the  trooper,  stop- 
ping two  or  three  stairs  down.  "  What  then, 
sir?" 

"  What  then  ?  I  don't  like  your  associates. 
You  should  not  have  seen  the  inside  of  my 
door  this  morning,  if  I  had  thought  of  your 
being  that  man.  Gridley  ?  A  threatening, 
murderous,  dangerous  fellow." 

With  these  words,  spoken  in  an  unusually 
high  tone  for  him,  the  lawyer  goes  into  his 
rooms,  and  shuts  the  door  with  a  thundering 
noise. 

Mr.  George  takes  this  dismissal  in  great 
dudgeon ;  the  greater,  because  a  clerk  coming 
up  the  stairs  has  heard  the  last  words  of  all, 
and  evidently  applies  them  to  him.  "  A  pretty 
character  to  bear."  the  troope.  growls  with  a 
hasty   oath,    as    he   i-ti-aCi    down-stairs.       "  A 


threatening,  murderous,  dangerous  fellow  !"  and 
looking  up,  he  sees  the  clerk  looking  down  at 
him,  and  marking  him  as  he  passes  a  lamp. 
This  so  intensifies  his  dudgeon,  that  for  five 
minutes  he  is  in  an  ill-humour.  But  he  whistles 
that  off",  like  the  rest  of  it ;  and  marches  home 
to  the  Shooting  Galleiy. 


CHAPTER   XXVIII. 


THE   IRONMASTER. 


IR  LEICESTER  DEBLOCK  has 
got  the  better,  for  the  time  being, 
of  the  family  gout ;  and  is  once 
more,  in  a  literal  no  less  than  in  a 
figurative  point  of  view,  upon  his  legs. 
He  is  at  his  place  in  Lincolnshire  ; 
-  ,'  but  the  waters  are  out  again  on  the  low- 
Si^  lying  grounds,  and  the  cold  and  damp 
steal  into  Chesney  Wold,  though  well  defended, 
and  eke  into  Sir  Leicester's  bones.  The  blazing 
fires  of  faggot  and  coal — Dedlock  timber  and 
antediluvian  forest — that  blaze  upon  the  broad 
wide  hearths,  and  wink  in  the  twilight  on  the 
fro\\'ning  woods,  sullen  to  see  how  trees  are 
sacrificed,  do  not  exclude  the  enemy.  The  hot- 
water  pipes  that  trail  themselves  all  over  the 
house,  the  cushioned  doors  and  windows,  and 
the  screens  and  curtains,  fail  to  supply  the  fires' 
deficiencies,  and  to  satisfy  Sir  Leicester's  need. 
Hence  the  fashionable  intelligence  proclaims 
one  morning  to  the  listening  earth,  that  Lady 
Dedlock  is  expected  shortly  to  return  to  town 
for  a  few  weeks. 

It  is  a  melancholy  truth,  that  even  great  men 
have  their  poor  relations.  Indeed,  great  men 
have  often  more  than  their  fair  share  of  poor 
relations  ;  inasmuch  as  very  red  blood  of  the 
superior  quality,  like  inferior  blood  unlawfully 
shed,  will  cry  aloud,  and  li'lll  be  heard.  Sir 
Leicester's  cousins,  in  the  remotest  degree,  are 
so  many  Murders,  in  the  respect  that  they  "will 
out."  Among  whom  there  are  cousins  who  are 
so  poor,  that  one  might  almost  dare  to  think 
it  would  have  been  the  hajipier  for  them  never  to 
have  been  plated  links  upon  the  Dedlock  chain 
of  gold,  but  to  have  been  made  of  common  iron 
at  first,  and  done  base  service. 

Service,  however  (with  a  few  limited  reserva- 
tions :  genteel,  but  not  profitable),  they  may 
not  do,  being  of  the  Dedlock  dignity.  So  they 
visit  their  richer  cousins,  and  get  into  debt 
when  they  can,  and  live  but  shabbily  when  they 
can't,  and  find — the  women  no  husbands,  and 
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the  men  no  wives — and  ride 
riages,  and  sit  at  feasts  that 


borrowed  car- 
are  never  of  their 
own  making,  and  so  go  through  high  life.  The 
rich  flimily  sum  has  been  divided  by  so  many 
figures,  and  they  are  the  something  over  that 
nobody  knows  what  to  do  with. 

Everybody  on  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock's  side 
of  the  question,  and  of  his  way  of  thinking, 
would  appear  to  be  his  cousin  more  or  less. 
From  my  Lord  Boodle,  through  the  Duke  of 
Foodie,  down  to  Noodle,  Sir  Leicester,  like  a 
glorious  spider,  stretches  his  threads  of  relation- 
ship. But  while  he  is  stately  in  the  cousinship 
of  the  Ever)bodys,  he  is  a  kind  and  generous 
man,  according  to  his  dignified  way,  in  the 
cousinship  of  the  Nobodys  ;  and  at  the  present 
time,  in  despite  of  the  damp,  he  stays  out  the 
visit  of  several  such  cousins  at  Chesney  Wold, 
with  the  constancy  of  a  martyr. 

Of  these,  foremost  in  the  first  rank  stands 
Volumnia  Dedlock,  a  young  lady  (of  si.xty),  Avho 
is  doubly  highly  related  ;  having  the  honour  to 
be  a  poor  relation,  by  the  mother's  side,  to 
ariothcr  great  family.  Miss  Volumnia,  displaying 
in  early  life  a  pretty  talent  for  cutting  ornaments 
out  of  coloured  paper,  and  also  for  singing  to  the 
guitar  in  the  Spanish  tongue,  and  propounding 
French  conundrums  in  country  houses,  passed 
the  twenty  years  of  her  existence  between  twenty 
and  forty  in  a  sufticiently  agreeable  manner. 
Lapsing  then  out  of  date,  and  being  considered 
to  bore  mankind  by  her  vocal  performances  in 
the  Spanish  language,  she  retired  to  Bath ; 
T/here  she  lives  slenderly  on  an  annual  present 
from  Sir  Leicester,  and  whence  she  makes  occa- 
sional resurrections  in  the  country  houses  of  her 
cousins.  She  has  an  extensive  acquaintance  at 
Bath  among  appalling  old  gentlemen  with  thin 
legs  and  nankeen  trousers,  and  is  of  high  stand- 
ing in  that  dreary  city.  But  she  is  a  little 
dreaded  elsewhere,  in  consequence  of  an  in- 
discreet profusion  in  the  article  of  rouge,  and 
persistency  in  an  obsolete  pearl  necklace  like  a 
rosary  of  little  bird's-cggs. 

In  any  country  in  a  wholesome  state,  Volumnia 
would  be  a  clear  case  for  the  pension  list. 
Efforts  have  been  made  to  get  her  on  it ;  and 
when  William  Buffy  came  in,  it  was  fully  ex- 
pected that  her  name  would  be  put  down  for  a 
couple  of  hundred  a-year.  But  William  Buffy 
somehow  discovered,  contrary  to  all  expecta- 
tion, that  these  were  not  times  when  it  could  be 
done ;  and  this  was  the  first  clear  indication  Sir 
Leicester  Dedlock  had  conveyed  to  him,  that 
the  country  was  going  to  pieces. 

There  is  likewise  the  Honourable  Bob  Stables, 
who  can  make  warm  mashes  with  the  skill  of  a 


veterinary  surgeon,  and  is  a  better  shot  than 
most  gamekeepers.  He  has  been  for  some  time 
I)articularly  desirous  to  serve  his  country  in  a 
post  of  good  emoluments,  unaccompanied  by 
any  trouble  or  responsibility.  In  a  well-regu- 
lated "body  politic,  this  natural  desire  on  the 
part  of  a  spirited  young  gentleman  so  highly 
connected,  would  be  speedily  recognised ;  but 
somehow  William  Buffy  found  when  he  came  in, 
that  these  w-ere  not  times  in  which  he  could 
manage  that  little  matter,  either ;  and  this  was 
the  second  indication  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock 
had  conveyed  to  him,  that  the  country  was 
going  to  pieces. 

The  rest  of  the  cousins  are  ladies  and  gentle- 
men of  various  ages  and  capacities  ;  the  major 
])art,  amiable  and  sensible,  and  likely  to  have 
done  well  enough  in  life  if  they  could  have 
overcome  their  cousinship ;  as  it  is,  they  are 
almost  all  a  little  worsted  by  it,  and  lounge  in 
purposeless  and  listless  paths,  and  seem  to  be 
quite  as  much  at  a  loss  how  to  dispose  of 
themselves,  as  anybody  else  can  be  how  to  dis- 
pose of  them. 

In  this  society,  and  where  not,  my  Lady 
Dedlock  reigns  supreme.  Beautiful,  elegant, 
accomplished,  and  powerful  in  her  little  world 
(for  the  world  of  fashion  does  not  stretch  all  the 
way  from  pole  to  pole),  her  influence  in  Sir 
Leicester's  house,  however  haughty  and  indif- 
ferent her  manner,  is  greatly  to  improve  it  and 
refine  it.  The  cousins,  even  those  older  cousins 
who  were  paralysed  when  Sir  Leicester  married 
her,  do  her  feudal  homage ;  and  the  Honourable 
Bob  Stables  daily  repeats  to  some  chosen  per- 
son, between  breakfast  and  lunch,  his  favourite 
original  remark  that  she  is  the  best-groomed 
woman  in  the  whole  stud. 

Such  the  guests  in  the  long  drawing-room  at 
Chesney  Wold  this  dismal  night,  when  the  step 
on  the  Ghost's  Walk  (inaudible  here,  however), 
might  be  the  step  of  a  deceased  cousin  shut  out 
in  the  cold.  It  is  near  bed-time.  Bed-room 
fires  blaze  brightly  all  over  the  house,  raising 
ghosts  of  grim  furniture  on  wall  and  ceiling. 
Bed-room  candlesticks  bristle  on  the  distant 
table  by  the  door,  and  cousins  yawn  on  otto- 
mans. Cousins  at  the  piano,  cousins  at  the 
soda-water  tray,  cousins  rising  from  the  card- 
table,  cousins  gathered  round  the  fire.  Standing 
on  one  side  of  his  own  peculiar  fire  (for  there 
are  two).  Sir  Leicester.  On  the  opposite  side 
of  the  broad  hearth,  my  Lady  at  her  table. 
Volumnia,  as  one  of  the  more  privileged  cousins, 
in  a  luxurious  chair  between  them.  Sir  Leices- 
ter glancing,  with  magnificent  displeasure,  at 
the  rouge  and  the  pearl  necklace. 
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"  I  occasionally  meet  on  my  staircase  here,' 
drawls  Volumnia,  whose  thoughts  i:)erhaps  are 
already  hopping  up  it  to  bed,  after  a  long  even- 
ing of  very  desultory  talk,  "  one  of  the  prettiest 
girls,  I  think,  that  1  ever  saw  in  my  life." 

"A  protegee  of  my  Lady's,"  observes  Sir 
Leicester. 

"I  thought  so.  I  felt  sure  that  some  un- 
common eye  must  have  picked  that  girl  out. 
She  really  is  a  marvel.  A  dolly  sort  of  beauty, 
perhaps,"   says    Miss    Volumnia,   reserving  her 


ov/n  sort,  "  but  in  its  way  perfect ;  such  bloom 
I  never  saw  !" 

Sir  Leicester  with  his  magnificent  glance  of 
displeasure  at  the  rouge,  appears  to  say  so  too. 

"Indeed,"  remarks  my  Lady,  languidly,  "if 
there  is  any  uncommon  eye  in  the  case,  it  is 
Mrs.  Rouncewell's,  and  not  mine.  Rosa  is  her 
discovery." 

"Your  maid,  I  suppose?" 

"No.  My  anythmg;  pet— secretary— mss- 
senger— I  don't  know  what." 
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"  You  like  to  have  her  about  you,  as  you 
would  like  to  have  a  flower,  or  a  bird,  or  a  pic- " 
ture,  or  a  poodle — no,  not  a  poodle,  though — 
or  anything  else  that  was  equally  pretty?"  says 
Volumnia,  sympatliising.  "  Yes,  how  charming 
now  !  and  how  well  that  delightful  old  soul  INIrs. 
Pvouncewell  is  looking.  She  must  be  an  im- 
mense age.  and  yet  she  is  as  active  and  hand- 
some ! — She  is  the  dearest  friend  I  have,  posi- 
tively!" 

Sir  Leicester  feels  it  to  be  right  and  fittin<T 
Bleak  House,  14.  ° 


(hat  the  housekeeper  of  Chesney  Wold  should 
be  a  remarkable  person.  Apart  from  that,  he. 
has  a  real  regard  for  Mrs.  Rouncewell,  and  likes 
to  hear  her  praised.  So  he  says,  "You  are 
right,  Volumnia  ;"  which  Volumnia  is  extremely 
glad  to  hear. 

"  She  has  no  daughter  of  her  own,  has  she?" 
"  Mrs.    Rouncewell  ?     No,    Volumnia.     She 
has  a  son.     Lideed,  she  had  two." 

My  Lady,  whose  chronic  malady  of  boredom 
has  been   sadly   aggravated  by  Volumnia  this 
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evening,  glances  wearily  towards  the  candle- 
sticks, and  heaves  a  noiseless  sigh. 

"  And  it  is  a  remarkable  example  of  the  con- 
fusion into  which  the  present  age  has  fallen  ;  of 
the  obliteration  of  landmarks,  the  opening  of 
floodgates,  and  the  uprooting  of  distinctions," 
says  Sir  Leicester,  with  stately  gloom,  "  that  I 
have  been  informed,  by  Mr.  Tulkinghom,  that 
Mrs.  Rouncewell's  son  has  been  invited  to  go 
into  Parliament." 

Miss  Volumnia  utters  a  little  sharp  scream. 

"  Yes,  indeed,"  repeats  Sir  Leicester.  "  Into 
Parliament." 

'■'  I  never  heard  of  sucli  a  thing !  Good 
gracious,  what  is  the  man  ?"  exclaims  Volumnia. 

"  He  is  called,  I  believe — an— Ironmaster."' 
Sir  Leicester  says  it  slowly,  and  with  gravity  and 
doubt,  as  not  being  sure  but  thait  he  is  called  a 
Leadmistress ;  or  that  the  right  word  may  be 
some  other  word  expressive  of  some  othe'r  re- 
lationship to  some  other  metal. 

Volumnia  utters  another  little  scream. 

''■  He  has  declined  the  proposal,  if  my  in- 
formation from  IMr.  Tulkinghorn  be  correct,  as 
I  have  .no  doubt  it  is,  Mr.  Tulkinghom  being 
always  correct  and  exact ;  still  that  does  not," 
says  Sir  Leicester,  "  that  does  not  lessen  the 
anomaly ;  which  is  fraught  with  strange  con- 
siderations— startling  considerations,  as  it  ap- 
pears to  me." 

Miss  Volumnia  rising  with  a  look  candlestick- 
wards.  Sir  Leicester  politely  performs  the  grand 
tour  of  the  drawing-room,  brings  one,  and  lights 
it  at  my  Lady's  shaded  lamp. 

"  I  must  beg  you,  my  Lady,"  he  says  while 
doing  so,  "  to  remain  a  few  moments,  for  this 
individual  of  whom  I  speak,  arrived  this  evening 
shortly  before  dinner,  and  requested — in  a  very 
becoming  note;"  Sir  Leicester,  with  his  habitual 
regard  to  truth,  dwells  upon  it ;  "I  am  bound 
to  say,  in  a  very  becoming  and  well-expressed 
note — the  favour  of  a  short  interview  with  your- 
self and  wjself  on  the  subject  of  this  young  girl. 
As  it  appeared  that  he  wished  to  depart  to- 
night, I  replied  that  we  would  see  him  before 
retiring." 

Miss  Volumnia  with  a  third  little  scream 
takes  flight,  wishing  her  hosts — O  Lud  ! — well 
rid  of  the — what  is  it  ? — Ironmaster  ! 

The  other  cousins  soon  disperse,  to  the  last 
cousin  there.  Sir  Leicester  rings  the  bell. 
"  Make  my  compliments  to  Mr.  Rouncewell,  in 
the  housekeeper's  apartments,  and  say  I  can 
receive  him  now." 

My  Lady,  who  has  heard  all  this  with  slight 
attention  outwardly,  looks  towards  Mr,  Rounce- 
well as  he  comes  in.     He  is  a  little  over  fifty, 


perhaps,  of  a  good  figure,  like  his  mother ;  and 
has  a  clear  voice,  a  broad  forehead  from  which 
his  dark  hair  has  retired,  and  a  shrewd,  though 
open  face.  He  is  a  responsible-looking  gentle- 
man dressed  in  black,  portly  enough,  but  strong 
and  active.  Has  a  perfectly  natural  and  easy 
air,  and  is  not  in  the  least  embarrassed  by  the 
great  presence  into  which  he  comes. 

"  Sir  Leicester  and  Lady  Dedlock,  as  I  have 
already  apologised  for  intruding  on  you,  I  cannot 
do  better  than  be  very  brief  I  thank  you.  Sir 
Leicester." 

The  head  of  the  Dedlocks  has  motioned  to- 
wards a  sofa  between  himself  and  my  Lady, 
Mr.  Rouncewell  quietly  takes  his  seat  there, 

"  In  these  busy  times,  when  so  many  great 
undertakings  are  in  progress,  people  like  myself 
have  so  many  workmen  in  so  many  places,  that 
we  are  always  on  the  flight," 

Sir  Leicester  is  content  enough  that  the  iron- 
master should  feel  that  there  is  no  hurry  there  ; 
there,  in  that  ancient  house,  rooted  in  that  quiet 
park,  where  the  ivy  and  the  moss  have  had  time 
to  mature,  and  the  gnarled  and  warted  elms, 
and  the  umbrageous  oaks,  stand  deep  in  the  fern 
and  leaves  of  a  hundred  years  ;  and  where  the 
sun-dial  on  the  terrace  has  dumbly  recorded  for 
centuries  that  time,  which  was  as  much  the  pro- 
perty of  every  Dedlock — while  he  lasted — as 
the  house  and  lands.  Sir  Leicester  sits  down  in 
an  easy  chair,  opposing  his  repose  and  that  of 
Chesney  Wold  to  the  restless  flights  of  iron- 
masters. 

"  Lady  Dedlock  has  been  so  kind,"  proceeds 
Mr.  Rouncewell,  with  a  respectful  glance  and  a 
bow  that  way,  "  as  to  place  near  her  a  young 
beauty  of  the  name  of  Rosa.  Now  my  son  has 
fallen  in  love  with  Rosa ;  and  has  asked  my 
consent  to  his  proposing  marriage  to  her,  and  to 
their  becoming  engaged  if  she  will  take  him — 
which  I  suppose  she  will.  I  have  never  seen 
Rosa  until  to-day,  but  I  have  some  confidence 
in  my  son's  good  sense — even  in  love.  I  find 
her  what  he  represents  her,  to  the  best  of  my 
judgment ;  and  my  mother  speaks  of  her  with 
great  commendation." 

"She  in  all  respects  deserves  it,"  says  my 
Lady. 

"  I  am  happy,  Lady  Dedlock,  that  you  say  so ; 
and  I  need  not  comment  on  the  value  to  me  of 
your  kind  opinion  of  her." 

"  That,"  observes  Sir  Leicester,  with  unspeak- 
able grandeur;  for  he  thinks  the  ironmaster  a 
litde  too  glib  ;  "  must  be  quite  unneces- 
sary." 

"  Quite  unnecessary,  Sir  Leicester.  Now,  my 
son  is  a  very  young  man,  and  Rosa  is  a  very 
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young  woman.  As  I  made  my  way,  so  my  son 
must  make  his  ;  and  his  being  married  at  pre- 
sent is  out  of  the  question.  But  supposing  I 
gave  my  consent  to  his  engaging  himself  to  this 
pretty  girl,  if  this  pretty  girl  will  engage  herself 
to  him,  I  think  it  a  piece  of  candour  to  say  at 
once — I  am  sure,  Sir  Leicester  and  Lady  Ded- 
lock,  you  will  understand  and  excuse  me — I 
should  make  it  a  condition  that  she  did  not  re- 
main at  Chesney  Wold.  Therefore,  before  com- 
municating further  with  my  son,  I  take  the 
liberty  of  saying,  that  if  her  removal  would  be 
in  any  way  inconvenient  or  objectionable,  I  will 
hold  the  matter  over  with  him  for  any  reasonable 
time,  and  leave  it  precisely  where  it  is." 

Not  remain  at  Chesney  Wold  !  Make  it  a 
condition  !  All  Sir  Leicester's  old  misgivings 
relative  to  Wat  Tyler,  and  the  people  in  the  iron 
districts  who  do  nothing  but  turn  out  by  torch- 
light, come  in  a  shower  upon  his  head :  the  fine 
grey  hair  of  which,  as  well  as  of  his  whiskers, 
actually  stirs  with  indignation. 

"  Am  I  to  understand,  sir,"  says  Sir  Leicester, 
"  and  is  my  Lady  to  understand  ; "  he  brings  her 
in  thus  specially,  first,  as  a  point  of  gallantry, 
and  next  as  a  point  of  prudence,  having  great 
reliance  on  her  sense ;  "  am  I  to  understand, 
Mr.  Rouncewell,  and  is  my  Lady  to  understand, 
sir,  that  you  consider  this  young  woman  too 
good  for  Chesney  Wold,  or  likely  to  be  injured 
by  remaining  here  ?  " 

"  Certainly  not.  Sir  Leicester." 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  it."  Sir  Leicestei'  t^ery 
lofty  indeed. 

"  Pray,  Mr.  Rouncewell,"  says  my  Lady, 
warning  Sir  Leicester  off  with  the  slightest 
gesture  of  her  pretty  hand,  as  if  he  were  a  fly, 
"  explain  to  me  what  you  mean." 

"  Willingly,  Lady  Dedlock.  There  is  nothing 
I  could  desire  more." 

Addressing  her  composed  face,  whose  intelli- 
gence, however,  is  too  quick  and  active  to  be 
concealed  by  any  studied  impassiveness,  how- 
ever habitual,  to  the  strong  Saxon  face  of  the 
visitor,  a  picture  of  resolution  and  perseverance, 
my  Lady  listens  with  attention,  occasionally 
slightly  bending  her  head. 

"  I  am  the  son  of  your  housekeeper,  Lady 
Dedlock,  and  passed  my  childhood  about  this 
house.  My  mother  has  lived  here  half  a  century, 
and  will  die  here  I  have  no  doubt.  She  is  one 
of  those  examples — perhaps  as  good  a  one  as 
there  is — of  love,  and  attachment,  and  fidelity 
in  such  a  station,  which  England  may  well  be 
proud  of;  but  of  which  no  order  can  appropriate 
the  whole  pride  or  the  whole  merit,  because  such 
an  instance  bespeaks  high  worth  on  t^vo  sides  ; 


on  the  great  side  assuredly;  on  the  small  one, 
no  less  assuredly." 

Sir  Leicester  snorts  a  little  to  hear  the  law 
laid  down  in  this  way ;  but  in  his  honour  and 
his  love  of  truth,  he  freely,  though  silently, 
admits  the  justice  of  the  ironmaster's  proposi- 
tion. 

"  Pardon  me  for  saying  what  is  so  obvious, 
but  I  wouldn't  have  it  hastily  supposed,"  with 
the  least  turn  of  his  eyes  towards  Sir  Leicester, 
"that  I  am  ashamed  of  my  mother's  position 
here,  or  wanting  in  all  just  respect  for  Chesney 
Wold  and  the  family.  I  certainly  may  have 
desired — I  certainly  have  desired,  Lady  Dedlock 
— that  my  mother  should  retire  after  so  many 
years,  and  end  her  days  with  me.  But,  as  I 
have  found  that  to  sever  this  strong  bond  would 
be  to  break  her  heart,  I  have  long  abandoned 
that  idea." 

Sir  Leicester  very  magnificent  again,  at  the 
notion  of  Mrs.  Rouncewell  being  spirited  off" 
from  her  natural  home,  to  end  her  days  with  an 
ironmaster. 

"  I  have  been,"  proceeds  the  visitor,  in  a 
modest  clear  way,  "  an  apprentice,  and  a  work- 
man. I  have  lived  on  workman's  wages,  years 
and  years,  and  beyond  a  certain  point  have  had 
to  educate  myself.  My  wife  was  a  foreman's 
daughter,  and  plainly  brought  up.  We  have 
three  daughters,  besides  this  son  of  whom  I 
have  spoken ;  and  being  fortunately  able  to  give 
them  greater  advantages  than  we  had  ourselves, 
we  have  educated  them  well ;  very  well.  It  has 
been  one  of  our  great  cares  and  pleasures  to 
make  them  worthy  of  any  station." 

A  little  boastfulness  in  his  fatherly  tone  here, 
as  if  he  added  in  his  heart,  *'  even  of  the 
Chesney  Wold  station."  Not  a  little  more 
magnificence,  therefore,  on  the  part  of  Sir 
Leicester. 

"  All  this  is  so  frequent.  Lady  Dedlock,  where 
I  live,  and  among  the  class  to  which  I  belong, 
that  what  would  be  generally  called  unequal 
marriages  are  not  of  such  rare  occurrence  with 
us  as  elsewhere.  A  son  ^N-ill  sometimes  make  it 
known  to  his  father  that  he  has  fallen  in  love, 
say  with  a  young  woman  in  the  factory.  The 
father,  who  once  worked  in  a  factory  himself,  will 
be  a  little  disappointed  at  first,  very  possibly. 
It  may  be  that  he  had  other  views  for  his  son. 
However,  the  chances  are,  that  having  ascer- 
tained the  young  woman  to  be  of  unblemished 
character,  he  will  say  to  his  son,  '  I  must  be 
quite  sure  that  you  are  in  earnest  here.  This  is 
a  serious  matter  for  both  of  you.  Therefore  I 
shall  have  this  girl  educated  for  two  years ' — or, 
it  may  be — *  I  shall  place  this  girl  at  the  same 
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school  with  your  sisters  for  such  a  time,  during 
which  you  will  give  me  your  word  and  honour 
to  see  her  only  so  often.  If,  at  the  expiration 
of  that  time,  when  she  has  so  far  profited  by  her 
advantages  as  that  you  may  be  upon  a  fair 
equality,  you  are  both  in  the  same  mind,  I  will 
lio  my  part  to  make  you  happy.'  1  know  of 
several  cases  such  as  I  describe,  my  Lady,  and 
1  think  they  indicate  to  me  my  own  course 
now." 

Sir  Leicester's  magnificence  explodes.  Calmly, 
but  terribly. 

"  Mr.  Rouncewell,"  says  Sir  Leicester,  with 
his  right  hand  in  the  breast  of  his  blue  coat — 
the  attitude  of  state  in  which  he  is  painted  in 
the  gallery :  "  do  you  draw  a  parallel  between 

Chesney  Wold,  and  a "  here  he  resists  a 

disposition  to  choke — "  a  factory  ?  " 

"  I  need  not  reply.  Sir  Leicester,  that  the  two 
places  are  very  different ;  but,  for  the  purposes 
of  this  case,  I  think  a  parallel  may  be  justly 
drawn  between  them." 

Sir  Leicester  directs  his  majestic  glance  down 
one  side  of  the  long  drawing-room,  and  up  the 
other,  before  he  can  believe  that  he  is  awake. 

"  Are  you  aware,  sir,  that  this  young  woman 
whom  my  Lady — my  Lady — has  placed  near 
her  person,  was  brought  up  at  the  village-school 
outside  the  gates  ?  " 

"  Sir  Leicester,  I  am  quite  aware  of  it.  A  very 
good  school  it  is,  and  handsomely  supported  by 
this  family." 

"Then,l\Ir.  Rouncewell, "returns  Sir  Leicester, 
"  the  application  of  what  you  have  said,  is,  to 
me,  incomprehensible." 

"Will  it  be  more  comprehensible.  Sir  Lei- 
cester, if  I  say,"  the  ironmaster  is  reddening  a 
little,  "  that  I  do  not  regard  the  village-school 
as  teaching  everything  desirable  to  be  known  by 
my  son's  wife  ?  " 

From  the  village-school  of  Chesney  Wold,  in- 
tact as  it  is  this  minute,  to  the  whole  framework 
of  society ;  from  the  whole  framework  of  society, 
to  the  aforesaid  framework  receiving  tremendous 
cracks  in  consequence  of  people  (ironmasters, 
leadmistresses,  and  what  not)  not  minding  their 
catechism,  and  getting  out  of  the  station  unto 
which  they  are  called — necessarily  and  for  ever, 
according  to  Sir  Leicester's  rapid  logic,  the  first 
station  in  which  they  happen  to  find  them- 
selves ;  and  from  that,  to  their  educating  other 
people  out  of  thch-  stations,  and  so  obliterating 
the  landmarks,  and  opening  the  floodgates,  and 
all  the  rest  of  it ;  this  is  the  swift  progress  of 
the  Dedlock  mind. 

"  My  Lady,  I  beg  your  pardon.  Permit  me, 
for  one  moment ! "     She  has  given  a  faint  indi- 


cation of  intending  to  speak.  "  Mr.  Rounce- 
well, our  views  of  duty,  and  our  views  of  station, 
and  our  views  of  education,  and  our  views  of — 
in  short,  all  our  views — are  so  diametrically  op- 
posed, that  to  prolong  this  discussion  must  be 
repellent  to  your  feelings,  and  repellent  to  my 
own.  This  young  woman  is  honoured  with  my 
Lady's  notice  and  favour.  If  she  wishes  to 
withdraw  herself  from  that  notice  and  favour,  or 
if  she  chooses  to  place  herself  under  the  influence 
of  any  one  who  may,  in  his  peculiar  opinions — 
you  will  allow  me  to  say,  in  his  peculiar 
opinions,  though  I  readily  admit  that  he  is  not 
accountable  for  them  to  me — who  may,  in  his 
peculiar  opinions,  withdraw  her  from  that  notice 
and  favour,  she  is  at  any  time  at  liberty  to  do 
so.  We  are  obHged  to  you  for  the  plainness 
with  which  you  have  spoken.  It  will  have  no 
effect  of  itself,  one  way  or  other,  on  the  young 
woman's  position  here.  Beyond  this  we  can 
make  no  terms ;  and  here  we  beg — if  you  will 
be  so  good — to  leave  the  subject." 

The  visitor  pauses  a  moment  to  give  my  Lady 
an  opportunity,  but  she  says  nothing.  He  then 
rises  and  replies  : 

"  Sir  Leicester  and  Lady  Dedlock,  allow  me 
to  thank  you  for  your  attention,  and  only  to 
observe  that  I  shall  very  seriously  recommend 
my  son  to  conquer  his  present  inclinations. 
Good  night ! " 

"Mr.  Rouncewell,"  says  Sir  Leicester,  with 
all  the  nature  of  a  gentleman  shining  in  him, 
"it  is  late,  and  the  roads  are  dark.  I  hope 
your  time  is  not  so  precious  but  that  you  will 
allow  my  Lady  and  myself  to  offer  you  the  hospi- 
tality of  Chesney  Wold,  for  to-night  at  least." 

"  I  hope  so,"  adds  my  Lady. 

"  I  am  much  obliged  to  you,  but  I  have  to 
travel  all  night,  in  order  to  reach  a  distant  part 
of  the  country,  punctually  at  an  appointed  time 
in  the  morning." 

Therewith  the  ironmaster  takes  his  departure  ; 
Sir  Leicester  ringing  the  bell,  and  my  Lady 
rising  as  he  leaves  the  room. 

When  my  Lady  goes  to  her  boudoir,  she  sits 
down  thoughtfully  by  the  fire  ;  and,  inattentive 
to  the  Ghost's  Walk,  looks  at  Rosa,  writing  in 
an  inner  room.     Presently  my  Lady  calls  her. 

"Come  to  me,  child.  Tell  me  the  truth. 
Are  you  in  love?" 

"  O  !     My  Lady  !  " 

My  Lady,  looking  at  the  downcast  and  blush- 
ing face,  says  smiling  : 

"  Who  is  it ?  Is  it  Mrs.  Rouncewell's  giand- 
son  ?" 

"  Yes,  if  you  please,  my  Lady.  But  I  don't 
know  that  I  am  in  love  with  him— yet." 


MY  LADY  INDULGES  IN  A  REVERIE. 


"  Yet,  you  silly  little  thing !  Do  you  know 
that  he  loves  J^'^^/,  yet  ?" 

"  I  think  he  likes  me  a  little,  my  Lady."  And 
Rosa  bursts  into  tears. 

Is  this  Lady  Dedlock,  standing  beside  the 
village  beauty,  smoothing  her  dark  hair  with 
that  motherly  touch,  and  watching  her  with 
eyes  so  full  of  musing  interest  ?  Aye,  indeed  it 
is! 

"  Listen  to  me,  child.  You  are  young  and 
true,  and  I  believe  you  are  attached  to  me." 

"  Indeed  I  am,  ray  Lady.  Indeed  there  is 
nothing  in  the  world  I  wouldn't  do,  to  show 
how  much." 

"  And  I  don't  think  you  would  wish  to  leave 
me  just  yet,  Rosa,  even  for  a  lover." 

"No,  my  Lady!  O  no!"  Rosa  looks  up 
for  the  first  time,  quite  frightened  at  the  thought. 

"  Confide  in  me,  my  child.  Don't  fear  me. 
I  vv'ish  you  to  be  happy,  and  will  make  you  so — 
if  I  can  make  anybody  happy  on  this  earth." 

Rosa,  with  fresh  tears,  kneels  at  her  feet  and 
kisses  her  hand.  My  Lady  takes  the  hand  with 
which  she  has  caught  it,  and,  standing  with  her 
eyes  fixed  on  the  fire,  puts  it  about  and  about 
between  her  own  two  hands,  and  gradually  lets 
it  fall.  Seeing  her  so  absorbed,  Rosa  softly 
withdraws  \  but  still  my  Lady's  eyes  are  on  the 
fire. 

In  search  of  what?  Of  any  hand  that  is  no 
more,  of  any  hand  that  never  was,  of  any  touch 
that  might  have  magically  changed  her  life? 
Or  does  she  listen  to  the  Ghost's  Walk,  and 
think  what  step  does  it  most  resemble?  A 
man's  ?  A  woman's  ?  The  pattering  of  a  little 
child's  feet,  ever  coming  on — on — on?  Some 
melancholy  influence  is  upon  her ;  or  why  should 
so  proud  a  lady  close  the  doors,  and  sit  alone 
upon  the  hearth  so  desolate  ? 

Volumnia  is  away  next  day,  and  all  the 
cousins  are  scattered  before  dinner.  Not  a 
cousin  of  the  batch  but  is  amazed  to  hear  from 
Sir  Leicester,  at  breakfast-time,  of  the  oblitera- 
tion of  landmarks,  and  opening  of  floodgates, 
and  cracking  of  the  framework  of  society,  mani- 
festetl  through  Mrs.  Rouncewell's  son.  Not  a 
cousin  of  the  batch  but  is  really  indignant,  and 
connects  it  with  the  feebleness  of  William  Buffy 
when  in  office,  and  really  does  feel  deprived  of 
a  stake  in  the  country — or  the  pension  list — or 
something — by  fraud  and  wrong.  y\s  to  Volumnia, 
she  is  handed  down  the  great  staircase  by  Sir 
Leicester,  as  eloquent  upon  the  theme  as  if 
there  were  a  general  rising  in  the  North  of  Eng- 
land to  obtain  her  rouge-pot  and  pearl  necklace. 
Arid  thus,  with  a  clatter  of  maids  and  valets — 
for  it  is  one  appurtenance  of  their  cousinship, 


that,  however  difficult  they  may  find  it  to  keep 
themselves,  they  must  keep  maids  and  valets — 
the  cousins  disperse  to  the  four  winds  of  heaven; 
and  the  one  wintry  wind  that  blows  to-day 
shakes  a  shower  from  the  trees  near  the  deserted 
house,  as  if  all  the  cousins  had  been  changed 
into  leaves. 


CHAPTER   XXIX. 


THE  YOUNG  XIAN. 


^^  HESNEY  WOLD  is  shut  up,  carpets 
'^  are  rolled  into  great  scrolls  in  cor- 
ners of  comfortless  rooms,  bright 
damask  does  penance  in  brown  hol- 
land,  carving  and  gilding  puts  on 
mortification,  and  the  Dedlock  an- 
cestors retire  from  the  light  of  day  again. 
"s^iAt'  Around  and  around  the  house  the  leaves 
fall  thick — but  never  fast,  for  they  come  circling 
down  with  a  dead  lightness  that  is  sombre  and 
slow.  Let  the  gardener  sweep  and  sweep  the 
turf  as  he  will,  and  press  the  leaves  into  full 
barrows,  and  wheel  them  off,  still  they  lie  ankle- 
deep.  Howls  the  shrill  wind  round  Chesney 
Wold  \  the  sharp  rain  beats,  the  windows  rattle, 
and  the  chimneys  growl.  T\Iists  hide  in  the 
avenues,  veil  the  points  of  view,  and  move  in 
funeral  wise  across  the  rising  grounds.  On  all 
the  house  there  is  a  cold,  blank  smell,  like  the 
smell  of  the  little  church,  though  something 
drier:  suggesting  that  the  dead  and  buriccl 
Dedlocks  walk  there,  in  the  long  nights,  and 
leave  the  flavour  of  their  graves  behind  them. 

But  the  house  in  town,  which  is  rarely  in  the 
same  mind  as  Chesney  Wold  at  the  same  time  ; 
seldom  rejoicing  when  it  rejoices,  or  mourning 
when  it  mourns,  excepting  when  a  Dedlock 
dies ;  the  house  in  town  shines  out  awakened. 
As  warm  and  bright  as  so  much  state  may  be, 
as  delicately  redolent  of  pleasant  scents  that 
bear  no  trace  of  Avinter  as  hothouse  flowers  can 
make  it ;  soft  and  hushed,  so  that  ihe  ticking  of 
the  clocks  and  the  crisp  burning  of  the  fires 
alone  disturb  the  stillness  in  the  rooms;  it 
seems  to  wrap  those  chilled  bones  of  Sir 
Leicester's  in  rainbow-coloured  wool.  And  Sir 
Leicester  is  glad  to  repose  in  dignified  content- 
ment before  the  great  fire  in  the  library,  con- 
descendingly perusing  the  backs  of  his  books,  or 
honouring  the  fine  arts  with  a  glance  of  appro- 
bation. Eor  he  has  his  pictures,  ancient  and 
modern.  Some,  of  the  Fancy  Ball  School  in 
which  Art  occasionally  condescends  to  become 
a  master,  which  would  be  best  catalogued  like 


the  miscellaneous  articles  in  a  sale.  As,  "Three 
high-backed  chairs,  a  table  and  cover,  long- 
necked  bottle  (containing  wine),  one  flask,  one 
Spanish  female's  costume,  three-quarter  face 
portrait  of  Miss  Jogg  the  model,  and  a  suit  of 
armour  containing  Don  Quixote."  Or,  "  One 
stone  terrace  (cracked),  one  gondola  in  dis- 
tance, one  Venetian  senator's  dress  complete, 
richly  embroidered  white  satin  costume  with 
profile  portrait  of  Miss  Jogg  the  model,  one 
scimetar  superbly  mounted  in  gold  with  jewelled 
handle,  elaborate  Moorish  dress  (very  rare),  and 
Othello." 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn  comes  and  goes  pretty  often ; 
there  being  estate  business  to  do,  leases  to  be 
renewed,  and  so  on.  He  sees  my  Lady  pretty 
often,  too  ;  and  he  and  she  are  as  composed  and 
as  indifferent,  and  take  as  little  heed  of  one 
another,  as  ever.  Yet  it  may  be  that  my  Lady 
fears  this  Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  and  that  he  knows 
it.  It  may  be  that  he  pursues  her  doggedly  and 
steadily,  with  no  touch  of  compunction,  remorse, 
or  pity.  It  may  be  that  her  beauty,  and  all  the 
state  and  brilliancy  surrounding  her,  only  give 
him  the  greater  zest  for  what  he  is  set  upon,  and 
make  him  the  more  inflexible  in  it.  ^\llether 
he  be  cold  and  cruel,  whether  immovable  in 
what  he  has  made  his  duty,  whether  absorbed 
in  love  of  power,  whether  determined  to  have 
nothing  hidden  from  him  in  ground  where  he 
has  burrowed  among  secrets  all  his  life,  whether 
he  in  his  heart  despises  the  splendour  of  which 
he  is  a  distant  beam,  whether  he  is  always  trea- 
suring up  slights  and  offences  in  the  affability  of 
his  gorgeous  clients — whether  he  be  any  of  this, 
or  all  of  this,  it  may  be  that  my  Lady  had  better 
have  five  thousand  pairs  of  fashionable  eyes  upon 
her,  in  distrustful  \igilance,  than  the  two  eyes  of 
this  rusty  lawyer,  Avith  his  wisp  of  neckcloth  and 
his  dull  black  breeches  tied  with  ribbons  at  the 
knees. 

Sir  Leicester  sits  in  my  Lady's  room — that 
room  in  which  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  read  the  affida- 
vit in  Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce — particularly  com- 
l)lacent.  My  Lady — as  on  that  day — sits  before 
the  fire  with  her  screen  in  her  hand.  Sir  Lei- 
cester is  particularly  complacent,  because  he  has 
found  in  his  newspaper  some  congenial  remarks 
bearing  directly  on  the  floodgates  and  the  frame- 
v.-ork  of  society.  They  apply  so  happily  to  the 
late  case,  that  Sir  Leicester  has  come  from  the 
library  to  my  Lady's  room  expressly  to  read 
them  aloud.  "  The  man  who  wrote  this  article," 
he  observes  by  way  of  preface,  nodding  at  the 
fire  as  if  he  were  nodding  down  at  the  man  from 
a  Mount,  "  has  a  well-balanced  mind." 

The  man's  mind  is  not  so  well  balanced  but 


that  he  bores  my  Lady,  who,  after  a  languid 
eftbrt  to  listen,  or  rather  a  languid  resignation  of 
herself  to  a  show  of  listening,  becomes  distraught, 
and  falls  into  a  contemplation  of  the  fire,  as  if  it 
were  her  fire  at  Chesney  Wold,  and  she  had 
never  left  it.  Sir  Leicester,  quite  unconscious, 
reads  on  through  his  double  eye-glass,  occasion- 
ally stopping  to  remoxie  his  glass  and  express 
approval,  as  "  Very  true  indeed,"  "Very  properly 
put,"  "  I  have  frequently  made,  the  same  remark 
myself;"  invariably  losing  his  place  after  each 
observation,  and  going  up  and  down  the  column 
to  find  it  again. 

Sir  Leicester  is  reading,  with  infinite  gravity 
and  state,  when  the  door  opens,  and  the  Mercury 
in  powder  makes  this  strange  announcement : 

"  The  young  man,  my  Lady,  of  the  name  of 
Guppy." 

Sir  Leicester  pauses,  stares,  repeats  in  a  kill- 
ing voice  : 

"  The  young  man  of  the  name  of  Guppy  ? "' 

Looking  round  he  beholds  the  young  man  of 
the  name  of  Guppy,  much  discomfited,  and  not 
presenting  a  very  impressive  letter  of  introduc- 
tion in  his  manner  and  appearance. 

"  Pray,"  says  Sir  Leicester  to  Mercury,  "what 
do  you  mean  by  announcing  with  this  abruptness 
a  young  man  of  the  name  of  Guppy  ?  " 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Sir  Leicester,  but  my 
Lady  said  she  would  see  the  young  man  when- 
ever he  called.  I  was  not  aware  that  you  were 
here,  Sir  Leicester." 

With  this  apology,  ]Mercury  directs  a  scornful 
and  indignant  look  at  the  young  man  of  the 
name  of  Guppy,  which  plainly  says,  "  What  do 
you  come  calling  here  for,  and  getting  me  into  a 
row  ?  " 

"  It's  quite  right.  I  gave  him  those  direc- 
tions," says  my  Lady.  "  Let  the  young  man 
wait." 

"By  no  means,  my  Lady.  Since  he  has  your 
orders  to  come,  I  will  not  interrupt  you."  Sir 
Leicester  in  his  gallantry  retires,  rather  declining 
to  accept  a  bow  from  the  young  man  as  he  goes 
out,  and  majestically  supposing  him  to  be  some 
shoemaker  of  intrusive  appearance. 

Lady  Dedlock  looks  imperiously  at  her  visitor, 
when  the  servant  has  left  the  room ;  casting  her 
eyes  over  him  from  head  to  foot.  She  suffers 
him  to  stand  by  the  door,  and  asks  him  what  he 
wants  ? 

"  That  your  ladyship  would  have  the  kindness 
to  oblige  me  with  a  little  conversation,"  returns 
Mr.  Guppy,  embarrassed. 

"  You  are,  of  course,  the  person  who  has  writ- 
ten me  so  many  letters  ?  " 

"  Several,  your  ladyship.    Several,  before  your 
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•ladyship  condescended  to  favour  me  with  an 
answer." 

"  And  could  you  not  take  the  same  means  of 
rendering  a  conversation  unnecessary  ?  Can  you 
not  still  ?  " 

Mr.  Guppy  screws  his  mouth  into  a  silent 
"  No  !  "  and  shakes  his  head. 

"  You  have  been  strangely  importunate.  If 
it  should  appear,  after  all,  that  what  you  have 
to  say  does  not  concern  me — and  I  don't  know 
how  it  can,  and  don't  expect  that  it  will — you 
will  allow  me  to  cut  you  short  with  but  little 
ceremony.  Say  what  you  have  to  say,  if  you 
please." 

My  Lady,  with  a  careless  toss  of  her  screen, 
turns  herself  towards  the  fire  again,  sitting  almost 
with  her  back  to  the  young  man  of  the  name 
of  Guppy. 

"  With  your  ladyship's  permission,  then,"  says 
the  young -man,  "  I  will  now  enter  on  my  busi- 
ness. Hem  !  I  am,  as  I  told  your  ladyship  in 
my  first  letter,  in  the  law.  Being  in  the  law,  I 
have  learnt  the  habit  of  not  committing  myself 
in  writing,  and  therefore  I  did  not  mention  to 
your  ladyship  the  name  of  the  firm  with  which  I 
am  connected,  and  in  which  my  standing — and 
I  may  add  income — is  tolerably  good,  I  may 
now  state  to  your  ladyship,  in  confidence,  that 
the  name  of  that  firm  is  Kenge  and  Carboy,  of 
Lincoln's  Inn ;  which  may  not  be  altogether  un- 
known to  your  ladyship  in  connection  with  the 
case  in  Chancery  of  Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce." 

My  Lady's  figure  begins  to  be  expressive  of 
some  attention.  She  has  ceased  to  toss  the 
screen,  and  holds  it  as  if  she  were  listening. 

"  Now,  I  may  say  to  your  ladyship  at  once," 
says  Mr.  Guppy,  a  little  emboldened,  '*  it  is  no 
matter  arising  out  of  Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce  that 
made  me  so  desirous  to  speak  to  your  ladyship, 
which  conduct  I  have  no  doubt  did  appear,  and 
does  appear,  obtrusive^n  fact,  almost  black- 
guardly." After  waiting  for  a  moment  to  receive 
some  assurance  to  the  contrary,  and  not  receiv- 
ing any,-  Mr.  Guppy  proceeds.  "  If  it  had  been 
Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce,  I  should  have  gone  at 
once  to  your  ladyship's  solicitor,  Mr.  Tulking- 
horn  of  the  Fields.  I  have  the  ])leasure  of  being 
acquainted  with  Mr.  Tulkingliorn, — at  least  we 
move  when  we  meet  one  another — and  if  it  had 
been  any  business  of  that  sort,  1  should  have 
gone  to  him." 

\My  Lady  turns  a  little  round,  and  says, 
"  You  had  better  sit  down." 

"  Thank  your  ladyship."  I^Ir.  Guppy  does  so. 
"  Now,  your  ladyship  ;"  Mr.  Guppy  refers  to  a 
little  slip  of  paper  on  which  he  has  made  small 
notes  of  his  line  of  argument,  and  which  seems 


to  involve  him  in  the  densest  obscurity  whenever 
he  looks  at  it ;  "  I — O  yes  ! — I  place  myself  en- 
tirely in  your  ladyship's  hands.  If  your  ladyship 
was  to  make  any  complaint  to  Kenge  and  Car- 
boy, or  to  Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  of  the  present  visit, 
I  should  be  placed  in  a  very  disagreeable  situa- 
tion. That  I  openly  admit.  Consequently,  I 
rely  upon  your  ladyship's  honour." 

My  Lady,  with  a  disdainful  gesture  of  the  hand 
that  holds  the  screen,  assures  him  of  his  being 
worth  no  complaint  from  her. 

"  Thank  your  ladyship,"  says  Mr.  Guppy, 
"  quite  satisfactory.  Now — I — dash  it ! — The 
fact  is,  that  I  put  down  a  head  or  two  here  of 
the  order  of  the  points  I  thought  of  touching 
upon,  and  they're  written  short,  and  I  can't 
quite  make  out  what  they  mean.  If  your  lady- 
ship will  excuse  me  taking  it  to  the  window  half 
a  moment,  I " 

Mr.  Guppy  going  to  the  Avindow  tumbles  into 
a  pair  of  love-birds,  to  whom  he  says  in  his  con- 
fusion, "  I  beg  your  pardon,  I  am  sure."  This 
does  not  tend  to  the  greater  legibility  of  his 
notes.  He  murmurs,  growing  warm  and  red, 
and  holding  the  slip  of  paper  now  close  to  his 
eyes,  now  a  long  way  oft",  "  C.  S.  What's  C.  S. 
for  ?  O  !  *  E.  S  ! '  O,  I  know  !  Yes,  to  be 
sure  ! "     And  comes  back  enlightened. 

"  I  am  not  aware,"  says  Mr.  Guppy,  standing 
midway  between  my  Lady  and  his  chair, 
"whether  your  ladyship  ever  happened  to  hear 
of,  or  to  see,  a  young  lady  of  the  name  of  Miss 
Esther  Summerson." 

My  Lady's  eyes  look  at  him  full.  ''  I  saw  a 
young  lady  of  that  name  not  long  ago.  This 
past  autumn." 

"  Now,  did  it  strike  your  ladyship  that  she 
was  like  anybody?"  asks  Mr.  Guppy,  crossing 
his  arms,  holding  his  head  on  one  side,  and 
scratching  the  corner  of  his  mouth  with  his 
memoranda. 

My  Lady  removes  her  eyes  from  him  no  more. 
.  "No." 

"Not  like  your  ladyship's  fiimily?" 

"  No." 

"  I  think  your  ladyship,"  says  Mr.  Guppy, 
"  can  hardly  remember  Miss  Summerson's  face?" 

''  I  remember  the  young  lady  very  well.  ^Vhat 
has  this  to  do  with  me?" 

"  Your  ladyship,  I  do  assure  you,  that- having 
Miss  Summerson's  image  imprinted  on  my  art — 
which  I  mention  in  confidence — I  found,  when 
I  hatl  the  honour  of  going  over  your  ladyship's 
mansion  of  Che.sney  Wold,  while  on  a  short  out 
in  the  county  of  Lincolnshire  with  a  friend,  such 
a  resemblance  between  Miss  Esther  Summerson 
and  your  ladyship's  own  portrait,  that  it  com- 
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pletely  knocked  me  over;  so  much  so,  that  I 
didn't  at  the  moment  even  know  what  it  u<as 
that  knocked  me  over.  And  now  I  have  the 
honour  of  beholding  your  ladyship  near  (I  have 
often,  since  that,  taken  the  hberty  of  looking  at 
your  ladyship  in  your  carriage  in  the  park,  when 
1  dare  say  you  was  not  aware  of  me,  but  I  never 
saw  your  ladyship  so  near),  it's  really  more 
surprising  than  I  thought  it." 

Young  man  of  the  name  of  Guppy  !  There 
have  been  times  when  ladies  lived  in  strong- 
holds, and  had  unscrupulous  attendants  Avithin 
call,  when  that  poor  life  of  yours  would  not  have 
been  worth  a  minute's  purchase,  with  those 
beautiful  eyes  looking  at  you  as  they  look  at 
this  moment. 

My  Lady,  slowly  using  her  little  hand-screen 
as  a  fan,  asks  him  again,  what  he  supposes  that 
his  taste  for  likenesses  has  to  do  with  her? 

"  Your  ladyship,"  replies  Mr.  Guppy,  again 
referring  to  his  paper,  "  I  am  coming  to  that. 
Dash  these  notes.  O  !  '  Mrs.  Chadband.'  Yes." 
Mr.  Gup})y  draws  his  chair  a  little  forward,  and 
seats  himself  again.  My  Lady  reclines  in  her 
chair  composedly,  though  with  a  trifle  less  of 
graceful  ease  than  usual,  perhaps ;  and  never 
falters  in  her  steady  gaze.  "A — stop- a  minute, 
though!"  Mr.  Guppy  refers  again.  "  E.  S. 
twice?  O  yes!  yes,  I  see  my  Avay  now,  right 
on." 

Rolling  up  the  slip  of  paper  as  an  instrument 
to  point  his  speech  with,  Mr.  Guppy  proceeds. 

"  Your  ladyship,  there  is  a  mystery  about  Miss 
Esther  Summerson's  birth  and  bringing  up.  I 
am  informed  of  that  fact,  because — which  I 
mention  in  confidence — I  know  it  in  the  way  of 
my  profession  at  Kenge  and  Carboy's.  Now, 
as  I  have  already  mentioned  to  your  ladyship, 
Miss  Summerson's  image  is  imprinted  on  my 
art.  If  I  could  clear  this  mystery  for  her,  or 
prove  her  to  be  well  related,  or  find  that  having 
the  honour  to  be  a  remote  branch  of  your  lady- 
ship's family  she  had  a  right  to  be  made  a  party 
in  Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce,  why,  I  might  make  a 
sort  of  a  claim  upon  Miss  Summerson  to  look 
with  an  eye  of  more  decided  favour  on  my  pro- 
posals than  she  has  exactly  done  as  yet.  In 
fact,  as  yet  she  hasn't  favoured  them  at  all." 

A  kind  of  angry  smile  just  dawns  upon  my 
Lady's  face. 

"  Now,  it's  a  very  singular  circumstance,  your 
ladyship,"  says  Mr.  Guppy,  "though  one  of 
those  circumstances  that  do  fall  in  the  way  of  us 
professional  men — which  I  may  call  myself,  for 
though  not  admitted,  yet  I  have  had  a  present 
of  my  articles  made  to  me  by  Kenge  and  Carboy, 
on  my  mother's  advancing  from  the  principal  of 


her  little  income  the  money  for  the  stamp,  which 
comes  heavy — that  I  have  encountered  the 
jierson  who  lived  as  servant  with  the  lady  Avho 
brought  Miss  Summerson  up,  before  Mr.  Jarn- 
dyce took  charge  of  her.  That  lady  was  a  Miss 
Barbary,  your  ladyship." 

Is  the  dead  colour  on  my  Lady's  face  reflected 
from  the  screen  which  has  a  green  silk  ground, 
and  which  she  holds  in  her  raised  hand  as  if 
she  had  forgotten  it ;  or  is  it  a  dreadful  paleness 
that  has  fallen  on  her  ? 

"  Did  your  ladyshij),"  says  Mr.  Guppy,  "  eve? 
happen  to  hear  of  Miss  Barbary?" 

"  I  don't  know.     I  think  so.     Yes." 

"  Was  Miss  Barbary  at  all  connected  with, 
your  ladyship's  family?" 

My  Lady's  lips  move,  but  they  utter  nothing;. 
She  shakes  her  head. 

'■^  Not  connected?"  says  Mr.  Guppy.  "O! 
Not  to  your  ladyship's  knowledge,  perhaps  "^ 
Ah !  But  might  be  ?  Yes."  After  each  oi 
these  interrogatories  she  has  inclined  her  head. 
"  Very  good !  Now,  this  Miss  Barbary  was 
extremely  close — seems  to  have  been  extra- 
ordinarily close  for  a  female,  females  being 
generally  (in  common  life  at  least)  rather  giver, 
to  conversation — and  my  witness  never  had  an 
idea  whether  she  possessed  a  single  relative. 
On  one  occasion,  and  only  one,  she  seems  to 
have  been  confidential  to  my  witness  on  a  single 
point ;  and  she  then  told  her  that  the  little  girl's 
real  name  was  not  Esther  Summerson,  but  Esther 
Hawdon." 

"My  God!" 

Mr.  Guppy  stares.  Lady  Dedlock  sits  before, 
him,  looking  him  through,  with  the  same  dark 
shade  upon  her  face,  in  the  same  attitude  even 
to  the  holding  of  the  screen,  with  her  lips  a. 
little  apart,  her  brow  a  little  contracted,  but  for 
the  moment  dead.  He  sees  her  consciousnesr, 
return,  sees  a  tremor  pass  across  her  frame  like 
a  ripple  over  water,  sees  her  lips  shake,  sees 
her  compose  them  by  a  great  eff"ort,  sees  her 
force  herself  back  to  the  knowledge  of  his  pre- 
sence, and  of  what  he  has  said.  All  this,  so 
quickly,  that  her  exclamation  and  her  dead  con- 
dition seem  to  have  passed  away  like  the  features 
of  those  long-preserved  dead  bodies  sometimes 
opened  up  in  tombs,  which,  struck  by  the  air 
like  lightning,  vanish  in  a  breath. 

"  Your  ladyship  is  acquainted  with  the  name 
of  Hawdon  ?" 

"  I  have  heard  it  before." 

"  Name  of  any  collateral,  or  remote  branch  oi^ 
your  ladyship's  family?" 

"  No." 

"  Now,  your  ladyship,"  says  Mr.  Guppy,  "  I 
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come  to  the  last  point  in  the  case,  so  far  as  I 
have  got  it  up.  It's  going  on,  and  I  shall 
gather  it  up  closer  and  closer  as  it  goes  on. 
Your  ladyship  must  know — if  your  ladyship 
don't  happen,  by  any  chance,  to  know  already— 
that  there  was  found  dead  at  the  house  of  a 
person  named  Krook,  near  Chancery  Lane,  some 
time  ago,  a  law-writer  in  great  distress.  Upon 
which  law-writer  there  was  an  incpest ;  and 
which  law-writer  was  an  anonymous  character, 
his  name  being  unknown.  But,  your  ladyshij), 
I  have  discovered,  very  lately,  that  that  law- 
writer's  name  was  Hawdon." 


"  And  what  is  that  to  me  ?" 

"  Aye,  your  ladyship,  that's  the  question  L 
Now,  your  ladyship,  a  queer  thing  happened 
after  that  man's  death.  A  lady  started  up ;  a 
disguised  lady,  your  ladyship,  who  went  to  look 
at  the  scene  of  action,  and  went  to  look  at  his 
grave.  She  hired  a  crossing-sweeping  boy  to 
show  it  her.  If  your  ladyship  would  wish  to 
have  the  boy  produced  in  corroboration  of  this 
statement,  1  can  lay  my  hand  upon  him  at  any 
time." 

The  wretched  boy  is  nothing  to  my  Lady,  and 
she  does  not  wish  to  have  him  produced. 


.'T^V^^.^j'  I 
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'*  Oh,  I  assure  your  ladyship  it's  a  very  queer 
start  indeed,"  says  Mr.  Guppy.  "  If  you  was  to 
hear  him  tell  about  the  rings  that  sparkled  on 
her  fingers  when  she  took  her  glove  off,  you'd 
think  it  quite  romantic." 

There  are  diamonds  glittering  on  the  hand  that 
holds  the  screen.  My  lady  trifles  with  the  screen, 
and  makes  them  glitter  more ;  again  with  that 
expression  which  in  other  times  might  have 
been  so  dangerous  to  the  young  man  of  the 
name  of  Guppy. 

"It  was  supposed,  your  ladyship,  that  he  left 


no  rag  or  scrap  behind  him  by  which  he  coul(? 
be  possibly  identified.  But  he  did.  He  left  a: 
bundle  of  old  letters." 

The  screen  still  goes,  as  before.  All  this 
time,  her  eyes  never  once  release  him. 

"They  Avere  taken  and  secreted.  And  to- 
morrow night,  your  ladyship,  they  will  come  into 
my  possession." 

"  Still  I  ask  yon.  what  is  this  to  me?" 

"Your  ladyship,  I  conclude  with  that."  Mr. 
Guppy  rises.  "  If  you  think  there's  enough,  irt 
this  chain  of  circumstances  put  together — in  the 
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undoubteil  strong  likeness  of  this  young  lady  to 
your  ladyship,  which  is  a  positive  fact  for  a  jury — 
in  her  having  been  brought  up  by  Miss  Barbary 
— in  Miss  Barbary  stating  Miss  Summerson's  real 
name  to  be  Hawdon— in  your  ladyship's  knowing 
both  these  names  very  well — and  in  Hawdon's 
dying  as  he  did — to  give  your  ladyship  a  family 
interest  in  going  further  into  the  case,  I  will  bring 
those  papers  here.  I  don't  know  what  they  are, 
except  that  they  are  old  letters :  I  have  never 
had  them  in  my  possession  yet.  I  will  bring 
those  papers  here,  as  soon  as  I  get  them  ;  and 
go  over  them  for  the  first  time  with  your  lady- 
ship. I  have  told  your  ladyship  my  object.  I 
have  told  your  ladyshij)  that  I  should  be  placed 
in  a  very  disagreeable  situation,  if  any  complaint 
w\as  made  ;  and  all  is  in  strict  confidence." 

Is  this  the  full  purpose  of  the  young  man  of 
the  name  of  Guppy,  or  has  he  any  other  ?  Do 
his  words  disclose  the  length,  breadth,  depth,  of 
his  object  and  suspicion  in  coming  here;  or,  if 
not,  what  do  they  hide  ?  He  is  a  match  for  my 
Lady  there.  She  may  look  at  him,  but  he  can 
look  at  the  table,  and  keep  that  witness-box  face 
of  his  from  telling  anything. 

"  You  may  bring  the  letters,"  says  my  Lady, 
"  if  you  choose." 

"Your  ladyship  is  not  very  encouraging, 
upon  my  word  and  honour,"  says  Mr.  Guppy, 
a  little  injured. 

"  You  may  bring  the  letters,"  she  repeats,  in 
the  same  tone,  "  if  you jDlease." 

"  It  shall  be  done.  I  wish  your  ladyship 
good  day." 

On  a  table  near  her  is  a  rich  bauble  of  a 
casket,  barred  and  clasped  like  an  old  strong 
chest.  She,  looking  at  him  still,  takes  it  to  her 
and  unlocks  it. 

"  Oh !  I  assure  your  ladyship  I  am  not 
actuated  by  any  motives  of  that  sort,"  says  Mr. 
Guppy ;  "  and  I  couldn't  accept  of  anything  of 
the  kind.  I  wish  your  ladyship  good  day,  and 
am  much  obliged  to  you  all  the  same." 

So  the  young  man  makes  his  bow,  and  goes 
down-stairs ;  where  the  supercilious  Mercury 
does  not  consider  himself  called  upon  to  leave 
his  Olympus  by  the  hall-fire,  to  let  \he  young 
man  out. 

As  Sir  Leicester  basks  in  his  library,  and  dozes 
over  his  newspaper,  is  there  no  influence  in  the 
house  to  startle  him ;  not  to  say,  to  make  the 
very  trees  at  Chesney  Wold  fling  up  their  knotted 
arms,  the  ver)-^  portraits  frown,  the  very  armour 
stir? 

No.  Words,  sobs,  and  cries,  are  but  air; 
and  air  is  so  shut  in  and  shut  out  throughout 
the  house  in  town,  that  sounds  need  be  uttered 


trumpet-tongued  indeed  by  my  Lady  in  her 
chamber,  to  carry  any  faint  vibration  to  Sir 
Leicester's  ears ;  and  yet  this  cry  is  in  the 
house,  going  upward  from  a  wild  figure  on  its 
knees. 

"  O  my  child,  my  child  !  Not  dead  in  the 
first  hours  of  her  life,  as  my  cruel  sister  told  me ; 
but  sternly  nurtured  by  her,  after  she  had  re- 
nounced me  and  my  name  !  O  my  child,  O  my 
child!" 

CHAPTER  XXX. 

ESTHER'S     NARRATIVE. 


'"*  ICHARD  had  been  gone  away  some 
time,  when  a  visitor  came  to  pass  a 
few  days  with  us.  It  was  an  elderly 
lady.  It  was  Mrs.  Woodcourt,  who, 
having  come  from  Wales  to  stay 
with  Mrs.  Bayham  Badger,  and 
having  written  to  my  Guardian,  "  by  her 
son  Allan's  desire,"  to  report  that  she 
had  heard  from  him  and^that  he  was  well,  "  and 
sent  his  kind  remembrances  to  all  of  us,"  had 
been  invited  by  my  Guardian  to  make  a  visit  to 
Bleak  House.  She  stayed  with  us  nearly  three 
weeks.  She  took  very  kindly  to  me,  and  w-as 
extremely  confidential ;  so  much  so  that  some- 
times she  almost  made  me  uncomfortable.  I 
had  no  right,  I  knew  very  well,  to  be  uncom- 
fortable because  she  confided  in  me,  and  I  felt 
it  was  unreasonable ;  still,  with  all  I  could  do, 
I  could  not  quite  help  it. 

She  was  such  a  sharp  little  lady,  and  used  to 
sit  with  her  hands  folded  in  each  other,  looking 
so  very  watchful  while  she  talked  to  m.e,  that 
perhaps  I  found  that  rather  irksome.  Or  perhaps 
it  was  her  being  so  upright,  and  trim ;  though  I 
don't  think  it  was  that,  because  I  thought  that 
quaintly  pleasant.  Nor  can  it  have  been  the 
general  expression  of  her  face,  which  was  very 
sparkling  and  pretty  for  an  old  lady.  I  don't 
know  what  it  was.  Or  at  least  if  I  do,  now,  I 
thought  I  did  not  then.  Or  at  least — but  it 
don't  matter. 

Of  a  night  when  I  was  going  up-stairs  to  bed, 
she  would  invite  me  into  her  room,  where  she 
sat  before  the  fire  in  a  great  chair ;  and,  dear 
me,  she  would  tell  me  about  Morgan  ap-Kerrig 
until  I  was  quite  low-spirited  !  Sometimes  she 
recited  a  few  verses  from  Crumlinwallinwer  and 
the  Mewlinnwillinwodd  (if  those  are  the  right 
names,  which  I  dare  say  they  are  not),  and 
would  become  quite  fiery  with  the  sentiments 
they  expressed.  Though  I  never  knew  what 
they  were  (being  in  Welsh),  further  than  that 
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they  were   highly  eulogistic  of   the  lineage  of 
Morgan  ap-Kerrig. 

"  So,  Miss  Summerson,'  she  would  say  to  me 
with  stately  triumpli,  "  this  you  see,  is  the 
fortune  inherited  by  my  son.  Wherever  my  son 
goes,  he  can  claim  kindred  with  Ap-Kerrig.  He 
may  not  have  money,  but  he  always  has  what  is 
much  better — family,  my  dear.' 

I  had  my  doubts  of  their  caring  so  very 
much  for  Morgan  ap-Kerrig,  in  India  and 
China;  but  of  course  I  never  expressed  them. 
I  used  to  say  it  was  a  great  thing  to  be  so 
highly  connected. 

"  It  is,  my  dear,  a  great  thing,"  Mrs.  Wood- 
court  would  reply.  "It  has  its  disadvantages ; 
my  son's  choice  of  a  wife,  for  instance,  is 
limited  by  it'^  but  the  matrimonial  choice  of 
the  Royal  family  is  limited,  in  much  the  same 
manner." 

Then  she  would  pat  me  on  the  arm  and 
smooth  my  dress,  as  much  as  to  assure  me  that 
she  had  a  good  opinion  of  me,  the  distance 
between  us  notwithstanding. 

"  Poor  Mr.  Woodcourt,  my  dear,"  she  would 
say,  and  always  with  some  emotion,  for  with 
her  lofty  pedigree  she  had  a  very  affectionate 
heart,  "  was  descended  from  a  great  Highland 
family,  the  Mac  Coorts  of  Mac  Coort.  He 
served  his  king  and  country  as  an  officer  in  the 
Royal  Highlanders,  and  he  died  on  the  field. 
My  son  is  one  of  the  last  representatives  of  two 
old  families.  With  the  blessing  of  Heaven  he 
will  set  them  up  again,  and  unite  them  with 
another  old  family." 

It  was  in  vain  for  me  to  try  to  change  the 
subject,  as  I  used  to  try — only  for  the  sake  of 
novelty — or  perhaps  because — but  I  need  not 
be  so  particular.  Mrs.  Woodcourt  never  would 
let  me  change  it. 

"  My  dear,"  she  said  one  night,  "  you  have 
so  much  sense,  and  you  look  at  the  world  in  a 
quiet  manner  so  superior  to  your  time  of  life, 
that  it  is  a  comfort  to  me  to  talk  to  you  about 
these  family  matters  of  mine.  You  don't  know 
much  of  my  son,  my  dear ;  but  you  know 
enough  of  him,  I  dare  say,  to  recollect  him  ?" 

"  Yes,  ma'am.     I  recollect  him." 

"  Yes,  my  dear.  Now,  my  dear,  I  think  you 
are  a  judge  of  character,  and  I  should  like  to 
have  your  opinion  of  him  ?" 

"O,  Mrs.  AVoodcourt !"  said  I,  "that  is  so 
difficult." 

"  Why  is  it  so  difficult,  my  dear?"  she  re- 
turned.    "  I  don't  see  it  myself." 

"  To  give  an  opinion " 

"  On  so  sliglit  an  acquaintance,  my  dear. 
That's  true." 


I  didn't  mean  that ;  because  Mr.  Woodcourt 
had  been  at  our  house  a  good  deal  altogether, 
and  had  become  quite  intimate  with  my  Guar- 
dian. I  said  so,  and  added  that  he  seemed  to 
be  very  clever  in  his  profession — we  thought — 
and  that  his  kindness  and  gentleness  to  Miss 
Flite  were  above  all  praise. 

"  You  do  him  justice  !"  said  Mrs.  Woodcourt, 
pressing  my  hand.  "  You  define  him  exactly. 
Allan  is  a  dear  fellow,  and  in  his  profession 
faultless.  I  say  it,  though  I  am  his  mother. 
Still,  I  must  confess  he  is  not  without  faults, 
love." 

"  None  of  us  are,"  said  I. 

"  Ah  !  But  his  really  are  faults  that  he  might 
correct,  and  ought  to  correct,"  returned  the 
sharp  old  lady,  sharply  shaking  her  head.  "  I 
am  so  much  attached  to  you,  that  I  may  con- 
fide in  you,  my  dear,  as  a  third  party  wholly 
disinterested,  that  he  is  fickleness  itself." 

I  said,  I  should  have  thought  it  hardly  pos- 
sible that  he  could  have  been  othenvise  than 
constant  to  his  profession,  and  zealous  in  the 
pursuit  of  it,  judging  from  the  reputation  he 
had  earned. 

"You  are  right  again,  my  dear,"  the  old  lady 
retorted ;  "  but  I  don't  refer  to  his  profession, 
look  you." 

"0!"said  I. 

"  No,"  said  she.  "  I  refer,  my  dear,  to  his 
social  conduct.  He  is  always  paying  trivial 
attentions  to  young  ladies,  and  always  has  been, 
ever  since  he  was  eighteen.  Now,  my  dear,  he 
has  never  really  cared  for  any  one  of  them,  and 
has  never  meant  in  doing  this  to  do  any  harm, 
or  to  express  anything  but  politeness  and  good 
nature.     Still,  it's  not  right,  you  know  ;  is  it  ?" 

"  No,"  said  I,  as  she  seemed  to  wait  for  me. 

"  And  it  might  lead  to  mistaken  notions,  you 
see,  my  dear." 

I  supposed  it  might. 

"Therefore  I  have  told  him,  many  times,  that 
he  really  should  be  more  careful,  both  in  justice 
to  himself  and  in  justice  to  others.  And  he  has 
always  said,  '  Mother,  I  will  be ;  but  you  know 
me  better  than  anybody  else  does,  and  you 
know  I  mean  no  harm — in  short,  mean  nothing.' 
All  of  which  is  very  true,  my  dear,  but  is  no 
justification.  However,  as  he  is  now  gone  so 
far  away,  and  for  an  indefinite  time,  and  as  he 
will  have  good  opportunities  and  introductions, 
we  may  consitler  this  past  and  gone.  And  you, 
my  dear,"  said  the  old  lady,  who  was  now  all 
nods  and  smiles ;  "  regarding  your  dear  self,  my 
love?" 

"  Me,  Mrs.  Woodcourt  ?  " 

"  Not  to  be  always  selfish,  talking  of  my  son. 
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who  has  gone  to  seek  his  fortune,  and  to  find  a 
v.ife — when  do  you  mean  to  seek  your  fortune, 
and  to  find  a  husband.  Miss  Summerson  ?  Hey, 
look  you  !     Now  you  blush  !  " 

I  don't  think  I  did  bhish — at  all  events,  it  was 
;-.ot  important  if  I  did — and  I  said,  my  present 
fortune  perfectly  contented  me,  and  I  liad  no 
wish  to  change  it. 

"  Shall  I  tell  you  what  I  always  think  of  you, 
and  the  fortune  yet  to  come  for  you,  my  love  ?  " 
said  Mrs.  Woodcourt. 

"If  you  believe  you  are  a  good  prophet," 
said  I. 

"  Why,  then,  it  is  that  you  will  marry  some 
one,  very  rich  and  very  worthy,  much  older — 
five  and  twenty  years,  perhaps— than  yourself. 
And  you  will  be  an  excellent  wife,  and  much 
beloved,  and  very  happy." 

"  That  is  a  good  fortune,"  said  I.  "  But,  why 
is  it  to  be  mine  ?  " 

"  My  dear,"  she  returned,  "  there's  suitabiHty 
in  it — you  are  so  busy,  and  so  neat,  and  so 
peculiarly  situated  altogether,  that  there's  suit- 
ability in  it,  and  it  will  come  to  piss.  And  no- 
body, my  love,  will  congratulate  you  more 
sincerely  on  such  a  marriage  than  I  shall." 

It  was  curious  that  this  should  make  me  un- 
comfortable, but  I  think  it  did.  I  know  it  did. 
It  made  me  for  some  part  of  that  night  quite 
uncomfortable.  I  Avas  so  ashamed  of  my  folly, 
that  I  did  not  hke  to  confess  it  even  to  Ada  ; 
and  that  made  me  more  uncomfortable  still,  I 
would  have  given  anything  not  to  have  been  so 
much  in  the  bright  old  lady's  confidence,  if  I 
could  have  possibly  declined  it.  It  gave  me 
the  most  inconsistent  opinions  of  her.  At  one 
time  I  thought  she  was  a  story-teller,  and  at 
another  time  that  she  was  the  pink  of  truth. 
Now,  I  suspected  that  she  was  very  cunning ; 
ne.xt  moment,  I  believed  her  honest  VVelsh  heart 
to  be  perfectly  innocent  and  simple.  And,  after 
all,  what  did  it  matter  to  me,  and  why  did  it 
matter  to  me  ?  Why  could  not  I,  going  up  to 
bed  with  my  basket  of  keys,  stop  to  sit  down  by 
her  fire,  and  accommodate  myself  for  a  little 
while  to  her,  at  least  as  well  as  to  anybody  else ; 
and  not  trouble  myself  about  the  harmless 
things  she  said  to  me  ?  Impelled  towards  her, 
as  I  certainly  was,  for  I  was  very  anxious  that 
she  should  like  me,  and  was  very  glad  indeed 
that  she  did,  why  should  I  harp  afterwards,  with 
actual  distress  and  pain,  on  every  word  she  said, 
and  weigh  it  over  and  over  again  in  twenty 
scales  ?  ^Vhy  was  it  so  worrying  to  me  to  have 
her  in  our  house,  and  confidential  to  me  every 
night,  when  I  yet  felt  that  it  was  better  and  safer, 
somehow,  that  she  should  be  there  than  any- 


where else  ?  These  were  perplexities  and  con- 
tradictions that  I  could  not  account  for.  At 
least,  if  I  could — but  I  shall  come  to  all  that  by 
and  by,  and  it  is  mere  idleness  to  go  on  about 
it  now. 

So,  when  Mrs.  Woodcourt  went  away,  I  was 
sorry  to  lose  her,  but  was  relieved  too.  And 
then  Caddy  Jellyby  came  down ;  and  Caddy 
brought  such  a  packet  of  domestic  news,  that  it 
gave  us  abundant  occupation. 

First,  Caddy  declared  (and  would  at  first  de- 
clare nothing  else)  that  I  was  the  best  adviser 
that  ever  was  known.  This,  my  pet  said,  was 
no  news  at  all ;  and  this,  I  said,  of  course,  was 
nonsense.  Then  Caddy  told  us  that  she  was. 
going  to  be  married  in  a  month ;  and  that  if  Ada 
and  I  would  be  her  bridesmaids,,  she  was  the 
happiest  girl  in  the  world.  To  be  sure,  this  was 
news  indeed ;  and  I  thought  we  never  should 
have  done  talking  about  it,  we  had  so  much  to 
say  to  Caddy,  and  Caddy  had  so  much  to  say 
to  us. 

It  seemed  that  Caddy's  unfortunate  papa  had 
got  over  his  bankruptcy — "  gone  through  the 
Gazette,"  was  the  expression  Caddy  used,  as  if 
it  were  a  tunnel, — with  the  general  clemency 
and  commiseration  of  his  creditors ;  and  had 
got  rid  of  his  affairs  in  some  blessed  manner, 
without  succeeding  in  understanding  them  ;  and 
had  given  up  everything  he  possessed  (which 
was  not  worth  much  I  should  think,  to  judge 
from  the  state  of  the  furniture),  and  had  satisfied 
every  one  concerned  that  he  could  do  no  more, 
poor  man.  So,  he  had  been  honourably  dis- 
missed to  "  the  office,"  to  begin  the  world  again. 
What  he  did  at  the  office,  I  never  knew :  Caddy 
said  he  was  a  "  Custom-House  and  General 
Agent,"  and  the  only  thing  I  ever  understood 
about  that  business  was,  that  when  he  wanted 
money  more  than  usual  he  went  to  the  Docks 
to  look  for  it,  and  hardly  ever  found  it. 

As  soon  as  her  papa  had  tranquillised  his  mind 
by  becoming  this  shorn  lamb,  and  they  had  re- 
moved to  a  furnished  lodging  in  Hatton  Garden 
(where  I  found  the  children,  when  I  afterwards 
went  there,  cutting  the  horsehair  out  of  the  seats 
of  the  chairs,  and  choking  themselves  with  it), 
Caddy  liad  brought  about  a  meeting  between 
him  and  old  Mr.  Turveydrop  ;  and  poor  Mr. 
Jellyby,  being  very  humble  and  meek,  had  de- 
ferred to  Mr.  Turveydrop's  Deportment  so  sub- 
missively, that  they  had  become  excellent  friends. 
By  degrees,  old  Mr.  Turveydrop,  thus  familiar- 
ised with  the  idea  of  his  son's  marriage,  had 
worked  up  his  parental  feeUngs  to  the  height  of 
contemplating  that  event  as  being  near  at  hand  ; 
and  had  given  his  gracious  consent  to  the  young 


couple  commencing  housekeeping  at  the  Aca- 
demy in  Newman  Street,  when  they  would. 

"  And  your  papa,  Caddy.    What  did  he  say?" 

"  O  !  poor  Pa,"  said  Caddy,  "  only  cried,  and 
said  he  hoped  we  might  get  on  better  than  he 
and  Ma  had  got  on.  He  didn't  say  so  before 
Prince ;  he  only  said  so  to  me.  And  he  said, 
'  My  poor  girl,  you  have  not  been  very  well 
taught  how  to  make  a  home  for  your  husband  ; 
but  unless  you  mean  with  all  your  heart  to  strive 
lo  do  it,  you  had  better  murder  him  than  marry 
him — if  you  really  love  him.'  " 

"  And  how  did  you  reassure  him,  Caddy  ?  " 

"  Why,  it  was  very  distressing,  you  know,  to 
see  poor  Pa  so  low,  and  hear  him  say  such  ter- 
rible things,  and  I  couldn't  help  crying  myself. 
Put  I  told  him  that  I  did  mean  it  with  all  my 
heart ;  and  that  I  hoped  our  house  would  be  a 
place  for  him  to  come  and  find  some  comfort  in, 
of  an  evening ;  and  that  I  hoped  and  thought  I 
could  be  a  better  daughter  to  him  there,  than  at 
home.  Then  I  mentioned  Peepy's  coming  to 
stay  with  me  ;  and  then  Pa  began  to  cry  again, 
and  said  the  children  were  Indians." 

"Indians,  Caddy?" 

"  Yes,"  said  Caddy,  "  Wild  Indians.  And  Pa 
said," — (here  she  began  to  sob,  poor  girl,  not  at 
all  like  the  happiest  girl  in.  the  world) — "  that 
he  was  sensible  the  best  thing  that  could  happen 
to  them  was,  their  being  all  Tomahawked  to- 
gether." 

Ada  suggested  that  it  was  comfortable  to 
know  that  Mr.  Jellyby  did  not  mean  these  de- 
structive sentiments. 

"  No,  of  course  I  know  Pa  wouldn't  like  his 
family  to  be  weltering  in  their  blood,"  said 
Caddy  ;  "  but  he  means  that  they  are  very  un- 
fortunate in  being  Ma's  children,  and  that  he  is 
very  unfortunate  in  being  Ma's  husband ;  and  I 
am  sure  that's  true,  though  it  seems  unnatural  to 
say  so." 

I  asked  Caddy  if  Mrs.  Jellyby  knew  that  her 
wedding-day  was  fixed. 

"  O  !  you  know  what  Ma  is,  Esther,"  she  re- 
turned. "  It's  impossible  to  say  whether  she 
knows  it  or  not.  She  has  been  told  it  often 
enough  ;  and  when  she  is  told  it,  she  only  gives 
nie  a  placid  look,  as  if  I  was  I  don't  know  what 
— a  steeple  in  the  distance,"  said  Caddy,  with  a 
sudden  idea  ;  "  and  then  she  shakes  her  head, 
and  says  '  O  Caddy,  Caddy,  what  a  tease  you 
are  ! '  and  goes  on  with  the  Borrioboola  letters." 

"And  about  your  wardrobe,  Caddy?"  said  I. 
For  she  was  under  no  restraint  with  us. 

"  Well,  my  dear  Esther,"  she  returned,  drying 
her  eyes,  "  I  must  do  the  best  I  can,  and  trust 
to  my  dear  Prince  never  to  have  an  unkind  re- 


membrance of  my  coming  so  shabbily  to  him. 
If  the  question  concerned  an  outfit  for  Borrio- 
boola, Ma  would  know  all  about  it,  and  would 
be  quite  excited.  Being  what  it  is,  she  neither 
knows  nor  cares." 

Caddy  was  not  at  all  deficient  in  natural 
affection  for  her  mother,  but  mentioned  this  with 
tears,  as  an  undeniable  fact :  which  I  am  afraid 
it  was.  Wo.  were  so  sorry  for  the  poor  dear 
girl,  and  found  so  much  to  admire  in  the  good 
disposition  which  had  survived  under  such  dis- 
couragement, that  we  both  at  once  (I  mean  Ada 
and  I)  proposed  a  httle  schenie,  that  made  her 
perfectly  joyful.  This  was,  her  staying  with  us 
for  three  weeks ;  my  staying  with  her  for  one ; 
and  our  all  three  contriving,  and  cutting  out, 
and  repairing,  and  sewing,  and  saving,  and  doing 
the  very  best  we  could  think  of,  to  make  the 
most  of  her  stock.  My  Guardian  being  as 
pleased  with  the  idea  as  Caddy  was,  w^e  took  her 
home  next  day  to  arrange  the  matter ;  and 
brought  her  out  again  in  triumph,  with  her 
boxes,  and  all  the  purchases  that  could  be 
squeezed  out  of  a  ten-pound  note,  which  Mr. 
Jellyby  had  found  in  the  Docks,  I  suppose,  but 
which  he  at  all  events  gave  her.  \Miat  my 
Guardian  w^ould  not  have  given  her,  if  we  had 
encouraged  him,  it  would  be  difficult  to  say  ;  but 
we  thought  it  right  to  compound  for  no  more 
than  her  w-edding-dress  and  bonnet.  He  agreed 
to  this  compromise;  and  if  Caddy  had  ever 
been  happy  in  her  life,  she  was  happy  when  we 
sat  down  to  work. 

She  was  clumsy  enough  with  her  needle,  poor 
girl,  and  pricked  her  fingers  as  much  as  she  had 
been  used  to  ink  them.  She  could  not  help 
reddening  a  little,  now  and  then  ;  partly  with 
the  smart,  and  partly  with  vexation  at  being  able 
to  do  no  better :  but  she  soon  got  over  that, 
and  began  to  improve  rapidly.  So,  day  after 
day,  she,  and  my  darling,  and  my  Httle  maid 
Charley,  and  a  milliner  out  of  the  town,  and  I, 
sat  hard  at  work,  as  pleasantly  as  possible. 

Over  and  above  this,  Caddy  was  very  anxious 
"to  learn  housekeeping,"  as  she  said.  Now, 
Mercy  upon  us  !  the  idea  of  her  learning  house- 
keeping of  a  person  of  my  vast  experience  was 
such  a  joke,  that  I  laughed,  and  coloured  up, 
and  fell  into  a  comical  confusion  when  she  pro- 
posed it.  However,  I  said,  "  Caddy,  I  am  sure 
you  are  very  welcome  to  learn  anything  that  you 
can  learn  of  mc,  my  dear;"  and  I  showed  her 
all  ray  books  and  methods,  and  all  my  fidgety 
ways.  You  would  have  supposed  that  I  was 
showing  her  some  wonderful  inventions,  by  her 
study  of  them  ;  and  if  you  had  seen  her,  when- 
ever I  jinglod  my  housekeeping  keys,  get  up  and 
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attend  me,  certainly  you  might  have  thought 
that  there  never  was  a  greater  impostor  than  I, 
with  a  bhnder  follower  than  Caddy  Jellyby. 

So,  what  with  working  and  housekeeping,  and 
lessons  to  Charley,  and  backgammon  in  the 
evening  with  my  Guardian,  and  duets  with  Ada, 
the  three  weeks  slipped  fast  away.  Tlien  I 
went  home  with  Caddy,  to  see  what  could  be 
done  there ;  and  Ada  and  Charley  remained 
behind,  to  take  care  of  my  Guardian. 

When  I  say  I  went  home  with  Caddy,  I  mean 
to  the  furnished  lodging  in  Hatton  Garden.  We 
went  to  Newman  Street  two  or  three  times,  where 
preparations  were  in  progress  too  ;  a  good  many, 
I  observed,  for  enhancing  the  comforts  of  old 
Mr.  Turveydrop,  and  a  few  for  putting  the  newly 
married  couple  away  cheaply  at  the  top  of  the 
house  ;  but  our  great  i)oint  was  to  make  the 
furnished  lodging  decent  for  the  wedding  break- 
fast, and  to  imbue  Mrs.  Jellyby  beforehand  with 
some  faint  sense  of  the  occasion. 

The  latter  was  the  more  difficult  thing  of  the 
two,  because  Mrs.  Jellyby  and  an  unwholesome 
boy  occupied  the  front  sitting-room  (the  back 
one  was  a  mere  closet),  and  it  was  littered  down 
with  waste  paper  and  Borrioboolan  documents, 
as  an  untidy  stable  might  be  littered  with  straw. 
Mrs.  Jellyby  sat  there  all  day  drinking  strong 
coffee,  dictating,  and  holding  Borrioboolan  inter- 
views by  appointment.  The  unwholesome  boy, 
who  seemed  to  me  to  be  going  into  a  decline, 
took  his  meals  out  of  the  house.  When  Mr. 
Jellyby  came  home,  he  usually  groaned  and 
went  down  into  the  kitchen.  There  he  got 
something  to  eat,  if  the  servant  would  give  him 
anything  ;  and  then,  feeling  that  he  was  in  the 
way,  went  out  and  walked  about  Hatton  Garden 
in  the  wet.  The  poor  children  scrambled  up 
and  tumbled  down  the  house,  as  they  had  always 
been  accustomed  to  do. 

The  production  of  these  devoted  little  sacri- 
fices, in  any  presentable  condition,  being  quite 
out  of  the  question  at  a  week's  notice,  I  pro- 
posed to  Caddy  that  we  should  make  them  as 
happy  as  we  could,  on  her  marriage  morning,  in 
the  attic  where  they  all  slept ;  and  should  con- 
fine our  greatest  efforts  to  her  mamma  and  her 
mamma's  room,  and  a  clean  breakfast.  In  truth, 
Mrs.  Jellyby  required  a  good  deal  of  attention, 
the  lattice-work  up  her  back  having  widened  con- 
siderably since  I  first  knew  her,  and  her  hair 
looking  like  the  mane  of  a  dustman's  horse. 

Thinking  that  the  display  of  Caddy's  ward- 
robe would  be  the  best  means  of  approaching 
the  subject,  I  invited  Mrs.  Jellyby  to  come  and 
look  at  it  spread  out  on  Caddy's  bed,  in  the 
evening,  after  the  unwholesome  boy  was  gone. 


"  My  dear  Miss  Summerson,"  said  she,  rising: 
from  her  desk,  with  her  usual  sweetness  of 
temper,  "  these  are  really  ridiculous  preparations, 
though  your  assisting  them  is  a  proof  of  your 
kindness.  There  is  something  so  inexpressibly 
absurd  to  me,  in  the  idea  of  Caddy  being 
married  !     O  Caddy,  you  silly,  silly,  silly  puss  !" 

She  came  up-stairs  with  us  notwithstanding, 
and  looked  at  the  clothes  in  her  customary  far- 
off  manner.  They  suggested  one  distinct  idea 
to  her ;  for  she  said,  with  her  placid  smile,  and 
shaking  her  head,  "  My  good  Miss  Summerson, 
at  hall  the  cost,  this  weak  child  might  have  been 
equipped  for  Africa  !  " 

On  our  going  down-stairs  again,  Mrs.  Jellyby 
asked  me  whether  this  troublesome  business  was 
really  to  take  place  next  Wednesday  ?  And  on 
my  replying  yes,  she  said,  "  Will  my  room  be 
required,  my  dear  Miss  Summerson  ?  For  it's 
quite  impossible  that  I  can  put  my  papers 
away." 

I  took  the  liberty  of  saying  that  the  room 
would  certainly  be  wanted,  and  that  I  thought 
we  must  put  the  papers  away  somewhere. 
"Well,  my  dear  Miss  Summerson,"  said  Mrs. 
Jellyby,  "  you  know  best,  I  dare  say.  But  by 
obliging  me  to  employ  a  boy,  Caddy  has  em- 
barrassed me  to  that  extent,  overwhelmed  as  I 
am  with  public  business,  that  I  don't  knoAv  which 
way  to  turn.  We  have  a  Ramification  meeting, 
too,  on  Wednesday  afternoon,  and  the  incon- 
venience is  very  serious." 

"  It  is  not  likely  to  occur  again,"  said  I,  smil- 
ing. "  Caddy  will  be  married  but  once,  pro- 
bably." 

"  That's  true,"  Mrs.  Jellyby  replied,  "  that's 
true,  my  dear.  I  suppose  we  must  make  the 
best  of  it !  " 

The  next  question  was,  how  Mrs.  Jellyby 
should  be  dressed  on  the  occasion.  I  thought 
it  very  curious  to  see  her  looking  on  serenely 
from  her  Avriting-table,  while  Caddy  and  I  dis- 
cussed it ;  occasionally  shaking  her  head  at  us 
with  a  half-reproachful  smile,  like  a  superior 
spirit  who  could  just  bear  with  our  trifling. 

The  state  in  which  her  dresses  were,  and  the 
extraordinary  confusion  in  which  she  kept  them, 
added  not  a  little  to  our  difficulty ;  but  at  length 
we  devised  something  not  very  unlike  what 
a  common-place  mother  might  wear  on  such  an 
occasion.  The  abstracted  manner  in  which 
Mrs.  Jellyby  would  deliver  herself  up  to  having 
this  attire  tried  on  by  the  dress-maker,  and  the 
sweetness  with  which  she  would  then  observe  to 
me  how  sorry  she  was  that  I  had  not  turned  my 
thoughts  to  Africa,  were  consistent  with  the  rest 
of  her  behaviour. 
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The  lodging  was  rather  confined  as  to  space, 
but  I  fancied  that  if  Mrs.  Jellyby's  household 
had  been  the  only  lodgers  in  Saint  Paul's  or 
Saint  Peter's,  the  sole  advantage  they  would 
have  found  in  the  size  of  the  building  would 
have  been  its  affording  a  great  deal  of  room  to 
be  dirty  in.  I  believe  that  nothing  belonging  to 
the  family,  which  it  had  been  possible  to  break, 
was  unbroken  at  the  time  of  those  preparations 
for  Caddy's  marriage  ;  that  nothing  which  it  had 
been  possible  to  spoil  in  any  way,  was  unspoilt ; 
and  that  no  domestic  object  which  was  capable 
of  collecting  dirt,  from  a  dear  child's  knee  to  the 
door-plate,  was  without  as  much  dirt  as  could 
well  accumulate  upon  it. 

Poor  Mr.  Jellyby,  who  very  seldom  spoke, 
and  almost  always  sat  when  he  was  at  home 
with  his  head  against  the  wall,  became  interested 
when  he  saw  that  Caddy  and  I  were  attempting 
to '  establish  some  order  among  all  this  waste 
and  ruin,  and  took  off  his  coat  to  help.  But  such 
wonderful  things  came  tumbling  out  of  the 
closets  when  they  were  opened — bits  of  mouldy 
pie,  sour  bottles,  Mrs.  Jellyby's  caps,  letters,  tea, 
forks,  odd  boots  and  shoes  of  children,  fire- 
wood, wafers,  saucepan-lids,  damp  sugar  in  odds 
and  ends  of  paper  bags,  footstools,  black-lead 
brushes,  bread,  Mrs.  Jellyby's  bonnets,  books 
with  butter  sticking  to  the  binding,  guttered 
candle-ends  put  out  by  being  turned  upside 
down  in  broken  candlesticks,  nutshells,  heads 
and  tails  of  shrimps,  dinner-mats,  gloves,  coffee- 
grounds,  umbrellas — that  he  looked  frightened, 
and  left  off  again.  But  he  came  in  regularly 
every  evening,  and  sat  without  his  coat,  with  his 
head  against  the  wall ;  as  though  he  would  have 
helped  us,  if  he  had  known  how. 

"  Poor  Pa !  "  saitl  Caddy  to  me,  on  the  night 
before  the  great  day,  when  we  really  had  got 
things  a  little  to  rights.  "  It  seems  unkind  to 
leave  him,  Esther,  but  what  could  I  do  if  I 
stayed  !  Since  I  first  knew  you,  I  have  tidied 
and  tidied  over  and  over  again ;  but  it's  useless. 
Ma  and  Africa,  together,  upset  the  whole  house 
directly.  We  never  have  a  servant  who  don't 
drink.     Ma's  ruinous  to  everything." 

Mr.  Jellyby  could  not  hear  what  she  said,  but 
he  seemed  very  low  indeed,  and  shed  tears,  I 
thought. 

"  My  heart  aches  for  him ;  that  it  does  !  " 
sobbed  Caddy.  "  I  can't  help  thinking,  to-night, 
Esther,  how  dearly  I  hope  to  be  happy  with 
Prince,  and  how  dearly  Pa  hoped,  I  dare  say, 
to  be  happy  with  Ma.  \\'hat  a  disappointed 
life !  " 

"  My  dear  Caddy !  "  said  Mr.  Jellyby,  looking 
slowly  round  from  the  wall.     It  was  the  first 


time,  I  think,  I  ever  heard  him  say  three  words 
together. 

"  Yes,  Pa,"  cried  Caddy,  going  to  him  and 
embracing  him  affectionately. 

"  My  dear  Caddy,"  said  Mr.  Jellyby.  "Never 
have " 

"Not  Prince,  Pa?"  faltered  Caddy.  "Not 
have  Prince  ?  " 

"  Yes,  my  dear,"  said  Mr.  Jellyby.  "  Have 
him,  certainly.     But,  never  have " 

I  mentioned,  in  my  account  of  our  first  visit 
in  Thavies'  Inn,  that  Richard  described  Mr. 
Jellyby  as  frequently  opening  his  mouth  after 
dinner  without  saying  anything.  It  was  a  habit 
of  his.  He  opened  his  mouth  now,  a  great  many 
times,  and  shook  his  head  in  a  melancholy 
manner. 

"  What  do  you  wish  me  not  to  have  ?  Don't 
have  what,  dear  Pa?"  asked  Caddy,  coaxing 
him,  with  her  arms  round  his  neck. 

"  Never  have  a  mission,  my  dear  child." 

Mr.  Jellyby  groaned,  and  laid  his  head  against 
the  wall  again ;  and  this  was  the  only  time  I 
ever  heard  him  make  any  approach  to  expressing 
his  sentiments  on  the  Borrioboolan  question.  I 
suppose  he  had  been  more  talkative  and  lively, 
once ;  but  he  seemed  to  have  been  completely 
exhausted  long  before  I  knew  him. 

I  thought  Mrs.  Jellyby  never  would  have  left 
off  serenely  looking  over  her  papers,  and  drink- 
ing coffee,  that  night.  It  was  twelve  o'clock 
before  we  could  obtain  possession  of  the  room ; 
and  the  clearance  it  required  then  was  so  dis- 
couraging, that  Caddy,  who  was  almost  tired  out, 
sat  down  in  the  middle  of  the  dust  and  cried. 
But  she  soon  cheered  up,  and  we  did  wonders 
with  it  before  we  went  to  bed. 

In  the  morning  it  looked,  by  the  aid  of  a  few 
flowers  and  a  quantity  of  soap  and  water,  and  a 
little  arrangement,  quite  gay.  The  plain  break- 
fast made  a  cheerful  show,  and  Caddy  was  per- 
fectly channing.  But  when  my  darling  came,  I 
thought — and  I  think  now — that  I  never  had 
seen  such  a  dear  face  as  my  beautiful  pet's. 

We  made  a  httle  feast  for  the  children  up- 
stairs, and  we  put  Pecpy  at  the  head  of  the 
table,  and  we  showed  them  Caddy  in  her  bridal 
dress,  and  they  clapped  their  hands  and  hurrahed, 
and  Caddy  cried  to  think  that  she  was  going 
away  from  them,  and  hugged  them  over  and 
over  again,  until  we  brought  Prince  \\\>  to  fetch 
her  away — when,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  Peepy  bit 
him.  Then,  tliere  was  old  Mr.  Turveydrop 
down-stairs,  in  a  state  of  Deportment  not  to  be 
expressed,  benignly  blessing  Caddy,  and  giving 
my  Guardian  to  understand,  that  his  son's  hap- 
piness was  his  own  parental  work,  and  that  he 
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sacrificed  personal  considerations  to  ensure  it. 
"  My  dear  sir,"  said  Mr.  Turveydrop,  "  these 
young  people  will  live  v/ith  nic ;  my  house  is 
laro^e  enough  lor  their  accommodation,  and  they 
shall  not  want  the  shelter  of  my  roof.  I  could 
have  wished,  you  will  understand  the  allusion, 
Mr.  Jarndyce,  for  you  remember  my  illustrious 
patron  the  Prince  Regent — I  could  have  wished 
that  my  son  had  married  into  a  fomily  where 
there  was  more  Deportment :  but  the  will  of 
Heaven  be  done !" 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pardiggle  were  of  the  party — 
Mr.  Pardiggle,  an  obstinate-looking  man  with  a 
large  waistcoat  and  stubbly  hair,  who  was  always 
talking  in  a  loud  bass  voice  about  his  mite,  or 
Mrs.  Pardiggle's  mite,  or  their  five  boys'  mites. 
Mr.  Quale,  with  his  hair  brushed  back  as  usual, 
and  his  knobs  of  temples  shining  very  much, 
was  also  there ;  not  in  the  character  of  a  dis- 
appointed lover,  but  as  the  Accepted  of  a  young 
— at  least,  an  unmarried — lady,  a  Miss  Wisk, 
v/ho  was  also  there.  Miss  Wisk's  mission,  my 
Guardian  said,  was  to  show  the  world  that 
woman's  mission  was  man's  mission ;  and  that 
the  only  genuine  mission,  of  both  man  and 
woman,  was  to  be  always  moving  declaratory 
resolutions  about  things  in  general  at  public 
meetings.  The  guests  were  few ;  but  were,  as 
one  might  e.xpect  at  Mrs.  Jellyby's,  all  devoted 
to  public  objects  only.  Besides  those  I  have 
mentioned,  there  was  an  extremely  dirty  lady, 
with  her  bonnet  all  awry,  and  the  ticketed  price 
of  her  dress  still  sticking  on  it,  whose  neglected 
home,  Caddy  told  me,  was  like  a  filthy  wilder- 
ness, but  whose  church  was  like  a  fancy  fair.  A 
very  contentious  gentleman,  who  said  it  was  his 
mission  to  be  everybody's  brother,  but  who 
appeared  to  be  on  terms  of  coolness  with  the 
whole  of  his  large  family,  completed  the  party. 

A  party  having  less  in  common  with  such  an 
occasion,  could  hardly  have  been  got  together 
by  any  ingenuity.  Such  a  mean  mission  as  the 
domestic  mission,  was  the  very  last  thing  to  be 
endured  among  them ;  indeed,  Miss  Wisk  in- 
formed us,  with  great  indignation,  before  we  sat 
down  to  breakfast,  that  the  idea  of  woman's 
mission  lying  chiefly  in  the  narrow  sphere  of 
Home  was  an  outrageous  slander  on  the  part  of 
lier  Tyrant,  Man.  One  other  singularity  was, 
that  nobody  with  a  mission — except  Mr.  Quale, 
v/hose  mission,  as  I  think  I  have  formerly  said, 
was  to  be  in  ecstasies  with  everybody's  mission 
--cared  at  all  for  anybody's  mission.  Mrs.  Par- 
diggle being  as  clear  that  the  only  one  infallible 
course  was  her  course  of  pouncing  upon  the 
])Oor,  and  applying  benevolence  to  them  like  a 
strait  waistcoat;  as  Miss  Wisk  was  that  the  only 


practical  thing  ,  for  the  world  was  the  emanci- 
])ation  of  Woman  from  the  thraldom  of  her 
'lyrant,  T^Ian.  Mrs.  Jellyby,  all  the  while,  sat 
smiling  at  the  limited  vision  that  could  see  any- 
thing but  Borrioboola-Gha. 

But  I  am  anticipating  now  tlie  purport  of  our 
conversation  on  the  ride  home,  instead  of  first 
marrying  Caddy.  We  all  went  to  church,  and 
Mr.  Jellyby  gave  her  away.  Of  the  air  with 
which  old  Mr.  Turveydroj),  with  his  hat  under  his 
left  arm,  (the  inside  presented  at  the  clergyman 
like  a  cannon,)  and  his  eyes  creasing  themselves 
up  into  his  wig,  stood,  stiff  and  high-shouldered, 
behind  us  bridesmaids  during  the  ceremony, 
and  afterwards  saluted  us,  I  could  never  say 
enough  to  do  it  justice.  Miss  Wisk,  whom  I 
cannot  report  as  prepossessing  in  appearance, 
and  whose  manner  w^as  grim,  listened  to  the 
proceedings,  as  part  of  Woman's  wrongs,  with  a 
disdainful  face.  Mrs.  Jellyby,  with  her  calm 
smile  and  her  bright  eyes,  looked  the  least  con- 
cerned of  all  the  company. 

We  duly  came  back  to  breakfast,  and  Mrs. 
Jellyby  sat  at  the  head  of  the  table,  and  Mr. 
Jellyby  at  the  foot.  Caddy  had  previously 
stolen  up-stairs,  to  hug  the  children  again,  and 
tell  them  that  her  name  was  Turveydrop.  But 
this  piece  of  information,  instead  of  being  an 
agreeable  surprise  to  Peepy,  threw  him  on  his 
back  in  such  transports  of  kicking  grief,  that  I 
could  do  nothing,  on  being  sent  for,  but  accede 
to  the  proposal  that  he  should  be  admitted  to 
the  breakfast  table.  So  he  came  down,  and 
sat  in  my  lap ;  and  Mrs.  Jellyby,  after  saying, 
in  reference  to  the  state  of  his  pinafore,  "  O  you 
naughty  Peepy,  what  a  shocking  little  pig  }-ou 
are!"  was  not  at  all  discomposed.  He  was 
very  good,  except  that  he  brought  down  Noah 
with  him  (out  of  an  ark  I  had  given  him  before 
we  went  to  church),  and  would  dip  him  head 
first  into  the  wine-glasses,  and  then  put  him  in 
his  mouth. 

My  Guardian,  with  his  sweet  temper  and  his 
quick  perception  and  his  amiable  face,  made 
something  agreeable  even  out  of  the  ungenial 
company.  None  of  them  seemed  able  to  talk 
about  anything  but  his  or  her  own  one  subject, 
and  none  of  them  seemed  able  to  talk  about 
even  that,  as  part  of  a  world  in  which  there  was 
anything  else ;  but  my  Guardian  turned  it  all  to 
the  merry  encouragement  of  Caddy,  and  the 
honour  of  the  occasion,  and  brought  us  through 
the  breakfast  nobly.  What  we  should  have  done 
without  him,  I  am  afraid  to  think ;  for,  all  the 
company  despising  the  bride  and  bridegroom, 
and  old  Mr.  Turveydroj) — and  old  Mr.  Turvey- 
drop, in  virtue  of  his  Deportment,  considering 
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liimself  vastly  superior  to  all  the  company — it 
was  a  very  unpromising  case. 

At  last  the  time  came  when  poor  Caddy  was 
to  go,  and  when  all  her  property  was  packed  on 
the  hired  coach  and  pair  that  was  to  take  her 
and  her  husband  to  Gravesend.  It  aftected  us 
to  see  Caddy  clinging,  then,  to  her  deplorable 
home,  and  hanging  on  her  mother's  neck  with 
the  greatest  tenderness. 

"■  I  am  very  sorry  I   couldn't  go  on  writing 


from  dictation,  Ma,"  sobbed  Caddy.     "  I  hope 
you  forgive  me,  now?'' 

"O  Caddy,  Caddy!"  said  Mrs.  Jellyby,  "I 
have  told  you  over  and  over  again  that  I  have 
engaged  a  boy,  and  there's  an  end  of  it." 

You  are  sure  you  are  not  the  least  angry 
with  mc,  Ma  ?  Say  jou  are  sure  before  I  go 
away,  Ma  ?" 

«  A  ^^"^  ^°°^'^'^  Caddy,"  returned  Mrs.  Jellyby, 
"do   I   look    angry,  or   have    I  inclination  to 
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ANIMAL  THAT   HAD   UEEN   FOUND    IN  A   DITCH." 


be   angry,    or   time    to   be   angry?     How   can 
you?" 

"  Take  a  little  care  of  Pa  while  I  am  gone, 
mamma  !" 

Mrs.  Jellyby  positively  laughed  at  the  fancy. 
"You  romantic  child,"  said  she,  lightly  patting 
Caddy's  back.  ''Go  along.  I  am  excellent 
friends  with  you.  No^\-,  good-bye,  Caddy,  and 
be  very  happy  ! " 

_  Then  Caddy  hung  upon  her  father,  and  nursed 
his  cheek  against  hers  as  if  he  were  some  poor 
<iull  child  in  pain.     All  this  took  place  in  the 
Bleak  House,  15. 


SOME   WOUNDED 


hall.  Her  father  released  her,  took  out  his 
pocket-handkerchief,  and  sat  down  on  the  stairs 
with  his  head  against  the  wall.  I  hope  he  found 
some  consolation  in  walls.  I  almost  think  he 
did. 

And  then  Prince  took  her  arm  in  his,  and 
turned  with  great  emotion  and  respect  to  his 
father,  whose  Deportment  at  that  moment  was 
overwhelming. 

"Thank  you  over  and  over  again,  father!" 
said  Prince,  kissing  his  hand.  "  I  am  very 
grateful  for  all  youi  kindness  and  consideration 
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regarding  our  marriage,  and  so,   I  can   assure 
you,  is  Caddy." 

"  Very,"  sobbed  Caddy.     "  Ve-ry  !" 

"  My  dear  son,"  said  Mr.  Turveydrop,  "  and 
dear  daughter,  I  have  done  my  duty.  If  the 
spirit  of  a  sainted  Wooman  hovers  above  us, 
and  looks  down  on  the  occasion,  that,  and  your 
constant  affection,  will  be  my  recompense.  You 
will  not  fail  in  your  duty,  my  son  and  daughter, 
I  believe?" 

"  Dear  father,  never  !"  cried  Prince. 

"  Never,  never,  dear  Mr.  Turveydrop ! "  said 
Caddy. 

"This,"  returned  Mr.  Turveydrop,  "is  as  it 
should  be.  My  children,  my  home  is  yours,  my 
heart  is  yours,  my  all  is  yours.  I  will  never 
leave  you ;  nothing  but  Death  shall  part  us. 
My  dear  son,  you  contemplate  an  absence  of  a 
week,  I  think?" 

"  A  week,  dear  father.  AVe  shall  return  home 
this  day  week." 

"  My  dear  child,"  said  Mr.  Turveydrop,  "  let 
me,  even  under  the  present  exceptional  circum- 
stances, recommend  strict  punctuality.  It  is 
highly  important  to  keep  the  connection  to- 
geriier ;  and  schools,  if  at  all  neglected,  are  apt 
to  take  offence." 

"  This  day  week,  father,  we  shall  be  sure  to 
be  home  to  dinner," 

"  Opod  ! "  said  Mr.  Turveydrop.  "  You  will 
find  fires,  my  dear  Caroline,  in  your  oami  room, 
and  dinner  prepared  in  my  apartment.  Yes, 
yes,  Prince  ! "  anticipating  some  self-denying 
objection  on  his  son's  part  with  a  great  air. 
"  You  and  our  Caroline  will  be  strange  in  the 
upper  part  of  the  premises,  and  will,  therefore, 
dine  that  day  in  my  apartment.  Now,  bless 
ye  ! " 

They  drove  away  ;  and  whether  I  wondered 
most  at  Mrs.  Jellyby,  or  at  Mr.  Turveydrop,  I 
did  not  know.  Ada  and  my  Guardian  were  in 
the  same  condition  when  we  came  to  talk  it  over. 
But  before  we  drove  away,  too,  I  received  a 
most  unexpected  and  eloquent  compliment  from 
Mr,  Jellyby,  He  came  up  to  me  in  the  hall, 
took  both  my  hands,  pressed  them  earnestly, 
and  opened  his  mouth  twice,  I  was  so  sure  of 
his  meaning,  that  I  said,  quite  flurried,  "You  are 
very  welcome,  sir.     Pray  don't  mention  it  ! " 

"  I  hope  this  marriage  is  for  the  best.  Guar- 
dian?" said  I,  when  we  three  were  on  our  road 
home. 

"  I  hope  it  is,  little  woman.  Patience,  We 
shall  see," 

"  Is  the  wind  in  the  East  to-day  ?  "  I  ventured 
to  ask  him. 

He  laughed  heartily,  and  answered  "  No." 


"  But  it  must  have  been  this  morning,  I  think," 
said  I. 

He  answered  "  No,"  again  ;  and  this  time  my 
dear  girl  confidently  answered  "  No,"  too,  and 
shook  die  lovely  head,  which,  with  its  blooming 
flowers  against  the  golden  hair,  was  like  the  very 
Spring.  "  Much  you  know  of  East  winds,  my 
ugly  darling,"  said  I,  kissing  her  in  my  admi- 
ration— I  couldn't  help  it. 

Well !  It  was  only  their  love  for  me,  I  know 
very  well,  and  it  is  a  long  time  ago.  I  must 
write  it,  even  if  I  rub  it  out  again,  because  it 
gives  me  so  much  pleasure.  They  said  there 
could  be  no  ICast  wind  where  Somebody  was  ; 
they  said  that  Avheiever  Dame  Durden  went, 
there  was  sunshine  and  summer  air. 


CHAPTER  XXXI. 

NURSE      AND      PATIENT. 

HAD  not  been  at  home  again  many 
days,  A\hen  one  evening  I  went  up- 
stairs into  my  own  room  to  take  a 
peep  over  Charley's  shoulder,  and 
see  how  she  was  getting  on  with  her 
copy-book.  Writing  \Aas  a  trying 
business  to  Charley,  who  seemed  to  have 
no  natural  power  over  a  pen,  but  in  whofee 
hand  every  pen  appeared  to  become  perversely 
animated,  and  to  go  wrong  and  crooked,  and  to 
stop,  and  splash,  and  sidle  into  corners,  like  a 
saddle-donkey.  It  was  very  odd,  to  see  what 
old  letters  Charley's  young  hand  made  ;  they, 
so  wrinkled,  and  shrivelled, and  tottering;  it,  so 
plump  and  round.  Yet  Charley  was  uncom- 
monly expert  at  other  things,  and  had  as  nimble 
little  fingers  as  I  ever  watched, 

"  Well,  Charley,"  said  I,  looking  over  a 
copy  of  the  letter  O  in  which  it  was  represented 
as  square,  triangular,  pear-shaped,  and  collapsed 
in  all  kinds  of  ways,  "we  are  improving.  If  v/e 
only  get  to  make  it  round,  we  shall  be  perfect, 
Charley." 

Then  I  made  one,  and  Charley  made  one, 
and  the  pen  wouldn't  join  Charley's  neatly,  but 
twisted  it  up  into  a  knot. 

"Never  mind,  Charky.  We  shall  do  it  in 
time." 

Charley  laid  down  her  pen,  the  copy  being 
finished  ;  opened  and  shut  her  crami)ed  little 
hand ;  looked  gravely  at  the  page,  hall  in  pride 
and  half  in  doubt ;  and  got  uji,  and  dropped 
me  a^  curtsey. 

"  Thank  you,  miss.     If  you  please,  miss,  did 
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you    know    a    poor    person    of    the   name    of 
Jenny?" 

••  A  brickmaker's  wife,  Charley  ?     Yes." 

"  She  came  and  spoke  to  me  when  I  was  out 
a  little  while  ago,  and  said  you  knew  her,  miss. 
She  asked  me  if  I  wasn't  the  young  lady's  little 
maid — meaning  you  for  the  young  lady,  miss — 
and  I  said  yes,  miss." 

"  I  thought  she  had  left  this  neighbourhood 
altogether,  Charley." 

"  So  she  had,  miss,  but  she's  come  back  again 
to  where  she  used  to  live — she  and  Liz.  Did 
you  know  another  poor  person  of  the  name  of 
Liz,  miss  ?" 

"  I  think  I  do,  Charley,  though  not  byname." 

"  That's  what  she  said  ! "  returned  Charley. 
"  They  have  both  come  back,  miss,  and  have 
been  tramping  high  and  low." 

"Tramping  high  and  low,  have  they,  Charley?" 

"  Yes,  miss."  If  Charley  could  only  have 
made  the  letters  in  her  copy  as  round  as  the 
eyes  with  which  she  looked  into  my  face,  they 
would  have  been  excellent.  "  And  this  poor 
person  came  about  the  house  three  or  four  days, 
hoping  to  get  a  glimpse  of  you,  miss — all  she 
wanted,  she  said — but  you  were  away.  That 
was  when  she  saw  me.  She  saw  me  a  going 
about,  miss,"  said  Charle)'',  with  a  short  laugh  of 
the  greatest  delight  and  pride,  "  and  she  thought 
I  looked  like  your  maid  ! " 

"  Did  she  though,  really,  Charley?" 

"  Yes,  miss  !  "  said  Charley,  "  really  and 
truly."  And  Charley,  Avith  another  short  laugh 
of  the  purest  glee,  made  her  eyes  very  round 
again,  and  looked  as  serious  as  became  my 
maid.  I  was  never  tired  of  seeing  Charley  in 
the  full  enjoyment  of  that  great  dignity,  stand- 
ing before  me  with  her  youthful  face  and  figure, 
and  her  steady  manner,  and  her  childish  exulta- 
tion breaking  through  it  now  and  then  in  the 
pleasantest  way. 

"  And  where  did  you  see  her,  Charley  ? " 
said  L 

My  little  maid's  countenance  fell,  as  she  re- 
plied, "  By  the  doctor's  shop,  miss."  For  Charley 
wore  her  black  frock  yet. 

I  asked  if  the  brickmaker's  wife  were  ill,  but 
Charley  said  No.  It  was  some  one  else.  Some 
one  in  her  cottage  who  had  tramped  down  to 
Saint  Alban's,  and  was  tramping  he  didn't  know 
where.  A  poor  boy,  Charley  said.  No  father, 
no  mother,  no  any  one.  "  Like  as  Tom  might 
have  been,  miss,  if  Emma  and  me  had  died 
after  father,"  said  Charley,  her  round  eyes  filling 
with  tears. 

"  And  she  was  getting  medicine  for  him, 
Charley?" 


"  She  said,  miss,"  returned  Charley,  "  how 
that  he  had  once  done  as  much  for  her." 

My  little  maid's  face  was  so  eager,  and  her 
quiet  hands  were  folded  so  closely  in  one 
another  as  she  stood  looking  at  me,  that  I  had 
no  great  difficulty  in  reading  her  thoughts. 
"  Well,  Charley,"  said  I,  "  it  appears  to  me  that 
you  and  I  can  do  no  better  than  go  round  to 
Jenny's,  and  see  what's  the  matter." 

The  alacrity  with  which  Charley  brought  my 
bonnet  and  veil,  and,  having  dressed  me,  quaintly 
pinned  herself  into  her  warm  shawl  and  made 
herself  look  like  a  little  old  woman,  sufficiently 
expressed  her  readiness.  So  Charley  and  I, 
without  saying  anything  to  any  one,  went  out. 

It  was  a  cold,  wild  night,  and  the  trees  shud- 
dered in  the  wind.  The  rain  had  been  thick 
and  heavy  all  day,  and  with  little  intermission 
for  many  days.  None  was  falling  just  then, 
however.  The  sky  had  partly  cleared,  but  was 
very  gloomy — even  above  us,  where  a  few  stars 
were  shining.  In  the  north  and  north-west, 
where  the  sun  had  set  three  hours  before,  there 
was  a  pale  dead  light  both  beautiful  and  awful  ; 
and  into  it  long  sullen  lines  of  cloud  waved  up, 
like  a  sea  stricken  immovable  as  it  was  heaving. 
Towards  London,  a  lurid  glare  overhung  the 
whole  dark  waste ;  and  the  contrast  between 
these  two  lights,  and  the  fancy  which  the  redder 
light  engendered  of  an  unearthly  fire,  gleaming 
on  all  the  unseen  buildings  of  the  city,  and  on 
all  the  faces  of  its  many  thousands  of  wonilering 
inhabitants,  was  as  solemn  as  might  bo. 

I  had  no  thought,  that  night — none,  I  am 
quite  sure — of  what  was  soon  to  happen  to  me. 
But  I  have  always  remembered  since,  that  when 
we  had  stopped  at  the  garden  gate  to  look  up 
at  the  sky,  and  when  we  went  upon  our  way,  I 
had  for  a  moment  an  undefinable  impression  of 
myself  as  being  something  different  from  what  I 
then  was.  I  know  it  was  then,  and  there,  that 
I  had  it.  I  have  ever  since  connected  the  feel- 
ing with  that  spot  and  time,  and  with  everything 
associated  with  that  spot  and  time,  to  the  distant 
voices  in  the  town,  the  barking  of  a  dog,  and  the 
sound  of  wheels  coming  down  the  miry  hill. 

It  was  Saturday  night ;  and  most  of  the  people 
belonging  to  the  place  where  we  were  going, 
were  drinking  elsewhere.  We  found  it  quieter 
than  I  had  previously  seen  it,  though  quite  as 
miserable.  The  kilns  were  burning,  and  a  stifling 
vapour  set  towards  us  with  a  pale  blue  glare. 

We  came  to  the  cottage,  where  there  was  a 
feeble  candle  in  the  patched  window.  We 
tapped  at  the  door  and  went  in.  The  mother 
of  the  little  child  who  had  died,  was  sitting  in  a 
chair  on  one  side  of  the  poor  fire  by  the  bed  ; 
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and  opposite  to  her,  a  wretched  boy,  supported 
by  the  chimney-piece,  was  cowering  on  the  floor. 
He  held  under  his  arm,  Hke  a  httle  bundle,  a 
fragment  of  a  fur  cap  ;  and  as  he  tried  to  warm 
himself,  he  shook  until  the  crazy  door  and  win- 
dow shook.  The  place  was  closer  than  before, 
and  liad  an  unhealthy,  and  a  very  peculiar  smell. 

I  had  not  lifted  my  veil  when  1  first  spoke  to 
the  woman,  which  was  at  the  moment  of  our 
going  in.  The  boy  staggered  up  instantly,  and 
stared  at  me  with  n  remarkable  expression  of 
surprise  and  terror. 

His  action  was  so  quick,  and  my  being  the 
cause  of  it  was  so  evident,  that  I  stood  still, 
instead  of  advancing  nearer. 

"  I  Avon't  go  no  more  to  the  berryin  ground," 
muttered  the  boy ;  "  I  ain't  a  going  there,  so  I 
tell  you !  " 

I  lifted  my  veil  and  spoke  to  the  woman. 
She  said  to  me  in  a  low  voice,  "  Don't  mind 
him,  ma'am.  He'll  soon  come  back  to  his 
head ;"  and  said  to  him,  "  Jo,  Jo,  what's  the 
matter?" 

''  I  know  wot  she's  come  for  !"  cried  the  boy. 

"  Who  ?  " 

"  The  lady  there.  She's  come  to  get  me  to 
go  along  with  her  to  the  berryin  ground.  I 
won't  go  to  the  berryin  ground.  I  don't  like 
the  name  of  it.  She  might  go  a  berryin  pie!" 
His  shivering  came  on  again,  and  as  he  leaned 
against  the  wall,  he  shook  the  hovel. 

''  He  has  been  talking  off  and  on  about  such 
like,  all  day,  ma'am,"  said  Jenny,  softly.  "Why, 
how  you  stare  !     This  is  my  lady,  Jo." 

"Is  it?"  returned  the  boy,  doubtfully,  and 
surveying  me  with  his  arm  held  out  above  his 
burning  eyes.  "She  looks  to  me  the  t'other 
one.  It  ain't  the  bonnet,  nor  yet  it  ain't  the 
gownd,  but  she  looks  to  me  the  t'other  one." 

My  little  Charley,  with  her  premature  experi- 
ence of  illness  and  trouble,  had  pulled  off  her 
bonnet  and  shawl,  and  now  went  quietly  up  to 
him  with  a  chair,  and  sat  him  down  in  it,  like 
an  old  sick  nurse.  Except  that  no  such  at- 
tendant could  have  shown  him  Charley's  youth- 
ful face,  which  seemed  to  engage  his  confidence. 

"  1  say  !"  said  the  boy.  "  You  tell  me.  Ain't 
the  lady  the  t'other  lady  ?  " 

Charley  shook  her  head,  as  she  methodically 
drew  his  rags  about  him  and  made  him  as  warm 
as  she  could. 

"  O  ! "  the  boy  muttered.  "  Then  I  'spose 
she  ain't." 

"  I  came  to  see  if  I  could  do  you  any  good," 
said  I.     "  What  is  the  matter  with  you  ?  " 

"  I'm  a  being  froze,"  returned  the  boy  hoarsely, 
with   his   haggard   gaze   wandering   about  me, 


"  and  then  burnt  up,  and  then  froze,  and  tlien 
burnt  up,  ever  so  many  times  in  a  hour.  And 
my  head's  all  sleepy,  and  all  a  going  mad-like  — 
and  I'm  so  dry^ — and  my  bones  isn't  half  so 
much  bones  as  pain." 

"  When  did  he  come  here  ? "  I  asked  the 
woman. 

"  This  morning,  ma'am,  I  found  him  at  the 
corner  of  the  town.  I  had  known  him  up  in 
London  yonder.     Hadn't  I,  Jo  ?  " 

"  Tom-all-Alone's,"  the  boy  replied. 

Whenever  he  fixed  his  attention  or  his  eyes, 
it  was  only  for  a  very  little  while.  He  soon 
began  to  droop  his  head  again,  and  roll  it 
heavily,  and  speak  as  if  he  were  half  awake. 

"  When  did  he  come  from  London  ?"  I  asked. 

"  I  come  from  London  yes'day,"  said  the  boy 
himself,  now  flushed  and  hot.  "  I'm  a  going 
somewheres," 

"  Where  is  he  going  ?  "  I  asked.' 

"  Somewheres,"  repeated  the  boy,  in  a  louder 
tone.  "  I  have  been  moved  on,  and  moved  on, 
more  nor  ever  I  was  afore,  since  the  t'other 
one  giv'  me  the  sov'ring.  Mrs.  Snagsby,  she's 
always  a  watching,  and  a  driving  of  me — what 
have  I  done  to  her  ? — and  they're  all  a  watching 
and  a  driving  of  me.  Every  one  of  'em's  doing 
of  it,  from  the  time  when  I  don't  get  up,  to  the 
time  when  I  don't  go  to  bed.  And  I'm  a  going 
somewheres.  That's  where  I'm  a  going.  She 
told  me,  down  in  Tom-all-Alone's,  as  she  come 
Irom  Stolbuns,  and  so  I  took  the  Stolbuns 
Road.     It's  as  good  as  another." 

He  always  concluded  by  addressing  Charley. 

"What  is  to  be  done  with  him?"  said  I, 
taking  the  woman  aside.  "He  could  not  travel 
in  this  state,  even  if  he  had  a  purpose,  and  knew 
where  he  was  going  !  " 

"  I  know  no  more,  ma'am,  than  the  dead," 
she  replied,  glancing  compassionately  at  him. 
"  Perhaps  the  dead  know  better  if  they  could 
only  tell  us.  I've  kept  him  here  all  day  for 
pity's  sake,  and  I've  given  him  broth  and  physic, 
and  Liz  has  gone  to  try  if  any  one  will  take  him 
in  (here's  my  pretty  in  the  bed — her  child,  but 
I  call  it  mine) ;  but  I  can't  keep  him  long,  for 
if  my  husband  was  to  come  home  and  find  him 
here,  he'd  be  rough  in  putting  him  out,  and 
might  do  him  a  hurt.  Hark  !  Here  comes  Liz 
back!" 

The  other  woman  came  hurriedly  in  as .  she 
spoke,  and  the  boy  got  up  with  a  half  obscured 
sense  that  he  was  expected  to  be  going.  When 
the  little  child  awoke,  and  when  and  how  Charley 
got  at  it,  took  it  out  of  bed,  and  began  to  walk 
about  hushing  it,  I  don't  know.  There  she  was, 
doing  all  this,  in  a  quiet  motherly  manner,  as  if 
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she  were  living  in  Mrs.  Blinder's  attic  with  Tom 
and  Emma  again. 

The  friend  had  been  here  and  there,  and  had 
been  played  about  from  hand  to  hand,  and 
had  come  back  as  she  went.  At  first  it  was  too 
early  for  the  boy  to  be  received  into  the  proper 
refuge,  and  at  last  it  was  too  late.  One  official 
sent  her  to  another,  and  the  other  sent  her  back 
again  to  the  first,  and  so  backward  and  forward ; 
until  it  appeared  to  me  as  if  both  must  have 
been  appointed  for  their  skill  in  evading  their 
duties,  instead  of  pertbrming  them.  And  now, 
after  all,  she  said,  breathing  quickly,  for  she  had 
been  running,  and  was  frightened  too,  "  Jenny, 
your  master's  on  the  road  home,  and  mine's  not 
far  behind,  and  the  Lord  help  the  boy,  for  we 
can  do  no  more  for  him  ! "  They  put  a  few 
halfpence  together,  and  hurried  them  into  his 
hand,  and  so,  in  an  oblivious,  half-thankful,  half- 
insensible  way,  he  shuffled  out  of  the  house. 

"  Give  me  the  child,  my  dear ! "  said  its 
mother  to  Charley,  "  and  thank  you  kindly  too  ! 
Jenn)-,  woman  dear,  good  night !  Young  lady, 
if  my  master  don't  fall  out  with  me,  I'll  look 
down  by  the  kiln  by-and-by,  where  the  boy  will 
be  most  like,  and  again  in  the  morning  !  "  She 
hurried  off;  and  presently  we  passed  her  hushing 
and  singing  to  her  child  at  her  own  door,  and 
looking  anxiously  along  the  road  for  her  drunken 
husband. 

I  was  afraid  of  staying  then  to  speak  to  either 
woman,  lest  I  should  bring  her  into  trouble. 
But  I  said  to  Charley  that  we  must  not  leave 
the  boy  to  die.  Charley,  who  knew  what  to  do 
much  better  than  I  did,  and  whose  quickness 
ecpalled  her  presence  of  mind,  glided  on  before 
me,  and  presently  we  came  up  widi  Jo,  just 
short  of  the  brick-kiln. 

I  think  he  must  have  begun  his  journey  with 
some  small  bundle  under  his  arm,  and  must 
have  had  it  stolen  or  lost  it.  For  he  still  carried 
his  wretched  fragment  of  fur  cap  like  a  bundle, 
though  he  went  bare-headed  through  the  rain, 
which  now  fell  fast.  He  stopped  when  we  called 
to  him,  and  again  showed  a  dread  of  me  when  I 
came  up ;  standing  with  his  lustrous  eyes  fixed 
upon  me,  and  even  arrested  in  his  shivering  fit. 

I  asked  him  to  come  with  us,  and  we  would 
take  care  that  he  had  some  shelter  for  the  night. 

"I  don't  want  no  shelter,"  he  said;  "I  can 
lay  amongst  the  warm  bricks." 

"  But  don't  you  know  that  people  die  there  ?" 
returned  Charley. 

"They  dies  everywheres,"  said  the  boy. 
"  They  dies  in  their  lodgings — she  knows  where ; 
I  showed  her — and  they  dies  down  in  Tom-all- 
Alone's  in  heaps.     They  dies  more  than  they 


lives,  according  to  what  /  see."  Then  he 
hoarsely  whispered  Charley,  "If  she  ain't  the 
t'other  one,  she  ain't  the  forrenner.  Is  there 
three  of  'em  then  ?" 

Charley  looked  at  me  a  little  frightened.  I 
felt  half  frightened  at  myself  when  the  boy  glared 
on  me  so. 

But  he  turned  and  followed  when  I  beckoned 
to  him  ;  and  finding  that  he  acknowledged  that 
influence  in  me,  I  led  the  way  straight  home. 
It  was  not  far ;  only  at  the  summit  of  the  hill. 
We  passed  but  one  man.  I  doubted  if  wc 
should  have  got  home  without  assistance ;  the 
boy's  steps  were  so  uncertain  and  tremulous. 
He  made  no  complaint,  however,  and  was 
strangely  unconcerned  about  himself,  if  I  may 
say  so  strange  a  thing. 

Leaving  him  in  the  hall  for  a  moment,  shrunk 
into  a  corner  of  the  window-seat,  and  staring 
with  an  indifference  that  could  scarcely  be  called 
wonder,  at  the  comfort  and  brightness  about 
him,  I  went  into  the  drawing-room  to  speak  to 
my  Guardian.  There  I  found  Mr.  Skimpole, 
who  had  come  down  by  the  coach,  as  he  fre- 
quently did  without  notice,  and  never  bringing 
any  clothes  with  him,  but  always  borrowing 
everything  he  wanted. 

They  came  out  with  me  directly,  to  look  at 
the  boy.  The  servants  had  gathered  in  the 
hall,  too  ;  and  he  shivered  in  the  window-seat 
with  Charley  standing  by  him,  like  some  wounded 
animal  that  had  been  found  in  a  ditch. 

"  This  is  a  sorrowful  case,"  said  my  Guardian, 
after  asking  him  a  question  or  two,  and  touching 
him,  and  examining  his  eyes.  "  What  do  you 
say,  Harold  ?  " 

''You  had  better  turn  liim  out,"  said  !Mr. 
Skimpole. 

"What  do  you  mean?"  in(iuireil  my  Guar- 
dian, almost  sternly. 

"My  dear  Jarndyce,"  said  Mr.  Skimpole, 
"you  know  what  I  am  :  I  am  a  child.  Be  cross 
to  me,  if  I  deserve  it.  But  I  have  a  constitu- 
tional objection  to  this  sort  of  thing.  I  always 
had,  when  I  was  a  medical  man.  He's  not  safe, 
you  know.  There's  a  very  bad  sort  of  fever 
about  him." 

Mr.  Skimpole  had  retreated  from  the  hall  to 
the  drawing-room  again,  and  said  this  in  his  airy 
way,  seated  on  the  music-stool  as  we  stood  by. 

"  You'll  say  it's  childish,"  observed  Mr.  Skim- 
pole, looking  gaily  at  us.  "  Well,  I  dare  say  it 
may  be ;  but  I  am  a  chikl,  and  I  never  pretend 
to  be  anything  else.  If  you  put  him  out  in  the 
road,  you  only  put  him  where  he  was  before. 
He  will  be  no  worse  off  than  he  was,  you  know. 
Even  make  him  better  off,  if  you  like.     Give 
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him  sixpence,  or  five  shillings,  or  five  pound  ten 
— )ou  are  arithmeticians,  and  I  am  not — and  get 
rid  of  him  !  " 

"  And  what  is  he  to  do  then  ?  "  asked  my 
Guardian. 

"  Upon  myhfe,"  said  Mr.  Skimpole,  slirugging 
his  shoulders  with  his  engaging  smile,  "  1  have 
not  the  least  idea  what  he  is  to  do  then.  But  1 
have  no  doubt  he'll  do  it. 

"  Now,  is  it  not  a  horrible  reflection,"  said 
my  Guardian,  to  whom  I  had  hastily  explained 
the  unavailing  efforts  of  the  two  women,  "  is  it 
not  a  horrible  reflection,"  walking  up  and  down 
and  rumpling  his  hair,  "  that  if  this  wretched 
creature  were  a  convicted  prisoner,  his  hospital 
would  be  wide  open  to  him,  and  he  would  be 
as  well  taken  care  of  as  an)'-  sick  boy  in  the 
kingdom  ?  " 

"My  dear  Jarndyce,"  returned  Mr.  Skimpole, 
"you'll  pardon  the  simplicity  of  the  question, 
coming  as  it  does  from  a  creature  who  is  per- 
fectly simple  in  w^orldly  matters — but,  why  isn't 
he  a  prisoner  then  ?  " 

My  Guardian  stopped  and  lOoked  at  him  v/ith 
a  whimsical  mixture  of  amusement  and  indigna- 
tion in  his  face. 

"  Our  young  friend  is  not  to  be  suspected  of 
any  delicacy,  1  should  imagine,"  said  Air.  Skim- 
pole, unabashed  and  candid.  "  It  seems  to  me 
diat  it  would  be  wiser,  as  well  as  in  a  certain 
kind  of  way  more  respectable,  if  he  showed  some 
misdirected  energy  that  got  him  into  prison. 
There  would  be  more  of  an  adventurous  spirit 
in  it,  and  consequently  more  of  a  certain  sort  ot 
poetry." 

"  I  believe,"  returned  my  Guardian,  resuming, 
his  uneasy  walk,  "  that  there  is  not  such  another 
child  on  earth  as  yourself 

"Do  you  really?"  said  Mr.  Skimpole;  "I 
daie  say !  But,  I  confess  I  don't  see  why  our 
young  friend,  in  his  degree,  should  not  seek  to 
invest  himself  with  such  poetry  as  is  open  to 
him.  He  is  no  doubt  born  with  an  appetite — 
probably,  when  he  is  in  a  safer  state  of  health, 
he  has  an  excellent  appetite.  Very  well.  At 
our  young  friend's  natural  dinner  hour,  most 
likely  about  noon,  our  young  friend  says  in  effect 
to  society,  '  I  am  hungry ;  will  you  have  the 
goodness  to  produce  your  spoon,  and  feed  me  ?  ' 
Society,  which  has  taken  upon  itself  the  general 
arrangement  of  the  whole  system  of  spoons,  and 
professes  to  have  a  spoon  for  our  young  friend, 
docs  not  produce  that  spoon  ;  and  our  young 
fr'if  nd,  therefore,  says,  *  You  really  must  excuse 
me  if  I  seize  it.'  Now,  this  appears  to  me  a 
case  of  misdirected  energy,  which  has  a  certain 
amount  of  reason  in  it,  and  a  certain  amount  of 


romance;  and  I  don't  know  but  what  I'  should 
be  more  interested  in  our  young  friend,  as  an 
illustration  of  such  a  case,  than  merely  as  a  poor 
vagabond — which  any  one  can  be." 

'•In  the  meantime,"  I  ventured  to  observe, 
"  he  is  getting  worse.'' 

"  In  the  meantime,"  says  Mr,  Skimpole  cheer- 
fully, "  as  Miss  Summerson,  with  her  practical 
good  sense,  observes,  he  is  getting  worse.  There- 
fore I  recommend  your  turning  him  out  before 
he  gets  still  worse." 

The  amiable  face  with  which  he  said  it,  I  think 
I  shall  never  forget. 

"  Of  course,  little  woman,"  observed  my  Guar- 
dian, turning  to  me,  "  1  can  insure  his  admission 
into  the  proper  place  by  merely  going  there  to 
enforce  it,  though  it's  a  bad  state  of  things  when, 
in  his  condition,,  that  is  necessary.  But  it's 
growing  late,  and  is  a  very  bad  night,  and  the 
boy  is  worn  out  already.  There  is  a  bed  in  the 
wholesome  loft-room  by  the  stable ;  we  had 
better  keep  him  there  till  morning,  when  be 
can  be  wrapped  up  and  removed.  We'll  do 
that." 

"  O  !  "  said  Air.  Skimpole,  with  his  hands  upon 
the  keys  of  the  piano,  as  we  moved  away.  "Are 
you  going  back  to  our  young  friend  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  my  Guardian. 

"  How  I  envy  you  your  constitution,  Jarn- 
dyce ! "  returned  Mr.  Skimpole,  with  phiyful 
admiration.  '-'You  don't  mind  these  things, 
neither  does  Miss  Summerson.  You  are  ready 
at  all  times  to  go  anywhere,  and  do  anything. 
Such  is  Will !  I  have  no  Will  at  all — and  no 
"^Von't  — simply  Can't." 

'•  You  can't  recommend  anything  for  the  bo}-, 
I  suppose?"  said  my  Guardian,  looking  back 
over  his  shoulder,  half  angrily  ;  only  half  angrily, 
for  he  never  seemed  to  consider  Mr.  Skimpole 
an  accountable  being. 

"  My  dear  Jarndyce,  I  observed  a  bottle  of 
cooling  medicine  in  his  pocket,  and  it's  impos- 
sible for  him  to  do  better  than  take  it.  You 
can  tell  them  to  sprinkle  a  little  vinegar  about 
the  place  where  he  sleeps,  and  to  keep  it 
moderately  cool,  and  him  moderately  warm. 
But  it's  mere  impertinence  in  me  to  offer  any 
recommendation.  Miss  Summerson  has  such  a 
knowledge  of  detail,  and  such  a  capacity  for  the 
administration  of  detail,  that  she  knows  all 
about  it." 

We  went  back  into  the  hall,  and  explained  to 
Jo  what  we  proposed  to  do,  which  Charley  ex- 
plained to  him  again,  and  which  he  received 
with  the  languid  unconcern  I  had  already 
noticed,  wearily  looking  on  at  what  was  done, 
as  if  it  were  for  somebody  else.     The  servants 
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compassionating  his  miserable  state,  and  being 
very  anxious  to  help,  we  soon  got  the  loft-room 
ready;  and  some  of  the  men  about  the  house 
■carried  him  across  the  wet  yard,  well  wrapped 
■ap.  It  was  pleasant  to  observe  how  kind  they 
were  to  him,  and  how  there  appeared  to  be  a 
general  impression  among  them  that  frequently 
calling  him  '"  Old  Chap,"  was  likely  to  revive 
his  spirits.  Charley  directed  the  operations, 
and  went  to  and  fro  between  the  loft-room  and 
the  house  with  such  little  stimulants  and  com- 
forts as  we  thought  it  safe  to  give  him.  My 
Guardian  himself  saw  him  before  he  was  left  for 
the  night,  and  reported  to  me  when  he  returned 
to  the  Growlery  to  write  a  letter  on  the  boy's 
behalf,  which  a  messenger  was  charged  to 
deliver  at  daylight  in  the  morning,  that  he 
seemed  easier,  and  inclined  to  sleep.  They 
had  fastened  his  door  on  the  outside,  he  said, 
in  case  of  his  being  delirious ;  but  had  so 
arranged  that  he  could  not  make  any  noise 
without  being  heard. 

Ada  being  in  our  room  with  a  cold,  j\Ir.  Skim- 
pole  was  left  alone  all  this  time,  and  entertained 
himself  by  playing  snalches  of  pathetic  airs,  and 
sometimes  singing  to  them  (as  we  heard  at  a 
distance)  with  great  expression  and  feeling. 
When  we  rejoined  him  in  the  drawing-room  he 
said  he  would  give  us  a  little  ballad,  which  had 
come  into  his  head,  ''  apropos  of  our  young 
friend;"  and  he  sang  one  about  a  Peasant  boy, 

''  Thrown  on  the  wide  workl,  doom'd  to  wander  and 
roam, 
Bereft  of  his  parents,  bereft  of  a  home," 

— quite  exquisitely.  It  was  a  song  that  always 
made  him  cry,  he  told  us. 

He  was  extremely  gay  all  the  rest  of  the  even- 
ing :  "  for  he  absolutely  chirped,"  those  were  his 
delighted  words ;  "  when  he  thought  by  what  a 
happy  talent  for  business  he  was  surrounded." 
lie  gave  us,  in  his  glass  of  negus,  "  Better  health 
to  our  young  friend  ! "  and  supposed,  and  gaily 
pursued,  the  case  of  his  being  reserved  like 
Whittington  to  become  Lord  Mayor  of  London. 
In  that  event,  no  dotibt,  he  would  establish  the 
Jarndyce  Institution  and  the  Summerson  Alms-^ 
houses,  and  a  little  annual  Corporation  Pil- 
grimage to  St.  Alban's.  He  had  no  doubt,  he 
said,  that  our  young  friend  was  an  excellent  boy 
in  his  way,  but  his  way  was  not  the  Harold 
Skimpole  way ;  what  Harold  Skimpole  was, 
Harold  Skimpole  had  found  himself,  to  his  con- 
siderable surprise,  when  he  first  made  his  own 
acquaintance  ;  he  had  accepted  himself  with  all 
lus  failings,  and  had  thought  it  sound  philosophy 


to  make  the  best  of  the  bargain  :  and  he  hoped 
we  would  do  the  same. 

Charley's  last  report  v,-as,  that  the  boy  was 
quiet.  1  could  see,  from  my  window,  the 
lantern  they  had  left  him  burning  quietly;  and 
I  went  to  bed  very  happy  to  think  that  he  was 
sheltered. 

There  was  more  movement  and  more  talking 
than  usual  a  little  before  daybreak,  and  it  awoke 
me.  As  I  was  dressing,  I  looked  out  of  my 
window,  and  asked  one  of  our  men  who  had 
been  among  the  active  sympathisers  last  night, 
whether  there  was  anything  wrong  about  the 
house.  The  lantern  was  still  burning  in  the 
loft-window. 

"  It's  the  boy,  miss,"  said  he. 

"  Is  he  worse  ?  "  I  inquired. 

"Gone,  miss." 

"  Dead ! " 

"  Dead,  miss  ?     No.     Gone  clean  off." 

At  what  time  of  the  night  he  had  gone,  or 
how,  or  why,  it  seemed  hopeless  ever  to  divine. 
The  door  remaining  as  it  had  been  left,  and  the 
lantern  standing  in  the  window,  it  could  only  be 
supposed  that  he  had  got  out  by  a  trap  in  the 
floor  which  communicated  ^\■ith  an  empty  cart- 
house  below.  But  he  had  shut  it  down  again, 
if  that  were  so  ;  and  it  looked  as  if  it  had  not 
been  raised.  Nothing  of  any  kind  was  missing. 
On  this  fact  being  clearly  ascertained,  we  all 
yielded  to  the  painful  belief  that  delirium  had 
come  upon  him  in  the  night,  and  that,  allured  by 
some  imaginary  object,  or  pursued  by  soiiie 
imaginary  horror,  he  had  strayed  away  in  that 
worse  than  helpless  state ; — all  of  us,  that  is  to 
say,  but  Mr.  Skimpole,  who  repeatedly  suggested, 
in  his  usual  easy  light  style,  that  it  had  occurred 
to  our  young  friend  that  he  was  not  a  safe  in- 
mate, having  a  bad  kind  of  fever  u])on  him  ;  and 
that  he  had,  v.-ith  great  natural  politeness,  taken 
himself  off. 

Every  possible  inquiry  was  made,  and  every 
place  was  searched.  The  brick-kilns,  were  ex- 
amined, the  cottages  were  visited,  the  two 
women  were  particularly  questioned,  but  they 
knew  nothing  of  him,  and  nobody  could  doubt 
that  their  wonder  was  genuine.  The  weather 
had  for  some  time  been  too  wet,  and  the  night 
itself  had  been  too  wet,  to  admit  of  any  tracing 
by  footsteps.  Hedge  and  ditch,  and  wall,  and 
rick  and  stack,  were  examined  by  our  men  for 
a  long  distance  round,  lest  the  boy  should  be 
lying  in  such  a  place  insensible  or  dead  ;  but 
nothing  was  .seen  to  indicate  that  he  had  ever 
been  near.  From  the  time  when  he  was  left  in 
the  loft-room,  he  vanished. 

The  search  continued  for  fi\e  days.     I  do 


not  mean  that  it  ceased,  even  then  ;  but  that 
my  attention  was  then  diverted  into  a  current 
very  memorable  to  me. 

As  Charley  was  at  her  writing  again  in  my 
room  in  the  evening,  and  as  I  sat  opposite  to  her 
at  work,  I  felt  the  table  tremble.  Looking  up 
I  saw  my  little  maid  shivering  from  head  to 
foot. 

"  Charley,"  said  I,  "  are  you  so  cold  ?  " 

"  I  think  I  am,  miss,"  she  replied.  "  I  don't 
know  what  it  is.  I  can't  hold  myself  still.  I 
felt  so  yesterday  ;  at  about  this  same  time,  miss. 
Don't  be  uneasy,  I  think  I'm  ill." 

I  heard  Ada's  voice  outside,  and  I  hurried 
to  the  door  of  communication  l^etween  my  room 
and  our  pretty  sitting-room,  and  locked  it.  Just 
in  time,  for  she  tapped  at  it  while  my  hand  was 
yet  upon  the  key. 

Ada  called  to  me  to  let  her  in ;  but  I  said, 
"  Not  now,  my  dearest.  Go  away.  There's 
nothing  the  matter  ;  I  will  come  to  you  pre- 
sently." Ah  :  it  was  a  long,  long  time  before 
my  darling  girl  and  I  were  companions  again. 

Charley  fell  ill.  In  twelve  hours  she  was 
very  ill.  I  moved  her  to  my  room,  and  laid  her 
in  my  bed,  and  sat  down  quietly  to  nurse  her. 
I  told  my  Guardian  all  about  it,  and  why  I  felt 
it  was  necessary  that  I  should  seclude  myself, 
and  my  reason  for  not  seeing  my  darling  above 
all.  At  first  she  came  very  often  to  the  door, 
and  called  to  me,  and  even  reproached  me  with 
sobs  and  tears ;  but  I  wrote  her  a  long  letter, 
saying  that  she  made  me  anxious  and  unhappy, 
and  imploring  her,  as  she  loved  me,  and  wished 
my  mind  to  be  at  peace,  to  come  no  nearer  than 
the  garden.  After  that  she  came  beneath  the 
window,  even  oftener  than  she  had  come  to  the 
door;  and,  if  I  had  learnt  to  love  her  dear 
sweet  voice  before  when  we  were  hardly  ever 
apart,  how  did  I  learn  to  love  it  then,  when  I 
stood  behind  the  window-curtain  listening  and 
replying,  but  not  so  much  as  looking  out!  How 
did  I  learn  to  love  it  afterwards,  when  the  harder 
time  came  ! 

They  put  a  bed  for  me  in  our  sitting-room  ; 
and  by  keeping  the  door  wide  open,  I  turned 
the  two  rooms  into  one,  now  that  Ada  had 
vacated  that  part  of  the  house,  and  kept  them 
always  fresh  and  airy.  There  was  not  a  servant, 
in  or  about  the  house,  but  was  so  good  that  they 
would  all  most  gladly  have  come  to  me  at  any 
hour  of  the  day  or  night,  without  the  least  fear 
or  unwillingness  ;  but  I  thought  it  best  to  choose 
one  worthy  woman  who  was  never  to  see  Ada, 
and  whom  I  could  trust  to  come  and  go  with  all 
precaution.  Through  her  means,  I  got  out  to 
take  the  air  with  my  Guardian,  when  there  was 


no  fear  of  meeting  Ada  ;  and  wanted  for  nothing 
in  the  way  of  attendance,  any  more  than  in  any 
other  respect. 

And  thus  poor  Charley  sickened  and  grew 
worse,  and  fell  into  heavy  danger  of  death,  and 
lay  severely  ill  for  many  a  long  round  of  day 
and  night.  So  patient  she  was,  so  uncomplain- 
ing, and  inspired  by  such  a  gentle  fortitude,  that 
very  often  as  I  sat  by  Charley,  holding  her  head 
in  my  arms — repose  would  come  to  her,  so, 
when  it  would  come  to  her  in  no  other  attitude 
— I  silently  prayed  to  our  Father  in  heaven  that 
I  might  not  forget  the  lesson  which  this  little 
sister  taught  me. 

I  was  very  sorrowful  to  think  that  Charley's, 
pretty  looks  would  change  and  be  disfigured, 
even  if  she  recovered — she  was  such  a  child 
with  her  dimpled  face — but  that  thought  was, 
for  the  greater  part,  lost  in  her  greater  peril. 
When  she  was  at  the  worst,  and  her  mind  ram- 
bled again  to  the  cares  of  her  father's  sick  bed, 
and  the  little  children,  she  still  knew  me  so  far 
as  that  she  would  be  quiet  in  my  arms  when  she 
could  lie  quiet  nowhere  else,  and  murmur  out 
the  wanderings  of  her  mind  less  restlessly.  At 
those  times  I  used  to  think,  how  should  I  ever 
tell  the  two  remaining  babies  that  the  baby  who 
had  learned  of  her  faithful  heart  to  be  a  mother 
to  them  in  their  need,  was  dead  ! 

There  were  other  times  when  Charley  knew 
me  well,  and  talked  to  me ;  telling  me  that  she 
sent  her  love  to  Tom  and  Emma,  and  that  she 
was  sure  Tom  would  grow  up  to  be  a  good  man. 
At  those  times,  Charley  would  speak  to  me  of 
what  she  had  read  to  her  father  as  well  as  she 
could,  to  comfort  him ;  of  that  young  man  cai"- 
ried  out  to  be  buried,  who  was  the  only  son  of 
his  mother  and  she  was  a  widow ;  of  the  ruler's 
daughter  raised  up  by  the  gracious  hand  upon 
her  bed  of  death.  And  Charley  told  me  that 
when  her  father  died,  she  had  kneeled  down  and 
prayed  in  her  first  sorrow  that  he  likewise  might 
be  raised  up,  and  given  back  to  his  poor  chil- 
dren ;  and  that  if  she  .should  never  get  better, 
and  should  die  too,  she  thought  it  likely  that 
it  might  come  into  Tom's  mind  to  offer  the 
same  prayer  for  her.  Then  would  I  show  Tom 
how  those  people  of  old  days  had  been  brought 
back  to  life  on  earth,  only  that  we  might  know 
our  hope  to  be  restored  in  Heaven  ! 

But  of  all  the  various  times  there  were  in 
Charley's  illness,  there  was  not  one  when  she 
lost  the  gentle  qualities  I  have  spoken  of  _  And 
there  were  many,  many,  when  I  thought  in  the 
night  of  the  last  high  belief  in  the  watching 
Angel,  and  the  last  higher  trust  in  God,  on  tlie 
part  of  her  poor  despised  father. 
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And  Charley  did  not  die.  She  flatteringly 
and  slowly  turned  the  dangerous  point,  alter 
long  lingering  there,  and  then  began  to  mend. 
The  hope  that  never  had  been  given,  from  the 
first,  of  Charley  being  in  outward  appearance 
Charley  any  more,  soon  began  to  be  encouraged; 
and  even  that  prospered,  and  I  saw  her  growing 
into  her  old  childish  likeness  again. 

It  was  a  great  morning,  when  I  could  tell  Ada 
all  this  as  she  stood  out  in  the  garden ;  and  it 
was  a  great  evening,  w^hen  Charley  and  I  at 
last  took  tea  tosrether  in  the  next  room.     But, 


on  that  same  evening,  I  felt  that  I  was  stricken 
cold. 

Happily  for  both  of  us,  it  was  not  until 
Charley  was  safe  in  bed  again  and  placidly 
asleep,  that  I  began  to  think  the  contagion  of 
her  illness  was  upon  me.  I  had  been  able  easily 
to  hide  what  I  had  felt  at  tea-time,  but  I  was  past 
that  already  now,  and  I  knew  that  I  was  rapidly 
following  in  Charley's  steps. 

I  was  well  enough,  however,  to  be  up  early  in 
the  morning,  and  to  return  my  darling's  cheerful 
blessing  from  the  garden,  and  to  talk  with  her 
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as  long  as  usual.  But  I  was  not  free  from  an 
impression  that  I  had  been  walking  about  the 
two  rooms  in  the  night,  a  little  beside  myself, 
though  knowing  where  I  was  ;  and  I  felt  con- 
fused at  times — with  a  curious  sense  of  fulness, 
as  if  I  were  becoming  too  large  altogether. 

In  the  evening  I  was  so  much  worse  that  I 
resolved  to  prepare  Charley  ;  with  which  view, 
I  said,  "  You're  getting  quite  strong,  Charley, 
are  you  not  ?  " 

"  O  quite  ! "  said  Charley. 

"  Strong  enough  to  be  told  a  secret,  I  think, 
Charley?" 


"  Quite  strong  enough  for  that,  miss  ! "  cried 
Charley.  But  Charley's  face  fell  in  the  height 
of  her  delight,  for  she  saw  the  secret  in  my  face  ; 
and  she  came  out  of  the  great  chair,  and  fell 
upon  my  bosom,  and  said  "  O  miss,  it's  my 
doing  I  It's  my  doing  ! "'  and  a  great  deal  more, 
out  of  the  fulness  of  her  grateful  heart. 

"  Now,_  Charley."  said"  T,  after  letting  her  go 
on  for  a  little  while,  "if  I  am  to  be  ill.mygre'at 
trust,  humanly  speaking,  is  in  you.  And  unless 
you  are  as  quiet  and  composed  for  me,  as  you 
always  were  for  yourself,  you  can  never  fulfil  it, 
Charley." 
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'•■  If  you'll  let  me  cry  a  little  longer,  miss," 
said  Charley.  "  O  my  dear,  my  dear  !  if  you'll 
only  let  me  cry  a  little  longer,  O  my  dear  !  " — 
how  affectionately  and  devotedly  she  poured 
this  out,  as  she  clung  to  my  neck,  I  never  can 
remember  without  tears — "  I'll  be  good." 

So  I  let  Charley  cry  a  little  longer,  and  it  did 
us  both  good. 

"  Trust  in  me  now,  if  you  please,  miss,"  said 
Charley,  quietly.  "  I  am  listening  to  everything 
you  say." 

"  It  is  very  little  at  present,  Charley.  I  shall 
tell  your  doctor  to-night  that  I  don't  think  I  am 
well,  and  that  you  are  going  to  nurse  me." 

For  that  the  poor  child  thanked  me  with  her 
whole  heart. 

'"And  in  the  morning,  when  you  hear  Miss 
Ada  in  the  garden,  if  I  should  not  be  quite  able 
to  go  to  the  window-curtain  as  usual,  do  you  go, 
Charley,  and  say  I  am  asleep — that  I  have 
rather  tired  myself,  and  am  asleep.  At  all  times 
keep  the  room  as  I  have  kept  it,  Charley,  and 
let  no  one  come." 

Charley  promised,  and  I  lay  down,  for  I  was 
very  heavy.  I  saw  the  doctor  that  night,  and 
asked  the  favour  of  him  that  I  wished  to  ask, 
relative  to  his  saying  nothing  of  my  illness  in 
the  house  as  yet.  I  have  a  very  indistinct  re- 
membrance of  that  night  nnelting  into  day,  and 
of  day  melting  into  night  again  ;  but  I  w^as  just 
able,  on  the  first  morning,  to  get  to  the  window, 
and  speak  to  my  darling. 

On  the  second  morning  I  heard  her  dear 
voice — O  how  dear  now  ! — outside  ;  and  I  asked 
Charley,  with  some  difficulty  (speech  being  pain- 
ful to  me),  to  go  and  say  I  was  asleep.  I  heard 
her  answer  softly,  "  Don't  disturb  her,  Charley, 
for  the  world  !  " 

"How  does  my  own  Pride  look,  Charley?"  I 
inquired. 

"Disappointed,  miss,"  said  Charley,  peeping 
through  the  curtain. 

"  But  I  know  she  is  very  beautiful  this  morn- 
ing." 

"  She  is  indeed,  miss,"  answered  Charley, 
peeping.  "  Still  looking  up  at  the  win- 
dow.'' 

With  her  blue  clear  eyes,  God  bless  them, 
always  loveliest  when  raised  like  that ! 

I  called  Charley  to  me,  and  gave  her  her  last 
charge. 

"  Now,  Charley,  when  she  knows  I  am  ill, 
she  will  try  to  make  her  way  into  the  room. 
Keep  her  out,  Charley,  if  you  love  me  truly,  to 
the  last !  Charley,  if  you  let  her  in  but  once, 
only  to  look  upon  me  for  one  moment  as  I  lie 
here,  I  shall  die." 


"  I  never  will !  I  never  will !  "  she  promised 
me. 

'•  I  believe  it,  my  dear  Charley,  And  now 
come  and  sit  beside  me  for  a  little  while,  and 
touch  me  with  your.  hand.  For  1  cannot  see 
you,  Charley;  I  am  blind." 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

THE      APPOINTED      TIME. 

is  night  in  Lincoln's  Inn — per- 
plexed and  troublous  valley  of  the 
shadow  of  the  law,  where  suitors 
generally  find  but  little  day — and 
fat  candles  are  snuffed  out  in  offices, 
and  clerks  have  rattled  down  the 
crazy  wooden  stairs,  and  dispersed. 
The  bell  that  rings  at  nine  o'clock,  has 
ceased  its  doleful  clangour  about  nothing  ;  the 
gates  are  shut;  and  the  night-porter,  a  solemn 
warder  with  a  mighty  power  of  sleep,  keeps 
guard  in  his  lodge.  From  tiers  of  staircase 
windows,  clogged  lamps  like  the  eyes  of  Equity, 
bleared  Argus  with  a  fathomless  pocket  for 
every  eye  and  an  eye  upon  it,  dimly  blink  at 
the  stars.  In  dirty  upper  casements,  here  and 
there,  hazy  little  patches  of  candlelight  reveal 
where  some  wise  draughtsman  and  conveyancer 
yet  toils  for  the  entanglement  of  real  estate  in 
meshes  of  sheepskin,  in  the  a\erage  ratio  of 
about  a  dozen  of  sheep  to  an  acre  of  land. 
Over  which  bee-like  industry,  these  benefactors 
of  their  species  linger  yet,  though  oflice  hours  be 
past :  that  they  may  give,  for  every  day,  some 
good  account  at  last. 

In  the  neighbouring  court,  where  the  Lord 
Chancellor  of  the  Rag  and  Bottle  shop  dwells, 
there  is  a  general  tendency  towards  beer  and 
supper.  Mrs.  Piper  and  Mrs.  Perkins,  whose 
respective  sons,  engaged  with  a  circle  of  ac- 
quaintance in  the  game  of  hide  and  seek,  have 
been  lying  in  ambush  about  the  by-ways  of 
Chancery  Lane  for  some  hours,  and  scouring 
the  plain  of  the  same  thoroughfare  to  the  con-i- 
fusion  of  passengers — Mrs.  Piper  and  Mrs.  Per- 
kins have  but  now  exchanged  congratulations' 
on  the  children  being  abed  ;  and  they  still  linger' 
on  a  door-step  over  a  few  parting  words.  Mr.' 
Krook  and  his  lodger,  and  the  fact  of  Mr. 
Krook's  being  '•  continually  in  liquor,"  and  thl 
testamentary  prospects  of  the  young  man  are, 
as  usual,  the  staple  of  their  conversation.  But 
they  have  something  to  say,  likewise,  of  the^ 
Harmonic  Meeting  at  the  Sol's  Arms,  where  the 
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sound  of  the  piano  through  the  partly-opened 
windows  jingles  out  into  the  court,  and  where 
little  Swills,  after  keeping  the  lovers  of  harmony 
in  a  roar  like  a  very  Yorick,  may  now  be  heard 
taking  the  gruff  line  in  a  concerted  piece,  and 
sentimentally  adjuring  his  friends  and  patrons 
to  Listen,  listen,  listen.  Tew  the  wa-ter-Fall ! 
Airs.  Perkins  and  Mrs.  Piper  compare  opinions 
on  the  subject  of  the  young  lady  of  professional 
celebrity  who  assists  at  the  Harmonic  Meetings, 
and  who  has  a  space  to  herself  in  the  manu- 
script announcement  in  the  window  ;  Mrs. 
Perkins  possessing  information  that  she  has 
been  married  a  year  and  a  half,  though  an- 
nounced as  Miss  M.  Melvilleson,  the  noted 
syren,  and  that  her  baby  is  clandestinely  con- 
veyed to  the  Sol's  Arms  every  night  to  receive 
its  natural  nourishment  during  the  entertain- 
ments. "  Sooner  than  which,  myself,"  says  Mrs. 
Perkins,  "  I  would  get  my  living  by  selling 
lucifers."  Mrs.  Piper,  as  in  duty  bound,  is  of 
the  same  opinion  ;  holding  that  a  private  station 
is  better  than  public  applause,  and  thanking 
Heaven  for  her  own  (and,  by  implication,  Airs. 
Perkins's)  respectability.  By  this  time,  the  pot- 
boy of  the  Sol's  Arms,  appearing  v.ith  her 
supper-pint  well  frothed,  Airs.  Piper  accepts 
that  tankard  and  retires  indoors,  first  giving  a 
fair  good  night  to  Airs.  Perkins,  who  has  had 
her  own  pint  in  her  hand  ever  since  it  was 
fetched  from  the- same  hostelry  by  young  Per- 
kins before  he  was  sent  to  bed.  Now,  there  is 
a  sound  of  putting  up  shop-shutters  in  the 
court,  and  a  smell  as  of  the  smoking  of  pipes ; 
and  shooting  stars  are  seen  in  upper  windows, 
further  indicating  retirement  to  rest.  Now,  too, 
the  policeman  begins  to  push  at  doors ;  to 
try  fastenings ;  to  be  suspicious  of  bundles ; 
and  to  administer  his  beat,  on  the  hypo- 
thesis that  every  one  is  either  robbing  or  being 
robbed. 

It  is  a  close  night,  though  the  damp  cold  is 
searching  too  ;  and  there  is  a  laggard  mist  a 
little  way  up  in  the  air.  It  is  a  fine  steaming 
night  to  turn  the  slaughter-houses,  the  unwhole- 
some trades,  the  sewerage,  bad  water,  and  burial 
grounds  to  account,  and  give  the  Registrar  of 
Deaths  some  extra  business.  It  may  be  some- 
thing in  the  air — there  is  plenty  in  it — or  it  may 
be  something  in  himself,  that  is  in  fault;  but 
Mr.  Weevlc,  otherwise  Jobling,  is  ver>'-  ill  at 
ease.  He  comes  and  goes,  between  his  own 
room  and  the  open  street  door,  twenty  times 
an  hour.  He  has  been  doing  so,  ever  since  it 
fell  dark.  Since  the  Chancellor  shut  up  his  shop, 
which  he  did  very  early  to-night.  Air.  Weevie 
has  been  down  and  up  and  down  and  up  (with 


a  cheap  tight  velvet  skull-cap  on  his  head,  making 
his  whiskers  look  out  of  all  proportion),  oftener 
than  before. 

It  is  no  phenomenon  that  Air.  Snagsby 
should  be  ill  at  ease  too ;  for  he  always  is  so, 
more  or  less,  under  the  oppressive  influence  of 
the  secret  that  is  upon  him.  Impelled  by  the 
mystery,  of  which  he  is  a  partaker,  and  yet  in 
which  he  is  not  a  sharer.  Air.  Snagsby  haunts 
what  seems  to  be  its  fountain-head — the  rag  and 
bottle  shop  in  the  court.  It  has  an  irresistible 
attraction  for  him.  Even  now,  coming  round 
by  the  Sol's  Arms  with  the  intention  of  passing 
down  the  court,  and  out  at  the  Chancery  Lane 
end,  and  so  terminating  his  unpremeditated 
after-supper  stroll  of  ten  minutes  long  from  his 
own  door  and  back  again,  Air.  Snagsby  ap- 
proaches. 

"What,  Air.  Weevie?"  says  the  stationer, 
stopping  to  speak.     "  Are  yon  there  ? "' 

'•  Ay  1 "  says  Weevie.  "  Here  I  am,  Air. 
Snagsby." 

"  Airing  yourself,  as  I  am  doing,  before  }ou 
go  to  bed  ?  "  the  stationer  inquires. 

"  Why,  there's  not  much  air  to  be  got  here  ; 
and  what  there  is,  is  not  ver}-  freshening,'" 
Weevie  ansv/ers,  glancing  up  and  down  the 
court. 

"  \'ery  true,  sir.  Don't  you  observe,"  says 
Air.  Snagsby,  pausing  to  sniff  and  taste  the  air  a 
little  ;  "  don't  you  observe.  Air.  Weevie,  that 
you're — not  to  put  too  fine  a  point  upon  it — 
that  you're  rather  greasy  here,  sir  ?  " 

"  Why,  I  have  noticed  myself  that  there  is  a 
queer  kind  of  flavour  in  the  place  to-night,"  Air. 
\\'eevle  rejoins.  "  I  suppose  it's  chops  at  the 
Sol's  Arms." 

"  Chops,  do  you  think?  Oh  ! — chops,  eh  ?  " 
Air.  Snagsby  sniffs  and  tastes  again.  "  Well,  sir, 
I  suppose  it  is.  Eut  I  should  say  their  cook  at 
the  Sol  wanted  a  little  looking  after.  She  has 
been  burning  'em,  sir  !  And  I  don't  think  ; " 
Air.  Snagsby  snifis  and  tastes  again,  and  then 
spits  and  wipes  his  mouth  ;  '"  I  don't  think — not 
to  put  too  fine  a  point  upon  it — that  they  were 
quite  fresh  when  tliey  were  shown  the  gridiron." 

"  That's  very  likely.  It's  a  tainting  sort  of 
weather.'" 

"  It  /j-  a  tainting  sort  of  weather,"  says  Air. 
Snagsby;  "and  I  find  it  sinking  to  the  spirits." 

■'  By  George  !  /  find  it  gives  me  the  horrors," 
returns  Air.  Weevie. 

"  Then,  you  see,  you  live  in  a  lonesome  way, 
and  in  a  lonesome  room,  with  a  black  circum- 
stance hanging  over  it,"  says  Air.  Snagsby, 
looking  in  past  the  other's  shoulder  along  the 
dark  passage,  and  then  falling  back  a  step  to 
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look  up  at  the  house.  "  /  couldn't  live  in  that 
room  alone,  as  you  do,  sir.  I  should  get  so 
fidgety  and  worried  of  an  evening,  sometimes, 
that  I  should  be  driven  to  come  to  the  door, 
and  stand  here,  sooner  than  sit  there.  But  then 
it's  very  true  that  you  didn't  see,  in  your  room, 
what  /  saw  there.     That  makes  a  difterence." 

"I  know  (juite  enough  about  it,"  returns 
Tony. 

"It's  not  agreeable,  is  it?"  i)ursues  Mr. 
Snagsby,  coughing  his  cough  of  mild  persuasion 
behind  his  hand.  "  Mr.  Krook  ought  to  con- 
sider it  in  the  rent.   I  hope  he  does,  I  am  sure." 

"  I  hope  he  does,"  says  Tony.  "  But  I  doubt 
it!" 

"  You  find  the  rent  high,  do  you,  sir  ?  " 
returns  the  stationer.  "  Rents  are  high  about 
here.  I  don't  know  how  it  is  exactly,  but  the 
law  seems  to  put  things  up  in  price.  Not," 
adds  Mr.  Snagsby,  with  his  apologetic  cough, 
"  that  I  mean  to  say  a  word  against  the  pro- 
fession I  get  my  living  by." 

Mr.  Weevle  again  glances  up  and  down  the 
court,  and  then  looks  at  the  stationer.  Mr. 
Snagsby,  blankly  catching  his  eye,  looks  upward 
for  a  star  or  so,  and  coughs  a  cough  expressive 
of  not  exactly  seeing  his  way  put  of  this  con- 
versation. 

"  It's  a  curious  fact,  sir,"  he  observes,  slowly 
rubbing  his  hands,  "  that  he  should  have 
been " 

"  Who's  he?  "  interrupts  Mr.  Weevle. 

"  The  deceased,  you  know,"  says  Mr.  Snagsby, 
twitching  his  head  and  right  eyebrow  towards 
the  staircase,  and  tapping  his  acquaintance  on 
the  button, 

"  Ah  to  be  sure  !  "  returns  the  other,  as  if  he 
were  not  over-fond  of  the  subject.  "  I  thought 
we  had  done  with  him." 

"  I  was  only  going  to  say,  it's  a  curious  fact, 
sir,  that  he  should  have  come  and  lived  here, 
and  been  one  of  my  writers,  and  then  that  you 
should  come  and  live  here,  and  be  one  of  my 
writers,  too.  Which  there  is  nothing  derogatory, 
but  far  from  it  in  the  appellation,"  says  Mr. 
Snagsby,  breaking  off  with  a  mistrust  that  he 
may  have  unpolitely  asserted  a  kind  of  proprie- 
torship in  Mr.  Weevle,  "  because  I  have  known 
writers  that  have  gone  into  Brewers'  houses  and 
done  really  very  respectable  indeed.  Eminently 
respectable,  sir,"  adds  Mr.  Snagsby,  with  a  mis- 
giving that  he  has  not  improved  the  matter. 

"  It's  a  curious  coincidence,  as  you  say," 
answers  Weevle,  once  more  glancing  up  and 
down  the  court. 

"  Seems  a  Fate  in  it,  don't  there  ? "  suggests 
the  stationer. 


"There  does." 

"  Just  so,"  observes  the  stationer,  with  his 
confirmatory  cough.  "  Quite  a  Fate  in  it.  Quite 
a  Fate.  Well,  Mr.  Weevle,  I  am  afraid  I  must 
bid  you  good  night ;"  Mr.  Snagsby  speaks  as  if 
it  made  him  desolate  to  go,  though  he  has  been 
casting  about  for  any  means  of  escape  ever 
since  he  stopped  to  speak  ;  "  my  little  woman 
will  be  looking  for  me  else.     Good  night,  sir  ! " 

If  Mr.  Snagsby  hastens  home  to  save  his 
little  woman  the  trouble  of  looking  for  him,  he 
might  set  his  mind  at  rest  on  that  score.  His 
little  woman  has  had  her  eye  upon  him  round 
the  Sol's  Arms  all  this  time,  and  now  glides 
after  him  with  a  pocket  handkerchief  wrapped 
over  her  head  ;  honouring  Mr.  Weevle  and  iiis 
doorway  with  a  very  searching  glance  as  she 
goes  past. 

"  You'll  know  me  again,  ma'am,  at  all  events," 
says  Mr.  Weevle  to  himself;  "and  I  can't  com- 
pliment you  on  your  appearance,  whoever  you 
are,  with  your  head  tied  up  in  a  bundle.  Is 
this  fellow  never  coming  !" 

This  fellow  approaches  as  he  speaks.  Mr. 
Weevle  softly  holds  up  his  finger,  and  drav/s 
him  into  the  passage,  and  closes  the  street  door. 
Then,  they  go  up-stairs;  Mr.  Weevle  heavily, 
and  Mr.  Guppy  (for  it  is  he)  very  lightly  indeed. 
When  they  are  shut  into  the  back  room,  they 
speak  low. 

"  I  thought  you  had  gone  to  Jericho  at  least, 
instead  of  coming  here,"  says  Tony. 

"  Why,  I  said  about  ten." 

"  You  said  about  ten,"  Tony  repeats.  "  Yes, 
so  you  did  say  about  ten.  But,  according  to 
my  count,  it's  ten  times  ten — it's  a  hundred- 
o'clock.     I  never  had  such  a  night  in  my  life  ! " 

"What  has  been  the  matter? " 

"  That's  it,"  says  Tony.  "  Nothing  has  been 
the  matter.  But,  here  have  I  been  stewing  and 
fuming  in  this  jolly  old  crib,  till  I  have  had  the 
horrors  falling  on  me  as  thick  as  hail.  Therms 
a  blessed  looking  candle  !  "  says  Tony,  pointing 
to  the  heavily  burning  taper  on  his  table  with  a 
great  cabbage  head  and  a  long  winding-sheet. 

"That's  easily  improved,"  Mr.  Guppy  ob- 
serves, as  he  takes  the  snuffers  in  hand. 

"  Is  it?"  returns  his  friend.  "  Not  so  easily 
as  you  think.  It  has  been  smouldering  like  that, 
ever  since  it  was  lighted." 

"  Why,  what's  the  matter  with  you,  Tony  ?  " 
inquires  Mr.  Guppy,  looking  at  him,  snuffers  in 
hand,  as  he  sits  down  with  his  elbow  on  the 
table. 

"  William  Guppy,"  replies  the  other,  "  I  am 
in  the  Downs.  It's  this  unbearably  dull,  suicidal 
room — and  old  Boguey  down-stairs,  I  suppose." 


ALL  IN  THE  DOWNS. 


Ml",  Weevle  moodily  pushes  the  snuffers-tray 
from  him  with  his  elbow,  leans  his  head  on  his 
hand,  puts  his  feet  on  the  fender,  and  looks  at 
the  fire.  Mr.  Guppy,  observing  him,  slightly 
tosses  his  head,  and  sits  down  on  the  other  side 
of  the  table  in  an  easy  attitude. 

"Wasn't  that  Snagsby talking  to  you,  Tony?" 

"  Yes,  and  be yes,  it  was  Snagsby,"  says 

Mr.  Weevle,  altering  the  construction  of  his 
sentence. 

"  On  business  ?  " 

"  No.  No  business.  He  was  only  saunter- 
ing by,  and  stopped  to  prose." 

"  I  thought  it  was  Snagsby,"  says  Mr.  Guppy, 
"  and  thought  it  as  well  that  he  shouldn't  see  me, 
so  I  waited  till  he  was  gone." 

"  There  we  go  again,  W^illiam  G.  !  "  cries 
Tony,  looking  up  for  an  instant.  "  So  myste- 
rious and  secret !  By  George,  if  we  were  going 
to  commit  a  murder,  we  couldn't  have  more 
mystery  about  it !  " 

Mr.  Guppy  affects  to  smile ;  and  with  the 
view  of  changing  the  conversation,  looks  with 
an  admiration,  real  or  pretended,  round  the 
room  at  the  Galaxy  Gallery  of  British  beauty ; 
terminating  his  survey  with  the  portrait  of  Lady 
Dedlock  over  the  mantel-shelf,  in  which  she  is 
represented  on  a  terrace,  with  a  pedestal  upon 
the  terrace,  and  a  vase  upon  the  pedestal,  and 
her  shawl  upon  the  vase,  and  a  prodigious  piece 
of  fur  upon  the  shawl,  and  her  arm  on  the 
prodigious  piece  of  fur,  and  a  bracelet  on  her 
arm. 

"  That's  very  like  Lady  Dedlock/'  says  Mr. 
Guppy.,    "  It's  a  speaking  likeness." 

"  I  wish  it  was,"  growls  Tony,  without  changing 
his  position.  "  I  should  have  some  fashionable 
conversation  here,  then." 

Finding,  by  this  time,  that  his  friend  is  not  to 
be  wheedled  into  a  more  sociable  humour,  Mr. 
Guppy  puts  about  upon  the  ill-used  tack,  and 
remonstrates  with  him. 

"  Tony,"  says  he,  "  I  can  make  allowances 
for  lowness  of  spirits,  for  no  man  knows  what  it 
is  when  it  does  come  upon  a  man,  better  than  I 
do ;  and  no  man  perhaps  has  a  better  right  to 
know  it,  than  a  man  who  has  an  unrequited 
image  imprinted  on  his  art.  But  there  are 
bounds  to  these  things  when  an  unoffending 
party  is  in  question,  and  I  will  acknowledge  to 
you,  Tony,  that  I  don't  think  your  manner  on 
the  present  occasion  is  hospitable  or  quite  gen- 
tlemanly." 

"  This  is  strong  language,  William  Guppy," 
returns  Mr.  Weevle. 

"  Sir,  it  may  be,"  retorts  Mr.  William  Guppy, 
"  but  I  feel  strongly  when  I  use  it." 


Mr.  Weevle  admits  that  he  has  been  wrong, 
and  begs  Mr.  William  Cxuppy  to  think  no  more 
al)out  it.  Mr.  William  Guppy,  however,  having 
got  the  advantage,  cannot  quite  release  it  with- 
out a  little  more  injured  remonstrance. 

"  No!  Dash  it,  Tony,"  says  that  gentleman, 
"  you  really  ought  to  be  careful  how  you  wound 
the  feelings  of  a  man,  who  has  an  unrequited 
image  imprinted  on  his  art,  and  who  is  not 
altogether  happy  in  those  chords  which  vibrate 
to  the  tenderest  emotions.  You,  Tony,  possess 
in  yourself  all  that  is  calculated  to  charm  the 
eye,  and  allure  the  taste.  It  is  not — happily  for 
you,  perhaps,  and  I  may  wish  that  I  could  say 
the  same — it  is  not  your  character  to  hover 
around  one  flower.  The  ole  garden  is  open  to 
you,  and  your  airy  pinions  carry  you  through  it. 
Still,  Tony,  far  be  it  from  me,  I  am  sure,  to 
wound  even  your  feelings  without  a  cause  ! " 

Tony  again  entreats  that  the  subject  may  be 
no  longer  pursued,  saying  emphatically,  "  Wil- 
liam Guppy,  drop  it !'"  Mr.  Guppy  acquiesces, 
with  the  reply,  "  I  never  should  have  taken  it 
up,  Tony,  of  my  own  accord." 

*■  And  now,"  says  Tony,  stirring  the  fire, 
'•  touching  this  same  bundle  of  letters.  Isn't  it 
an  extraordinary  thing  of  Krook  to  have  ap- 
pointed twelve  o'clock  to-night  to  hand  'em  over 
to  me?" 

"^  Very.     \\'hat  did  he  do  it  for  ?  " 

"  What  does  he  do  anything  for  ?  He  don't 
know.  Said,  to-day  was  his  birthday,  and  he'd 
hand  'em  over  to-night  at  twelve  o'clock.  He'll 
have  drunk  himself  blind  by  that  time.  He  has 
been  at  it  all  day." 

"He  hasn't  forgotten  the  appointment,  I 
hope." 

"  Forgotten  ?  Tmst  him  for  that.  He  never 
forgets  anything.  I  saw  him  to-night,  about 
eight— helped  him  to  shut  up  his  shop — and  he 
had  got  the  letters  then  in  his  hairy  cap.  He 
pulled  it  off,  and  showed  'em  me.  When  the 
shop  was  closed,  he  took  them  out  of  his  cap, 
hung  his  cap  on  the  chair-back,  and  stood  turn- 
ing them  over  before  the  fire.  I  heard  him  a 
little  while  afterwards  through  the  floor  here, 
humming,  like  the  wind,  the  only  song  he  knows 
— about  Bibo,  and  old  Charon,  and  Bibo  being 
drunk  when  he  died,  or  something  or  other. 
He  has  been  as  quiet,  since,  as  an  old  rat  asleep 
in  his  hole." 

'■  And  you  are  to  go  down  at  twelve  ?" 

'•  At  twelve.  And,  as  I  tell  you,  when  you 
came  it  seemed  to  me  a  hundred." 

"  Tony,"  says  Mr.  Guppy,  after  considering  a 
little  with  his  legs  crossed,  "he  can't  read  yet, 
can  he  ? " 


"  Read  !  He'll  never  read.  He  can  make 
all  the  letters  separately,  and  he  knows  most  of 
them  separately  when  he  sees  them  ;  he  has  got 
on  that  much,  under  me  ;  but  he  can't  put  them 
together.  He's  too  old  to  acquire  the  knack  of 
it  now — and  too  drunk." 

"  Tony,"  says  Mr.  Guppy,  uncrossing  and 
recrossing  his  legs;  "how  do  you  suppose  he 
spelt  out  that  name  of  Hawdon  ?  " 

"  He  never  spelt  it  out.  You  know  what  a 
curious  power  of  eye  he  has,  and  how  he  has 
been  used  to  em.ploy  himself  in  copying  things 
by  eye  alone.  He  imitated  it — evidently  from 
the  direction  of  a  letter ;  and  asked  me  what  it 
meant." 

"  Tony,"  says  Mr.  Guppy,  uncrossing  and  re- 
crossing  his  legs  again  ;  "  should  you  say  that 
the  original  was  a  man's  writing  or  a  woman's  ?  " 

"A  woman's.  Fifty  to  one  a  lady's — slopes  a 
good  deal,  and  the  end  of  the  letter  '  n,'  long 
and  hasty." 

Mr.  Guppy  has  been  biting .  his  thumb-nail 
during  this  dialogue,  generally  changing  the 
thumb  when  he  has  changed  the  crossed  leg. 
As  he  is  going  to  do  so  again,  he  happens  to 
look  at  his  coat-sleeve.  It  takes  his  attention. 
He  stares  at  it,  aghast. 

"  Why,  Tony,  what  on  earth  is  going  on  in  this 
house  to-night  ?     Is  there  a  chimney  on  fire  ?  " 

"  Chimney  on  fire  !  " 

"  Ah  !  "  returns  Mr.  Guppy.  "  See  how  the 
soot's  falling.  See  here,  on  my  arm !  See 
again,  on  the  table  here  1  Confound  the  stuff, 
it  won't  blow  off — smears,  like  black  fat ! " 

They  look  at  one  another,  and  Tony  goes 
listening  to  the  door,  and  a  little  way  up-stairs, 
and  a  little  way  down-stairs.  Comes  back,  and 
says  it's  all  right,  and  all  quiet ;  and  quotes  the 
remark  he  lately  made  to  Mr.  Snagsby,  about 
their  cooking  chops  at  the  Sol's  Arms. 

"  And  it  was  then,"  resumes  Mr.  Guppy,  still 
glancing  with  remarkable  aversion  at  the  coat- 
sleeve,  as  they  pursue  their  conversation  before 
the  fire,  leaning  on  opposite  sides  of  the  table, 
with  their  heads  very  near  together,  "  that  he 
told  you  of  his  having  taken  the  bundle  of 
letters  from  his  lodger's  portmanteau  ?  " 

"That  was  the  time,  sir,"  answers  Tony, 
faintly  adjusting  his  whiskers.  "Whereupon  I 
wrote  a  line  to  my  dear  boy,  the  Honourable 
William  Guppy,  informing  him  of  the  appoint- 
ment for  to-night,  and  advising  him  not  to  call 
before  :  Boguey  being  a  Slyboots." 

The  light  vivacious  tone  of  fashionable  life 
which  is  usually  assumed  by  Mr.  Weevle,  sits  so 
ill  upon  him  to-night,  that  he  abandons  that 
and  his  whiskers  together;  and,  after  looking 


over  his  shoulder,  appears  to  yield  himself  up,  a 
prey  to  the  horrors  again. 

"  You  are  to  bring  the  letters  to  your  room  to 
read,  and  compare,  and  to  get  yourself  into.a 
position  to  tell  him  all  about  them.  That's  the 
arrangement,  isn't  it,  Tony  ?  "  asks  Mr.  Guppy, 
anxiously  biting  his  thumb-nail. 

"  You  can't  speak  too  low.  Yes.  That's 
what  he  and  I  agreed." 

"  I  tell  you  what,  Tony ' 

"  You  can't  speak  too  low,"  says  Tony  once 
more.  Mr.  Guppy  nods  his  sagacious  head, 
advances  it  yet  closer,  and  drops  into  a  whisper. 

"  I  tell  you  what.  The  first  thing  to  be  done 
is,  to  make  another  packet,  like  the  real  one ; 
so  that,  if  he  should  ask  to  see  the  real  one 
while  it's  in  my  possession,  you  can  show  him 
the  dummy." 

"  And  suppose  he  detects  the  dummy  as  soon 
as  he  sees  it — which  with  his  biting  screw  of  an 
eye  is  about  five  hundred  times  more  likely  than 
not,"  suggests  Tony. 

"  Then  we'll  face  it  out.  They  don't  belong 
to  him,  and  they  never  did.  You  found  that ; 
and  you  placed  them  in  my  hands — a  legal 
friend  of  yours — for  security.  If  he  forces  us 
to  it,  they'll  be  producible,  won't  they  ?  "' 

"  Ye-es,"  is  Mr.  Weevle's  reluctant  admission. 

"  Why,  Tony,"  remonstrates  his  friend,  "  how 
you  look  !  You  don't  doubt  William  Guppy  ? 
You  don't  suspect  any  harm  ?  " 

"  I  don't  suspect  anything  more  than  I  know, 
William,"  returns  the  other  gravely. 

"  And  what  do  you  know  ? "  urges  Mr. 
Guppy,  raising  his  voice  a  little  ;  but  on  his 
friend's  once  more  warning  him,  "  I  tell  you, 
you  can't  speak  too  low,"  he  repeats  his  ques- 
tion without  any  sound  at  all ;  forming  with  his 
lips  only  the  words,  "What  do  you  know?  " 

"  I  know  three  things.  First,  I  know  that 
here  we  are  whispering  in  secrecy  ;  a  pair  of 
conspirators." 

"  Well  1 "  says  Mr.  Guppy,  "  and  we  had 
better  be  that,  than  a  pair  of  noodles,  which  we 
should  be,  if  we  were  doing  anything  else;  for 
it's  the  only  way  of  doing  what  we  want  to  do. 
Secondly?  " 

"  Secondly,  it's  not  made  out  to  me  how  it's 
likely  to  be  profitable,  after  all." 

Mr.  Guppy  casts  up  his  eyes  at  the  portrait 
of  Lady  Dedlock  over  the  mantel-shelf,  and 
replies,  "  Tony,  you  are  asked  to  leave  that  to 
the  honour  of  your  friend.  Besides  its  being 
calculated  to  serve  that  friend,  in  those  chords 
of  the  human  mind  which  -which  need  not  be 
called  into  agonising  vibration  on  the  present 
occasion — your  friend  is  no  fooL  What's  that  ?" 
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"  It's  eleven  o'clock  striking  by  the  bell  of 
Saint  Paul's.  Listen,  and  you'll  hear  all  the 
bells  in  the  city  jangling." 

Both  sit  silent,  listening  to  the  metal  voices, 
near  and  distant,  resounding  from  towers  of 
various  heights,  in  tones  more  various  than 
their  situations.  When  these  at  length  cease, 
all  seems  more  mysterious  and  quiet  than 
before.  One  disagreeable  result  of  whispering 
is,  that  it  seems  to  evoke  an  atmosphere  of 
silence,  haunted  by  the  ghosts  of  sound — strange 
cracks  and  tickings,  the  rustling  of  garments 
that  have  no  substance  in  them,  and  the  tread 
of  dreadful  feet,  that  would  leave  no  mark  on 
the  sea-sand  or  the  winter  snow.  So  sensitive 
the  two  friends  happen  to  be,  that  the  air  is  full 
of  these  phantoms ;  and  the  two  look  over  their 
shoulders  by  one  consent,  to  see  that  the  door 
is  shut. 

"Yes,  Tony?"  says  Mr.  Guppy,  drawing 
nearer  to  the  fire,  and  biting  his  unsteady 
thumb-nail.     "  You  were  going  to  say,  thirdly?" 

"  It's  far  from  a  pleasant  thing  to  be  plotting 
about  a  dead  man  in  the  room  where  he  died, 
especially  when  you  happen  to  live  in  it." 

"  But  we  arc  plotting  nothing  against  him, 
Ton)^" 

"May-be  not,  still  I  don't  like  it.  Live  here 
by  yourself,  and  see  how  jw^  like  it." 

"As  to  dead  men,  Tony,"  proceeds  Mr. 
Guppy,  evading  this  proposal,  "  there  have 
been  dead  men  in  most  rooms." 

"  I  know  there  have ;  but  in  most  rooms  you 
let  them  alone,  and — and  they  let  you  alone," 
Tony  answeis. 

The  two  look  at  each  other  again.  Mr. 
Guppy  makes  a  hurried  remark  to  the  effect 
that  they  may  be  doing  the  deceased  a  service  ; 
that  he  hopes  so.  There  is  an  oppressive  blank, 
until  Mr.  Weevle,  by  stirring  the  fire  suddenly, 
makes  Mr.  Guppy  start  as  if  his  heart  had  been 
stirred  instead. 

"  Fah  !  Here's  more  of  this  hateful  soot 
hanging  about,"  says  he.  "  Let  us  open  the 
window  a  bit,  and  get  a  mouthful  of  air.  It's 
tod  close. 

He  raises  the  sash,  and  they  both  rest  on  the 
window-sill,  half  in  and  half  out  of  the  room. 
The  neighbouring  houses  are  too  near,  to  admit 
of  their  seeing  any  sky  without  craning  their 
necks  and  looking  up ;  but  lights  in  frouzy 
windows  here  and  there,  and  the  rolling  of 
distant  carriages,  and  the  new  expression  that 
there  is  of  the  stir  of  men,  they  find  to  be  com- 
fortable. Mr.  Guppy,  noiselessly  tapjiing  on 
the  window-sill,  resumes  his  whispering  in  quite 
a  Hght-comedy  tone. 


"By-the-bye,  Tony,  don't  forget  old  Small- 
weed  ; "  meaning  the  Younger  of  that  name. 
"  I  have  not  let  him  into  this,  you  know.  That 
grandfather  of  his  is  too  keen  by  half.  It  runs 
in  the  family." 

"  I  remember."  says  Tony.  "  I  am  up  to  all 
that." 

"And  as  to  Krook,"  resumes  Mr.  Guppy. 
"  Now,  do  you  suppose  he  really  has  got  hold 
of  any  other  papers  of  importance,  as  he  has 
boasted  to  you,  since  you  have  been  such_allies?  ' 

Tony  shakes  his  head.  "  I  don't  know. 
Can't  imagine.  If  we  get  through  this  business 
without  rousing  his  suspicions,  I  shall  be  better 
informed  no  doubt.  How  can  I  know  without 
seeing  them,  when  he  don't  know  himself?  He 
is  always  spelling  out  words  from  them,  and 
chalking  them  over  the  table  and  the  shop-wall, 
and  asking  what  this  is,  and  what  that  is  ;  but 
his  whole  stock,  from  beginning  to  end,  may 
easily  be  the  waste  paper  he  bought  it  as,  for 
anything  I  can  say.  It's  a  monomania  with 
him,  to  think  he  is  possessed  of  documents. 
He  has  been  going  to  learn  to  read  them  this 
last  quarter  of  a  century,  I  should  judge,  from 
what  he  tells  me." 

"  How  did  he  first  come  by  that  idea,  though  ? 
that's  the  question,"'  Mr.  Guppy  suggests  with 
one  eye  shut,  after  a  little  forensic  meditation. 
"  He  may  have  found  papers  in  something  he 
bought,  where  papers  were  not  supposed  to  be  ; 
and  may  have  got  it  into  his  shrewd  head,  from 
the  manner  and  place  of  their  concealment,  that 
they  are  worth  something." 

"  Or  he  may  have  been  taken  in,  in  some 
pretended  bargain.  Or  he  may  have  been 
muddled  altogether,  by  long  staring  at  whatever 
he  has  got,  and  by  drink,  and  by  hanging  about 
the  Lord  Chancellor's  court  and  hearing  of 
documents  for  ever,"  returns  Mr.  Weevle. 

Mr.  Guppy  sitting  on  the  window-sill,  nod- 
ding his  head  and  balancing  all  these  possi- 
bilities in  his  mind,  continues  thoughtfully  to 
tap  it,  and  clasp  it,  and  measure  it  with  his 
hand,  until  he  hastily  draws  his  hand  away. 

"  What,  in  the  Devil's  name,"  he  says,  "  is 
this  !     Look  at  my  fingers!  " 

A  thick,  yellow  liquor  defiles  them,  which  is 
offensive  to  the  touch  and  sight,  and  more 
offensive  to  the  smell.  A  stagnant,  sickening 
oil,  with  some  natural  repulsion  \\\  it  that  makes 
them  both  shudder. 

"  What  have  you  been  doing  here  ?  What 
have  you  been  pouring  out  of  window?" 

"  I  pouring  out  of  window  !  Nothing,  I 
swear !  Never,  since  I  have  been  here  1 "  cries 
the  lodger. 
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And  yet  look  here — and  look  here  !  When 
he  brings  the  candle,  here,  from  the  corner  of 
the  window-sill,  it  slowly  drips,  and  creeps  away 
down  the  bricks;  here,  lies  in  a  little  thick 
nauseous  pool. 

"This  is  a  horrible  house,"  says  Mr.  Guppy, 
shutting  down  the  window.  "  Give  me  some- 
water,  or  I  shall  cut  my  hand  ofif." 

He  so  washes,  and  rubs,  and  scrubs,  and 
smells  and  washes,  that  h^  has  not  long  restored 
himself  with  a  glass  of  brandy,  and  stood 
silently  before  the  fire,  when  Saint  Paul's  bell 
strikes  twelve,  and  all  those  other  bells  strike 
twelve  from  their  towers  of  various  heights  in 
the  dark  air,  and  in  their  many  tones.  When 
all  is  quiet  again,  the  lodger  says  : 

"  It's  the  appointed  time  at  last.  Shall  I 
go?" 

Mr.  Guppy  nods,  and  gives  him  a  "  lucky 
touch  "  on  the  back  ;  but  not  with  the  washed 
hand,  though  it  is  his  right  hand. 

He  goes  down-stairs ;  and  Mr.  Guppy  tries 
to  compose  himself,  before  the  fire,  for  waiting 
a  long  time.  But  in  no  more  than  a  minute  or 
two  the  stairs  creak,  and  Tony  comes  swiftly 
back. 

"  Have  you  got  them  ?  " 

"  Got  them  !    No.    The  old  man's  not  there." 

He  has  been  so  horribly  frightened  in  the 
short  interval,  that  his  terror  seizes  the  other, 
who  makes  a  rush  at  him,  and  asks  loudly, 
"What's  the  matter?" 

"  I  couldn't  make  him  hear,  and  I  softly 
opened  the  door  and  looked  in.  And  the 
burning  smell  is  there — and  the  soot  is  there, 
-and  the  oil  is  there — and  he  is  not  there  ! " — 
Tony  ends  this  with  a  groan. 

Mr.  Guppy  takes  the  light.  They  go  down, 
more  dead  than  alive,  and  holding  one  another, 
push  open  the  door  of  the  back  shop.  The  cat 
nas  retreated  close  to  it,  and  stands  snarling — 
not  at  them  ;  at  something  on  the  ground,  before 
the  fire.  There  is  very  little  fire  left  in  the 
^rate,  but  there  is  a  smouldering  suffocating 
vapour  in  the  room,  and  a  dark  greasy  coating 
on  the  walls  and  ceiling.  The  chairs  and  table, 
and  the  bottle  so  rarely  absent  from  the  table, 
all  stand  as  usual.  On  one  chair-back,  hang  the 
old  man's  hairy  cap  and  coat. 

"Look!"  whispers  the  lodger,  pointing  his 
friend's  attention  to  these  objects  with  a  trem- 
bhng  finger.  "  I  told  you  so.  When  I  saw 
him  last,  he  took  his  cap  off,  took  out  the  little 
bundle  of  old  letters,  hung  his  cap  on  the  back 
of  the  chair— his  coat  was  there  already,  for  he 
had  pulled  that  off,  before  he  went  to  put  the 
shutters  up— and  I  left  him  turning  the  letters 


over  in  his  hand,  standing  just  where  that 
crumbled  black  thing  is  upon  the  floor.' 

Is  he  hanging  somewhere?  They  look  up. 
No. 

"  See  ! "  whispers  Tony.  "  At  the  foot  of  the 
same  chair,  there  lies  a  dirty  bit  of  thin  red 
cord  that  they  tie  up  pens  with.  That  went 
round  the  letters.  He  undid  it  slowly,  leering 
and  laughing  at  me,  before  he  began  to  turn 
them  over,  and  threw  it  there.     I  saw  it  fall." 

"  What's  the  matter  with  the  cat  ?  "  says  Mr. 
Guppy.     "  Look  at  her  ! " 

"  Mad,  I  think.  And  no  wonder,  in  this  evil 
place." 

They  advance  slowly,  looking  at  all  these 
things.  The  cat  remains  where  they  found  her, 
still  snarling  at  the  something  on  the  ground, 
before  the  fire  and  between  the  two  chairs. 
What  is  it  ?     Hold  up  the  light. 

Here  is  a  small  burnt  patch  of  flooring ;  here 
is  the  tinder  from  a  little  bundle  of  burnt  paper, 
but  not  so  light  as  usual,  seeming  to  be  steeped 
in  something ;  and  here  is — is  it  the  cinder  of  a 
small  charred  and  broken  log  of  wood  sprinkled 
with  white  ashes,  or  is  it  coal  ?  O  Horror,  he 
IS  here  !  and  this,  from  which  we  run  away, 
striking  out  the  light  and  overturning  one 
another  into  the  street,  is  all  that  represents 
liim. 

Help,  help,  help !  come  into  this  house  for 
Heaven's  sake  ! 

Plenty  will  come  in,  but  none  can  help.  The 
Lord  Chancellor  of  that  Court,  true  to  his  title 
in  his  last  act,  has  died  the  death  of  all  Lord 
Chancellors  in  all  Courts,  and  of  all  authorities 
in  all  places  under  all  names  soever,  where  false 
pretences  are  made,  and  where  injustice  is  done. 
Call  the  death  by  any  name  Your  Highness  will, 
attribute  it  to  whom  you  will,  or  say  it  might 
have  been  prevented  how  you  will,  it  is  the 
same  death  eternally — inborn,  inbred,  engen- 
dered in  the  corrupted  humours  of  the  vicious 
body  itself,  and  that  only — Spontaneous  Com- 
bustion, and  none  other  of  all  the  deaths  that 
can  be  died. 


CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

INTERLOPERS. 

NOW  do  those  two  gentlemen  not  very  neat 
about  the  cuffs  and  buttons  who  attended 
the  last  Coroner's  Inquest  at  the  Sol's  Arms, 
reappear  in  the  precincts  with  surprising  swift- 
ness (being,  in  fact,  breathlessly  fetched  by 
the    active"  and    intelligent    beadle),    and   in- 
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iititute  perquisitions  through  the  court,  and 
dive  into  the  Sol's  parlour,  and  write  with 
ravenous  little  pens  on  tissue-paper.  Now  do 
they  note  down,  in  the  watches  of  the  night, 
how  the  neighbourhood  of  Chancery  Lane  was 
\esterday,  at  about  midnight,  thrown  into  a 
state  of  the  most  intense  agitation  and  excite- 
ment by  the  following  alarming  and  horrible 
discovery.  Now  do  they  set  forth  how  it  will 
doubtless  be  remembered,  that  some  time  back 
a  painful   sensation  was  created  in  the  public 


mind,  by  a  case  of  mysterious  death  from  opium 
occurring  in  the  first  Hoor  of  the  house  occupied 
as  a  rag,  bottle,  and  general  marine  store  shop,  by 
an  eccentric  individual  of  intemperate  habits,  far 
advanced  in  life,  named  Krook  ;  and  how,  by  a 
remarkable  coincidence,  Ki'ook  was  examined 
at  the  inquest,  which  it  may  be  recollected  was 
held  on  that  occasion  at  the  Sol's  Arms,  a  well- 
conducted  tavern,  immediately  adjoining  the 
premises  in  question,  on  the  west  side,  and 
licensed  to  a  highly  respectable  landlord,  Mr. 


"  I   HAVE   COME    UUWN,"    REPEATS   GRANDFATHER   SMALLWEED,    HOOKING   THE   AIR   TOWARDS    HIM    WITH   ALL 
HIS   TEN   FINGERS   AT   ONCE,    "TO   LOOK   AFTER  THE  PROPERTY." 


James  George  Bogsby.  Now  do  tlicy  show  (in 
..IS  many  words  as  possible),  how  during  some 
hours  of  yesterday  evening  a  very  i:)cculiar  smell 
was  observed  by  the  inhabitants  of  the  court, 
in  which  the  tragical  occurrence  which  forms 
the  subject  of  that  present  account  transpired  : 
.and  which  odour  was  at  one  time  so  powerful, 
that  Mr.  Swills,  a  comic  vocalist,  professionally 
jengaged  by  Mr.  J.  G.  Bogsby,  has  himself  stated 
to  our  reporter  that  he  mentioned  to  Miss  M. 
Mclvilleson,  a  lady  of  some  pretensions  to 
Bi.EAK  Housr,  10. 


musical  ability,  likewise  engaged  by  Mr.  J.  G. 
Bogsby  to  sing  at  a  series  of  concerts  called 
Harmonic  Assemblies  or  Meetings,  which  it 
Avould  appear  are  held  at  the  Sol's  Arms,  under 
]\Ir.  Bogsby's  direction,  pursuant  to  the  Act  of 
George  the  Second,  that  he  (Mr.  Swills)  found 
his  voice  seriously  affected  by  the  impure  state 
of  the  atmosphere;  his  jocose  expression,  at 
the  time,  being,  "  that  he  was  like  an  empty 
post-office,  for  he  hadn't  a  single  note  in  him." 
How  this  account  of  Mr.  Swills  is  entirely  cor- 
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roborated  by  two  intelligent  married  females 
residing  in  the  same  court,  and  known  respec- 
tively by  the  names  of  Mrs.  Piper  and  Mrs. 
Perkins ;  both  of  whom  observed  the  foetid 
effluvia,  and  regarded  them  as  being  emitted 
from  the  premises  in  the  occupation  of  Krook, 
the  unfortunate  deceased.  All  this  and  a  great 
deal  more,  the  two  gentlemen,  who  have  formed 
an  amicable  partnership  in  the  melancholy 
catastrophe,  write  down  on  the  spot ;  and  the 
boy  pojiulation  of  the  court  (out  of  bed  in  a 
moment)  swarm  up  the  shutters  of  the  Sol's 
Arms  parlour,  to  behold  the  tops  of  their  heads 
while  they  are  about  it. 

The  whole  court,  adult  as  well  as  boy,  is 
sleepless  for  that  night,  and  can  do-nothing  but 
wrap  up  its  many  heads,  and  talk  of  the  ill-fated 
house,  and  look  at  it.  Miss  Flite  has  been 
bravely  rescued  from  her  chamber,  as  if  it  were 
in  flames,  and  accommodated  with  a  bed  at  the 
Sol's  Arms.  The  Sol  neither  turns  off  its  gas 
nor  shuts  its  door,  all  night ;  for  any  kind  of 
public  excitement  makes  good  for  the  Sol,  and 
causes  the  court  to  stand  in  need  of  comfort. 
The  house  has  not  done  so  much  in  the  sto- 
machic article  of  cloves,  or  in  brandy  and  water 
warm,  since  the  Inquest.  The  moment  the 
potboy  heard  what  had  happened,  he  rolled  up 
his  shirt-sleeves  tight  to  his  shoulders,  and  said, 
"  There'll  be  a  run  upon  us  1 "  In  the  first  out- 
cry, Young  Piper  dashed  off  for  the  fire-engines ; 
and  returned  in  triumph  at  a  jolting  gallop, 
perched  up  aloft  on  the  Phoenix,  and  holding  on 
to  that  fabulous  creature  with  all  his  might,  in 
the  midst  of  helmets  and  torches.  One  helmet 
remains  behind,  after  careful  investigation  of  all 
chinks  and  crannies  ;  and  slowly  paces  up  and 
down  before  the  house,  in  compdny  with  one  of 
the  two  policemen  who  have  been  likevrise  left 
in  charge  thereof.  To  this  trio,  everybody  in 
the  court,  possessed  of  sixpence,  has  an  insatiate 
desire  to  exhibit  hospitality  in  a  liquid  form. 

Mr.  Weevle  and  his  friend  Mr.  Guppy  are 
within  the  bar  at  the  Sol,  and  are  worth  anything 
to  the  Sol  that  the  bar  contains,  if  they  will 
only  stay  there.  "  This  is  not  a  time,""says  Mr. 
Bogsby,  "  to  haggle  about  money,"  though  he 
looks  something  sharply  after  it  over  the  coun- 
ter ;  "  give  your  orders,  you  two  gentlemen, 
and  you're  welcome  to  whatever  you  put  a 
name  to." 

Thus  entreated,  the  two  gentlemen  (Mr. 
Weevle  especially)  put  names  to  so  many  things, 
that  in  course  of  time  they  find  it  difficult  to 
put  a  name  to  anything  quite  distinctly;  though 
they  still  relate,  to  all  new  comers,  some  version 
of  the  night  they  have  had  of  it,  and  of  what 


they  said,  and  what  they  thought,  and  what  they 
saw.  Meanwhile,  one  or  other  of  the  police- 
men often  flits  about  the  door,  and  pushin^^  it 
open  a  little  way  at  the  full  length  of  his  arm, 
looks  in  from  outer  gloom.  Not  that  he  has 
any  suspicions,  but  that  he  may  as  well  know 
what  they  are  up  to  in  there. 

Thus,  night  pursues  its  leaden  course ;  finding 
the  court  still  out  of  bed  through  the  unwonted 
hours,  still  treating  and  being  treated,  still  con- 
ducting itself  similarly  to  a  court  that  has  had  a 
little  money  left  it  unexpectedly.  Thus,  night 
at  length  with  slow-retreating  steps  departs,  and 
the  lamplighter  going  his  rounds,  like  an  execu- 
tioner to  a  despotic  king,  strikes  off  the  little 
heads  of  fire  that  have  aspired  to  lessen  the 
darkness.    Thus,  the  day  cometh,  whether  or  no. 

And  the  day  may  discern,  even  with  its  dim 
London  eye,  that  the  court  has  been  up  all 
night.  Over  and  above  the  faces  that  have 
fallen  drowsily  on  tables,  and  the  heels  that  lie 
prone  on  hard  floors  instead  of  beds,  the  brick 
and  mortar  physiognomy  of  the  very  court  itsell" 
looks  worn  and  jaded.  And  now  the  neigh- 
bourhood waking  up,  and  beginning  to  hear  of 
what  has  happened,  comes  streaming  in,  half- 
dressed,  to  ask  questions ;  and  the  two  police- 
men and  the  helmet  (who  are  far  less  impressible 
externally  than  the  court)  have  enough  to  do  to 
keep  the  door. 

"  Good    gracious,    gentlemen  !  "     says     Mr.  . 
Snagsby,  coming  up.     "  What's  this  I  hear  ! " 

"  AVhy,  it's  true,"  returns  one  of  the  police- 
men. "  That's  what  it  is.  Now  move  on  here,^ 
com.e  ! " 

"Why,  good  gracious,  gentlemen,"  says  Mr. 
Snagsby,  somewhat  promptly  backed  away,  "  I 
was  at  this  door  last  night  betwixt  ten  and 
eleven  o'clock,  in  conversation  with  the  young 
man  who  lodges  here." 

"  Indeed  ? "  returns  the  policeman.  "  You 
v.ill  find  the  young  man  next  door,  then.  Nov/ 
move  on  here,  some  of  you." 

"  Not  hurt,  I  hope  ?  "  says  Mr.  Snagsby. 

"  Hurt  ?     No.     What's  to  hurt  him  ! " 

Mr.  Snagsby,  wholly  unable  to  answer  this, 
or  any  other  question,  in  his  troubled  mind,  re- 
pairs to  the  Sol's  Arms,  and  finds  Mr.  Weevie 
languishing  over  tea  and  toast  \  with  a  consider- 
able expression  on  him  of  exhausted  excitement, 
and  exhausted  tobacco-smoke. 

"  And  Mr.  Guppy  fikewise ! "  quoth  Mr. 
Snagsby.  "Dear,  dear,  dear!  What  a  fate 
there  seems  in  all  this  !     And  my  lit — " 

Mr.  Snagsby's  power  of  speech  deserts  him 
in  the  formation  of  the  words  "my  little  woman." 
For,  to  see  that  injured  female  walk  into  the 
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Sol's  Arms  at  that  hour  of  the  morning  and 
stand  before  the  beer-engine,  with  her  eyes  fixed 
upon  him  Hke  an  accusing  spirit,  strikes  him 
dumb, 

"  My  dear,"  says  Mr.  Snagsby,  when  his 
tongue  is  loosened,  "  will  you  take  anything  ? 
A  little — not  to  put  too  fine  a  point  upon  it — drop 
of  shrub  ?  " 

"  No,"  says  Mrs.  Snagsby. 

"  My  love,  you  know  these  two  gentlemen  ?  " 

"  Yes  !  "  says  Mrs.  Snagsby ;  and  in  a  rigid 
manner  acknowledges  their  presence,  still  fixing 
Mr.  Snagsby  with  her  eye. 

The  devoted  Mr.  Snagsby  cannot  bear  this 
treatment.  He  takes  Mrs.  Snagsby  by  the  hand, 
and  leads  her  aside  to  an  adjacent  cask. 

"  My  little  woman,  why  do  you  look  at  me  in 
that  way  ?     Pray  don't  do  it." 

"  I  can't  help  my  looks,"  says  Mrs.  Snagsby, 
"and  if  I  could  I  wouldn't." 

Mr.  Snagsby  with  his  cough  of  meekness, 
rejoins,  "  Wouldn't  you  really,  my  dear?"  and 
meditates.  Then  coughs  liis  cough  of  trouble, 
and  says,  "This  is  a  dreadful  mystery,  my  love! " 
still  fearfully  disconcerted  by  Mrs.  Snagsby's 
eye. 

"  It  ?V,"  returns  Mrs.  Snagsby,  shaking  her 
head,  "  a  dreadful  mystery." 

'•  My  little  woman,"  urges  Mr.  Snagsby,  in  a 
piteous  manner,  "  don't  for  goodness'  sake  speak 
to  me  with  that  bitter  expression,  and  look  at 
me  in  that  searching  way  !  I  beg  and  entreat 
of  you  not  to  do  it.  Good  Lord,  you  don't  sup- 
pose that  I  would  go  spontaneously  combusting 
any  ])erson,  my  dear  ?  " 

"  I  can't  say,"  returns  Mrs.  Snagsby. 

On  a  hasty  review  of  his  unfortunate  position, 
Mr.  Snagsby  "  can't  say,"  either.  He  is  not 
prepared  positively  to  deny  that  he  may  have 
had  something  to  do  with  it.  He  has  had 
something — he  don't  know  what — to  do  with  so 
much  in  this  connection  that  is  mysterious,  that 
it  is  possible  he  may  even  be  implicated,  without 
knowing  it,  in  the  present  transaction.  He 
faintly  wipes  his  forehead  with  his  handkerchief, 
and  gasps. 

''  My  life,"  says  the  unhappy  stationer, 
•'  would  you  have  any  objections  to  mention 
why,  being  in  general  so  delicately  circumspect 
in  your  conduct,  you  come  into  a  Wine  Vaults 
before  breakfast?" 

"  Why  do  you  come  here  ?  "  inquires  }klrs. 
Snagsby. 

"  My  dear,  merely  to  know  the  rights  of  the 
fatal  accident  which  has  happened  to  the  vener- 
able party  who  has  been — combusted."  Mr. 
Snagsby  has  made  a  pause  to  suppress  a  groan. 


"  I  should  then  have  related  them  to  you,  my 
love,  over  your  French  roll." 

"  I  dare  say  you  would.  You  relate  every- 
thing to  me,  Mr.  Snagsby." 

"  Every — my  lit —  ?  " 

"  I  should  be  glad,"  says  Mrs.  Snagsby,  after 
contemplating  his  increased  confusion  with  a 
severe  and  sinister  smile,  "  if  you  v/ould  come 
home  with  me ;  I  think  you  may  be  safer  there, 
Mr.  Snagsby,  than  anywhere  else." 

"  My  love,  I  don't  know  but  what  I  may  be, 
I  am  sure.     I  am  ready  to  go."' 

Mr.  Snagsby  casts  his  eyes  forlornly  round  the 
bar,  gives  Messrs.  Weevle  and  Guppy  good 
morning,  assures  them  of  the  satisfaction  with 
which  he  sees  them  uninjured,  and  accompanies 
Mrs.  Snagsby  from  the  Sol's  Arms.  Before 
night  his  doubt  whether  he  may  not  be  respon- 
sible for  some  inconceivable  part  in  the  catas- 
trophe which  is  the  talk  of  the  whole  neig'i- 
bourhood,  is  almost  resolved  into  certainty  by 
Mrs.  Snagsby's  pertinacity  in  that  fixed  gaze. 
His  mental  sufferings  are  so  great,  that  he  enter- 
tains wandering  ideas  of  delivering  himself  up 
to  justice,  and  requiring  to  be  cleared,  if  inno- 
cent, and  punished  with  the  utmost  rigour  of  the 
law,  if  guilty. 

Mr.  Weevle  and  ]\Ir,  Guppy,  having  taken 
their  breakfast,  step  into  Lincoln's  Inn  to  take  a 
little  v.alk  about  the  square,  and  clear  as  many 
of  the  dark  cobwebs  out  of  their  brains  as  a 
little  v.alk  may, 

"  There  can  be  no  more  favourable  time  than 
the  present,  Tony,"  says  Mr,  Guppy,  after  they 
have  broodingly  made  out  the  four  sides  of  the 
square,  "  for  a  word  or  two  between  us,  upon  a 
point  on  which  we  must,  with  very  little  delay, 
come  to  an  understanding." 

"  Now,  I  tell  you  what,  William  G.  !  "  returns 
the  other,  eyeing  his  companion  with  a  blood- 
shot eye.  "  If  it's  a  point  of  conspiracy,  you 
needn't  take  the  trouble  to  mention  it.  I  have 
had  enough  of  that,  and  I  ain't  going  to  have 
any  more.  We.  shall  have  you  taking  fire  next, 
or  blowing  up  with  a  bang." 

This  supposititious  phenomenon  is  so  vtxy 
disagreeable  to  Mr.  Guppy  that  his  voice 
quakes,  as  he  says  in  a  moral  way,  "  Tony, 
I  should  have  thought  that  what  we  went 
through  last  night,  would  have  been  a  lesson 
to  you  never  to  be  personal  any  more  as  long 
as  you  lived."  To  which  Mr.  Weevle  returns, 
"  William,  I  should  have  thought  it  would  have 
been  a  lesson  to  you  never  to  conspire  any- 
more as  long  as  you  lived."  To  which  Mr. 
Guppy  says,  "  Who's  conspiring  ?  "  To  which 
IMr.  Jobling   replies,    '•'  Why,  you   are  ! "      To 
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which  Mr.  (iupj))'  retorts,  '"  No,  I  am  not." 
To  which  Mr.  JobHng  retorts  again,  "  Yes,  you 
are ! "  To  which  Mr.  Guppy  retorts,  "  Who 
says  so?"  To  which  Mr.  Jobling  retorts,  "/ 
.say  so  !  "  To  which  Mr.  Guppy  retorts,  "  Oh, 
indeed  !  "  To  which  Mr.  Jobling  retorts,  "  Yes, 
indeed  ! "  And  both  being  now  in  a  heated 
state,  they  walk  on  silently  lor  a  while,  to  cool 
down  again. 

"  Tony,"  says  Mr.  Guppy,  then,  "  if  you 
heard  your  friend  out,  instead  of  flying  at  him, 
you  wouldn't  fall  into  mistakes.  But  your  tem- 
])er  is  hasty,  and  you  are  not  considerate.  Pos- 
sessing in  yourself,  Tony,  all  that  is  calculated 
to  charm  the  eye ' 

"  Oh  !  Blow  the  eye  !  "  cries  Mr.  Weevle, 
cutting  him  short.  "  Say  what  you  ha\'e  got  to 
say  ! " 

Finding  his  friend  in  this  morose  and  material 
condition,  Mr.  Guppy  only  expresses  the  finer 
feelings  of  his  soul  through  the  tone  of  injury  in 
which  he  recommences  : 

"  Tony,  when  I  say  there  is  a  point  on  which 
we  must  come  to  an  understanding  pretty  soon, 
I  say  so  quite  a])art  from  any  conspiring,  how- 
ever innocent.  You  know  it  is  professionally 
arranged  beforehand,  in  all  cases  that  are  tried, 
what  facts  the  witnesses  are  to  prove.  Is  it,  or 
is  it  not,  desirable  that  we  should  know  what 
facts  we  are  to  prove,  on  the  inquiry  into  the 
death  of  this  unfortunate  old  Mo gentle- 
man ?  "  (Mr.  Guppy  was  going  to  say,  Mogul, 
but  thinks  gentleman  better  suited  to  the  cir- 
cumstances.) 

"What  facts?     7%^  facts." 

"The  facts  bearing  on  that  inquhy.  Those 
are — "  Mr.  Guppy  tells  them  oft"  on  his  fingers 
— "  what  we  knew  of  his  habits ;  when  3'ou  saw 
him  last ;  what  his  condition  was  then ;  the 
discovery  that  we  made;  and  how  we  made  it." 

"  Yes,"  says  Mr.  Weevle.  "  Those  are  about 
the  facts." 

"  We  made  the  discovery,  in  consequence  of 
his  having,  in  his  eccentric  way,  an  appointment 
with  you  at  twelve  o'clock  at  night,  when  you 
were  to  explain  some  writing  to  him,  as  you  had 
often  done  before,  on  account  of  his  not  being 
able  to  read.  I,  spending  the  evening  with  you, 
was  called  down — and  so  forth.  The  inquiry 
being  only  into  the  circumstances  touching  the 
death  of  the  deceased,  it's  not  necessary  to  go 
beyond  these  facts,  I  suppose  you'll  agree  ?  " 

"  No  :  "  returns  Mr.  Weevle.  '•  I  suppose 
not." 

"  And  this  is  not  a  conspiracy,  perhaps  ? " 
says  the  injured  Guppy. 

"  No,"   returns   his  friend  :    "  if  it's  nothing 


worse    than    this,    I    N\ithdraw    the     observa- 
tion." 

"  Now,  Ton}-,"  says  Mr.  Guppy,  taking  his 
arm  again,  and  walking  him  slowly  on,  "  I 
should  like  to  know,  in  a  friendly  way,  whether 
you  have  yet  thought  over  the  many  advantages 
of  your  continuing  to  live  at  that  place  ?  " 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  says  Tony,  stopping. 

"  Whether  you  have  yet  thought  over  the 
many  advantages  of  your  continuing  to  live  at 
that  place  ? "  repeats  Mr.  Gupj)y,  walking  him 
on  again. 

"  At  what  place  ?  Thai  place  ?  "  pointing  in 
the  direction  of  the  rag  and  bottle  shop. 

Mr.  Guppy  nods. 

"  Why,  I  wouldn't  pass  another  night  there, 
for  any  consideration  that  you  could  offer  me,'' 
says  Mr.  Weevle,  haggardly  staring. 

"  Do  you  mean  it,  though,  Tony  ?  " 

"  Mean  it !  Do  I  look  as  if  I  mean  it  ?  I 
feel  as  if  I  do  :  I  know  that,"  says  Mr.  AVeevle, 
with  a  very  genuine  shudder. 

"  Then  the  possibility  or  probability —  for 
such  it  must  be  considered — of  your  never 
being  disturbed  in  possession  of  those  effects, 
lately  belonging  to  a  lone  old  man  who  seemed 
to  have  no  relation  in  the  world  ;  and  the  cer- 
tainty of  your  being  able  to  find  out  what  he 
really  had  got  stored  up  there  ;  don't  weigh 
with  you  at  all  against  last  night,  Tony,  if  I 
understand  you  ?  "  says  Mr.  Guppy,  biting  his 
thumb  with  the  appetite  of  vexation. 

"  Certainly  not.  Talk  in  that  cool  way  of  a 
fellow's  living  there  ?  "  cries  Mr.  Weevle,  indig- 
nantly.    "  Go  and  live  there  yourself." 

"  O  !  I,  Tony  !  "  says  Mr.  Guppy,  soothing 
him.  "  I  have  never  lived  there,  and  couldn't 
get  a  lodging  there  now ;  whereas  you  have  got 
one." 

"  You  are  welcome  to  it,"  rejoins  his  friend, 
"  and — ugh  ! — you  may  make  yourself  at  home 
in  it." 

"  Then  you  really  and  truly  at  this  point," 
says  Mr.  Guppy,  "  give  up  the  whole  thing,  if  I 
understand  you,  Tony  ?  " 

"  You  never,"  returns  Tony,  with  a  most  con- 
vincing steadfastness,  "  said  a  truer  word  in  all 
your  life.     I  do." 

While  they  are  so  conversing,  a  hackney-coacli 
drives  into  the  square,  on  the  box  of  which 
vehicle  a  very  tall  hat  makes  itself  manifest  to 
the  public.  Inside  the  coach,  and  consequently 
not  so  manifest  to  the  multitude,  though  suffi- 
ciently so  to  the  two  friends,  for  the  coach  stops 
almost  at  their  feet,  are  the  venerable  Mr. 
Smalhveed  and  Mrs.  Smallweed,  accompanied 
by  their  grand-daughter  Judy.     An  air  of  haste 
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and  excitement  pervades  the  party  ;  and  as  the 
tall  hat  (surmounting  Mr.  Smallweed  the 
younger)  alights,  Mr.  Smallweed  the  elder  pokes 
his  head  out  of  window,  and  bawls  to  Mr. 
Guppy,  "  How  de  do,  sir  !     How  de  do  !  " 

"  What  do  Chick  and  his  family  want  here  at 
this  time  of  the  morning,  I  wonder  !  "  says  Mr. 
Guppy,  nodding  to  his  familiar. 

"  My  dear  sir,"  cries  Grandfather  Smallweed, 
"  would  you  do  me  a  favour  ?  Would  you  and 
your  friend  be  so  very  obleeging  as  to  airry  me 
into  the  public-house  in  the  court,  while  Bart 
and  his  sister  bring  their  grandmother  along? 
W^ould  you  do  an  old  man  that  good  turn, 
sir?" 

Mr.  Guppy  looks  at  his  friend,  repeating  in- 
quiringly, ''  the  public-house  in  the  court  ? " 
And  they  prepare  to  bear  the  venerable  burden 
to  the  Sol's  Arms. 

"  There's  your  fare  !  "  says  the  Patriarch  to 
the  coachman  with  a  fierce  grin,  and  shaking 
his  incapable  fist  at  him.  "  Ask  me  for  a  penny 
more,  and  I'll  have  my  lawful  revenge  upon  you. 
My  dear  young  men,  be  easy  with  me,  if  you 
please.  Allow  me  to  catch  you  round  the  neck. 
I  won't  squeeze  you  tighter  than  I  can  help. 
O  Lord  !     O  dear  me  !     O  my  bones  !  " 

It  is  well  that  the  Sol  is  not  far  off,  for  Mr. 
Weevle  presents  an  apoplectic  appearance  before 
half  the  distance  is  accomplished.  With  no 
worse  aggravation  of  his  symptoms,  however, 
than  the  utterance  of  divers  croaking  sounds, 
expressive  of  obstructive  respiration,  he  fulfils 
his  share  of  the  porterage,  and  the  benevolent 
old  gentleman  is  deposited  by  his  own  desire  in 
the  parlour  of  the  Sol's  Arms. 

"  O  Lord  ! "  gasps  Mr.  Smallweed,  looking 
about  him,  breathless,  from  an  arm-chair.  "  O 
dear  me !  O  my  bones  and  back !  O  my 
aches  and  pains  !  Sit  down,  you  dancing, 
prancing,  shambling,  scrambling  poll  parrot ! 
Sit  down!" 

This  little  apostrophe  to  Mrs.  Smallweed  is 
occasioned  by  a  propensity  on  the  part  of  that 
unlucky  old  lady,  whenever  she  finds  herself  on 
her  feet,  to  amble  about,  and  "  set  "  to  inanimate 
objects,  accompanying  herself  with  a  chattering 
noise,  as  in  a  witch  dance.  A  nervous  affection 
has  probably  as  much  to  do  with  these  demon- 
strations, as  any  imbecile  intention  in  the  poor 
old  woman ;  but  on  the  present  occasion  they 
are  so  particularly  lively  in  connection  with  the 
Windsor  arm-chair,  fellow  to  that  in  which  Mr. 
Smallweed  is  seated,  that  she  only  cjuite  desists 
when  her  grandchildren  have  held  her  down 
in  it :  her  lord  in  the  meanwhile  bestowing 
upon  her,  with  great  volubility,  the  endearing 


epithet  of  "  a  pig-headed  Jackdaw,"  repeated  a 
surprising  number  of  times. 

"  My  dear  sir,"  Grandfather  Smallweed  then 
proceeds,  addressing  Mr.  Guppy,  "  there  has 
been  a  calamity  here.  Have  you  heard  of  it, 
either  of  you  ?  " 

"Heard  of  it,  sir  !     Why  we  discovered  it." 

"  You  discovered  it.  You  two  discovered  it ! 
Bart,  they  discovered  it !  " 

The  two  discoverers  stare  at  the  Smallweeds, 
who  return  the  compliment. 

"  My  dear  friends,"  whines  Grandfather  Small- 
weed,  putting  out  both  his  hands, "  I  owe  you  a 
thousand  thanks  for  discharging  the  melancholy 
office  of  discovering  the  ashes  of  Mrs.  Small- 
weed's  brother." 

"  Eh  ?  "  says  Mr.  Guppy. 

"  Mrs.  Smallweed's  brother,  my  dear  friend — 
her  only  relation.  We  were  not  on  terms,  which 
is  to  be  deplored  now,  but  he  never  wouid  be 
on  temis.  He  was  not  fond  of  us.  He  was 
eccentric — he  was  very  eccentric.  Unless  he 
has  left  a  will  (which  is  not  at  all  Hkely)  I  shall 
take  out  letters  of  administration.  I  have  come 
down  to  look  after  the  property  ;  it  must  be 
sealed  up,  it  must  be  protected.  I  have  come 
down,"  repeats  Grandfather  Smallweed,  hooking 
the  air  towards  him  with  all  his  ten  fingers  at 
once,  '•'  to  look  after  the  property." 

"  I  think,  Small,"  says  the  disconsolate  Mr. 
Guppy,  "  you  might  have  mentioned  that  the  old 
man  was  your  uncle." 

"  You  two  were  so  close  about  him  that  I 
thought  you  would  like  me  to  be  the  same," 
returns  that  old  bird,  with  a  secretly  glistening 
eye.     "  Besides,  I  wasn't  proud  of  him." 

"  Besides  which,  it  was  nothing  to  you,  you 
know,  whether  he  was  or  not,"  says  Judy.  Also 
with  a  secretly  glistening  eye. 

"  He  never  saw  me  in  his  life,  to  know  me," 
observed  Small ;  "  I  don't  know  why  I  should 
introduce  ///;//,  I  am  sure  ! " 

"  No,  he  never  communicated  with  us — which 
is  to  be  deplored,"  the  old  gentleman  strikes  in  ; 
"  but  I  have  come  to  look  after  the  property — 
to  look  over  the  papers,  and  to  look  after  the 
property.  We  shall  make  good  our  title. 
It  is  in  the  hands  of  my  solicitor.  Mr.  Tul- 
kinghorn,  of  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields,  over  the 
way  there,  is  so  good  as  to  act  as  my  solicitor  ; 
and  grass  don't  grow  under  /its  feet,  I  can  tell 
ye.  Krook  was  Mrs.  Smallweed's  only  brother ; 
she  had  no  relation  but  Krook,  and  Krook  had 
no  relation  but  Mrs.  Smallweed.  I  am  speaking 
of  your  brother,  you  bnmstone  blackbeetle,  that 
was  seventy-six  years  of  age."' 

Mrs.  Smallweed  instantly  begins  to  shake  her 
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head,  and  pipe  up,  "  Seventy-six  pound  seven 
and  scvenpence  !  Seventy-six  thousand  bags  of 
money  !  Seventy-six  hundred  thousand  million 
of  i)arcels  of  bank-notes  !  " 

"Will  somebody  give  me  a  quart  pot?"  ex- 
claims her  exasperated  husband,  looking  heli)- 
lessly  about  him,  and  finding  no  missile  wiUiin 
his  reach.  "  Will  somebody  obleege  me  with  a 
spittoon  ?  Will  somebody  hand  me  anything 
hard  and  bruising  to  pelt  at  her  ?  You  hag,  you 
cat,  you  dog,  you  brimstone  barker ! "  Here 
Mr,  Smallweed,  wrought  up  to  the  highest  pitch 
by  his  own  eloquence,  actually  throws  Judy  at 
her  grandmother,  in  default  of  anything  else, 
by  bulting  that  young  virgin  at  the  old  lady  with 
such  force  as  he  can  muster,  and  then  dropping 
into  his  chair  in  a  heap. 

"  Shake  me  up,  somebody,  if  you'll  be  so 
good,"  says  the  voice  from  within  the  faintly 
struggling  bundle  into  which  he  has  collapsed. 
"  I  ha\e  come  to  look  after  the  property.  Shake 
me  up ;  and  call  in  the  police  on  duty  at  the 
next  house,  to  be  explained  to  about  the  pro- 
perty. My  solicitor  will  be  here  presently  to 
protect  the  property.  Transportation  or  the 
gallows  for  anybody  who  shall  touch  the  pro- 
perty!" As  his  dutiful  grandchildren  set  him 
up,  panting,  and  putting  him  through  the  usual 
restorative  process  of  shaking  and  punching,  he 
still  repeats  like  an  echo,  '•  the — the  property  ! 
The  property  !— property  !  " 

Mr.  Weevle  and  Mr.  Guppy  look  at  each 
other ;  the  former  as  having  relinquished  the 
whole  affair ;  the  latter  with  a  dis'comfiied  coun- 
tenance, as  having  entertained  some  lingering 
expectations  yet.  But  there  is  nothing  to  be 
done  in  opposition  to  the  Smallweed  interest. 
Mr.  Tulkinghorn's  clerk  comes  down  from  his 
official  i)ew  in  the  chambers,  to  mention  to  the 
police  that  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  is  answerable  for 
its  being  all  correct  about  the  next  of  kin,  and 
that  the  papers  and  effects  will  be  formally  taken 
possession  of  in  due  time  and  course.  Mr. 
Smallweed  is  at  once  permitted  so  far  to  assert 
his  supremacy  as  to  be  carried  on  a  visit  of  sen- 
timent into  the  next  house,  and  up-stairs  into 
Miss  Flite's  deserted  room,  where  he  looks  like  a 
hideous  bird  of  prey  newly  added  to  her  aviary. 

The  arrival  of  this  unexpected  heir  soon 
taking  wind  in  the  court,  still  makes  good  for 
the  Sol,  and  keeps  the  court  upon  its  mettle. 
Mrs.  Piper  and  Mrs.  Perkins  think  it  hard  upon 
the  young  man  if  there  really  is  no  will,  and 
consider  that  a  handsome  present  ought  to  be 
made  him  out  of  the  estate.  Young  Piper  and 
Young  Perkins,  as  members  of  that  restless 
juvenile  circle  which  is  the  terror  of  the  foot- 


passengers  in  Chancery  Lane,  crumble  into  ashed 
behind  the  pump  and  under  the  archway,  all 
da)-  long ;  where  wild  yells  and  hootings  take 
place  over  their  remains.  Litde  Swills  and  Miss' 
M.  Melvilleson  entered  into  affable  conversation 
with  their  patrons,  feeling  that  these  unusual 
occurrences  level  the  barriers  between  profes- 
sionals and  non-professionals.  Mr.  Bogsby  puts 
up,  "  The  popular  song  of  Kino  Deaih  !  w^ith 
chorus  by  the  whole  strength  of  the  company," 
as  the  gi-eat  Harmonic  feature  of  the  week  ;  and 
announces  in  the  bill  that  "  J.  G.  B.  is  induced 
to  do  so  at  a  considerable  extra  expense,  in 
consequence  of  a  wish  which  has  been  very  gene- 
rally expressed  at  the  bar  by  a  large  body  of 
respectable  individuals  and  in  homage  to  a  late 
melancholy  event  which  has  aroused  so  much 
sensation."  There  is  one  point  connected  wdth 
the  deceased,  upon  which  the  court  is  particu- 
larly anxious ;  namely,  that  the  fiction  of  a  full- 
sized  coffin  should  be  preserved,  though  there 
is  so  little  to  put  in  it.  Upon  the  undertaker's 
stating  in  the  Sol's  bar  in  the  course  of  the  day, 
that  he  has  received  orders  to  construct  "a  six- 
footer,"  the  general  solicitude  is  much  relieved, 
and  it  is  considered  that  Mr.  Smallweed's  con- 
duct does  him  great  honour. 

Out  of  the  court,  and  a  long  way  out  ot  it, 
there  is  considerable  excitement  too  ;  for  men 
of  science  and  philosophy  come  to  look,  and 
carriages  set  down  doctors  at  the  corner  who 
arrive  with  the  same  intent,  and  there  is  more 
learned  talk  about  inflammable  gases  and  phos- 
phuretted  hydrogen  than  the  court  has  ever 
imagined.  Some  of  these  authorities  (of  course 
the  wisest)  hold  wdth  indignation  that  the  de- 
ceased had  no  business  to  die  in  the  alleged 
manner  ;  and  being  reminded  by  other  authori- 
ties of  a  certain  inquiry  into  the  evidence  for  such 
deaths,  reprinted  in  the  sixth  volume  of  the 
Philosophical  Transactions  ;  and  also  of  a  book 
not  quite  unknown,  on  English  Medical  Juris- 
prudence ;  and  likewise  of  the  Italian  case  of 
the  Countess  Cornelia  Baudi  as  set  forth  in  de- 
tail by  one  Bianchini,  prebendary  of  Verona, 
who  wrote  a  scholarly  work  or  so,  and  was 
occasionally  heard  of  in  his  time  ashaving  gleams 
of  reason  in  him ;  and  also  of  the  testimony  of 
Messrs.  Fodere  and  Mere,  two  pestilent  French- 
men who  would  investigate  the  subject ;  and 
further,  of  the  corroborative  testimony  of  Mon- 
sieur Le  Cat,  a  rather  celebrated  French  surgeon  ^ 
once  upon  a  time,  who  had  the  unpoliteness  to 
live  in  a  house  where  such  a  case  occurred,  and 
even  to  write  an  account  of  it ; — still  they  re- 
gard the  late  Mr.  Krook's  obstinacy,  in  going 
out  of  the  world  by  any  .such  by-way,  as  wholly 
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liii justifiable  and  personally  offensive.  The  less 
the  court  understands  of  all  this,  the  more  the 
court  likes  it ;  and  the  greater  enjoyment  it  has 
in  the  stock  in  trade  of  the  Sol's  Arms.  Then, 
there  comes  the  artist  of  a  picture  newspaper, 
with  a  foreground  and  figures  ready  drawn  for 
anything,  from  a  wreck  on  the  Cornish  coast  to 
a  review  in  Hyde  Park,  or  a  meeting  at  Man- 
chester,— and  in  Mrs.  Perkins's  own  room, 
memorable  evermore,  he  then  and  there  throws 
in  upon  the  block,  Mr.  Krook's  house,  as  large 
as  life  ;  in  fact  considerably  larger,  making  a 
very  Temple  of  it.  Similarly,  being  permitted 
to  look  in  at  the  door  of  the  fatal  chamber,  he 
depicts  that  apartment,  as  three-quarters  of  a 
mile  long,  by  fifty  yards  high ;  at  which  the 
court  is  particularly  charmed.  All  this  time,  the 
two  gentlemen  before  mentioned  pop  in  and  out 
of  every  house,  and  assist  at  the  philosophical 
disputations — go  everywhere,  and  listen  to  every- 
body,— and  yet  are  always  diving  into  the  Sol's 
parlour,  and  writing  with  the  ravenous  little  pei:s 
on  the  tissue-paper. 

At  last  come  the  coroner  and  his  inquiry,  like 
as  before,  except  that  the  coroner  cherishes  this 
case  as  being  out  of  the  common  way,  and  tells 
the  gentlemen  of  the  Jury,  in  his  private  capa- 
city, that  "  that  would  seem  to  be  an  unlucky 
house  next  door,  gentlemen,  a  destined  house ; 
but  so  we  sometimes  find  it,  and  these  are  mys- 
teries we  can't  account  for  !  "  After  which  the 
six-footer  comes  into  action,  and  is  much  ad- 
mired. * 

In  all  these  proceedings  Mr.  Guppy  has  so 
slight  a  part,  except  when  he  gives  his  evidence, 
that  he  is  moved  on  like  a  private  individual, 
and  can  only  haunt  the  secret  house  on  the  out- 
side ;  where  he  has  the  mortification  of  seeing 
Mr.  Smallwced  padlocking  the  door,  and  of 
bitterly  knowiilg  himself  to  be  s^-ut  out.  But 
before  these  proceedings  draw  to  a  close,  that  is 
to  say,  on  the  night  next  after  the  catastrophe, 
Mr.  Guppy  has  a  thing  to  say  that  must  be  said 
to  Lady  Dedlock. 

For  which  reason,  with  a  sinking  heart,  and 
with  that  hangdog  sense  of  guilt  upon  him, 
which  dread  and  watching,  enfolded  in  the  Sol's 
Arms,  have  produced,  the  young  man  of  the 
name  of  Guppy  presents  himself  at  the  town 
mansion  at  about  seven  o'clock  in  the  evening, 
and  requests  to  see  her  ladyship.  Mercury  re- 
plies that  she  is  going  out  to  dinner  ;  don't  he 
Gee  the  carriage  at  the  door  ?  Yes,  he  does  see 
the  carriage  at  the  door  :  but  he  wants  to  see 
my  lady  too. 

Mercury  is  disposed,  as  he  will  presently 
declare  to  a  fellow  gentleman  in  waiting,  "  to 


pitch  into  the  young  man  ; "  but  his  instructions 
are  positive.  Therefore  he  sulkily  supposes  that 
the  young  man  must  come  up  into  the  library. 
There  he  leaves  the  young  man  in  a  large  room, 
not  over-light,  while  he  makes  report  of  him. 

Mr.  Guppy  looks  into  the  shade  in  all  di- 
rections, discovering  everywhere  a  certain 
charred  and  whitened  little  heap  of  coal  or 
wood.  Presently  he  hears  a  rustling.  Is  it —  ? 
No, 'it's  no  ghost ;  but  fair  flesh  and  blood,  most 
brilliantly  dressed. 

"  I  have  to  beg  your  ladyship's  pardon,"  Mr. 
Guppy  stammers,  very  downcast.  '  "  This  is  an 
inconvenient  time " 

"  I  told  you,  you  could  come  at  any  time." 
She  takes  a  chair,  looking  straight  at  him  as  on 
the  last  occasion. 

"  Thank  your  ladyship.  Your  ladyship  is 
very  afiable." 

"You  can  sit  down."  There  is  not  much 
affability  in  her  tone. 

"  I  don't  know,  your  ladyship,  that  it's  worth 
while  my  sitting  down  and  detaining  you,  for  I 
— I  have  not  got  the  letters  that  I  mentioned 
when  I  had  the  honour  of  waiting  on  your  lady- 
ship." 

"  Have  you  come  merely  to  say  so  ?  " 

"  Merely  to  say  so,  your  ladyship."  Mr. 
Guppy  besides  being  depressed,  disappointed, 
and  uneasy,  is  put  at  a  further  disadvantage  by 
the  splendour  and  beauty  of  her  appearance. 
She  knows  its  influence  perfectly ;  has  studied 
it  too  well  to  miss  a  grain  of  its  effect  on  any 
one.  As  she  looks  at  him  so  steadily  and 
coldly,  he  not  only  feels  conscious  that  he  has 
no  guide,  in  the  least  perception  of  what  is 
really  the  complexion  of  her  thoughts  ;  but  also 
that  he  is  being  every  moment,  as  it  were, 
removed  further  and  further  from  her. 

She  will  not  speak  it  is  plain.     So  he  must. 

"  In  short,  your  ladyship,"  says  Mr.  Guppy, 
like  a  meanly  penitent  thief,  "  the  person  I  was 
to  have  had  the  letters  of,  has  come  to  a  sudden 

end,    and "'      He    stops.      Lady   Dedlock 

calmly  finishes  the  sentence. 

"  And  the  letters  are  destroyed  \A\\\  the 
person  ?  " 

Mr.  Guppy  would  say  no,  if  he  could — as  he 
is  unable  to  hide. 

"  I  believe  so,  your  ladyship." 

If  he  could  see  the  least  sparkle  of  relief  in 
her  face  now  ?  No,  he  could  see  no  such  thing, 
even  if  that  brave  outside  did  not  utterly  put 
him  away,  and  he  were  not  looking  beyond  it 
and  about  it. 

He  falters  an  awkward  excuse  or  two  for  his 
failure. 
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"  Is  this  all  you  have  to  say?"  inquires  Lady 
Dedlock,  having  heard  him  out — or  as  nearly 
out  as  he  can  stumble. 

Mr.  Guppy  thinks  that's  all. 

"  You  had  better  be  sure  that  you  wish  to  say 
nothing  more  to  me ;  this  being  the  last  time 
you  will  have  the  opportunity." 

Mr.  Guppy  is  quite  sure.  And  indeed  he 
has  no  such  wish  at  present,  b\-  any  means. 

"  That  is  enough.  I  will  dispense  with  ex- 
cuses. Good  evening  to  you  !  "  and  she  rings 
for  Mercury  to  show  the  young  man  of  the 
name  of  Guppy  out. 

But  in  that  house,  in  that  same  moment, 
there  happens  to  be  an  old  man  of  the  name 
of  Tulkinghom.  And  that  old  man,  coming 
with  his  quiet  footstep  to  the  library,  has  his 
hand  at  that  moment  on  the  handle  of  the  door 
— comes  in — and  comes  face  to  face  with  the 
young  man  as  he  is  leaving  the  room. 

One  glance  between  the  old  man  and  the 
lady ;  and  for  an  instant  the  blind  that  is  always 
down  flies  up.  Suspicion,  eager  and  sharp, 
looks  out.     Another  instant ;  close  again. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Lady  Dedlock.  I  beg 
your  pardon  a  thousand  times.  It  is  so  very 
unusual  to  find  you  here  at  this  hour.  I  sup- 
posed the  room  was  empty.  I  beg  your  pardon ! " 

"  Stay  !  "  She  negligently  calls  him  back. 
"  Remain  here,  I  beg.  I  am  going  out  to 
dinner.  I  have  nothing  more  to  say  to  this 
young  man ! " 

The  disconcerted  young  man  bows,  as  he 
goes  out,  and  cringingly  hopes  that  Mr.  Tul- 
kinghom of  the  Fields  is  well. 

"  Ay,  ay  ? "  says  the  lawyer,  looking  at  him 
from  under  his  bent  brows  ;  though  he  has  no 
need  to  look  again — not  he.  "  From  Kenge 
and  Carboy's,  surely  ?  " 

"  Kenge  and  Carboy's,  Mr.  Tulkinghorn. 
Name  of  Guppy,  sir." 

"  To  be  sure.  Why,  thank  you,  Mr.  Guppy, 
I  am  very  well !  " 

"  Happy  to  hear  it,  sir.  You  can't  be  too 
well,  sir,  for  the  credit  of  the  profession." 

"Thank  you,  Mr.  Guppy  !" 

Mr.  Guppy  sneaks  away.  Mr.  Tulkinghorn, 
such  a  foil  in  his  old-fashioned  rusty  black  to 
Lady  Dedlock's  brightness,  hands  her  down  the 
staircase  to  her  carriage.  He  returns  rubbing 
his  chin,  and  rubs  it  a  good  deal  in  the  course 
of  the  evening. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV. 


TURN      OF      THE      S  C  R  F.  W. 


pan,   or  a 


^OW,  what,"  says  Mr.  George,  "may 
this  be  ?     Is  it  blank  cartridge,  or 
ball?      A   flash   in   the 
shot  ? " 

An  open  letter  is  the  subject  of 
the  trooper's  speculations,  and  it 
seems  to  perplex  him  mightily.  He 
looks  at  it  at  arm's  length,  brings  it  close 
to  him,  holds  it  in  his  right  hand,  holds  it  in  his 
left  hand,  reads  it  with  his  head  on  this  side, 
with  his  head  on  that  side,  contracts  his  eye- 
brows, elevates  them  ;  still,  cannot  satisfy  him- 
self. He  smooths  it  out  upon  the  table  with 
his  heavy  palm,  and  thoughtfully  walking  up 
and  down  the  gallery,  makes  a  halt  before  it 
every  now  and  then,  to  come  upon  it  with  a 
fresh  eye.  Even  that  won't  do.  "  Is  it,"  Mr. 
George  muses^  "  blank  cartridge  or  ball?" 

Phil  Squod,  with  the  aid  of  a  brush  and  paint- 
pot,  is  employed  in  the  distance  whitening  the 
targets ;  softly  whistling,  in  quick-march  time^ 
and  in  drum-and-fife  manner,  that  he  must  and 
he  will  go  back  again  to  the  girl  he  left  behind 
him. 

"  Phil ! "  The  trooper  beckons  as  he  calls 
him. 

Phil  approaches  in  his  usual  way  ;  sidling  off 
at  first  as  if  he  were  going  anywhere  else,  and 
then  bearing  down  upon  his  commander  like  a 
bayonet -charge.  Certain  splashes  of  white 
show  in  high  relief  upon  his  dirty  face,  and 
he  scrapes  his  one  eyebrow  with  the  handle  of 
his  brush. 

"  Attention,  Phil !     Listen  to  this." 

"  Steady,  commander,  steady." 

" '  Sir.  Allow  me  to  remind  you  (though 
there  is  no  legal  necessity  for  my  doing  so, 
as  you  are  aware)  that  the  bill  at  two  months' 
date,  drawn  on  yourself  by  Mr.  INIatthcw  Bag- 
net,  and  by  you  accepted,  for  the  sum  of  ninety- 
seven  pounds  four  shiUings  and  ninepence,  will 
become  due  to-morrow,  when  you  will  please  be 
prepared  to  take  up  the  same  on  presentation. 
Yours,  Joshua  Smallweed.'  —  What  do  you 
make  of  that,  Phil  ?  " 

"  Mischief,  guv'ner." 

"Why?" 

"  I  think,"  replies  Phil,  after  pensively  tracing 
out  a  cross-wrinkle  in  his  forehead  with  the 
brush  handle,  "  that  mischeevious  consequences 
is  always  meant  when  money's  asked  for." 

"  Lookye,  Phil,"  says  the  trooper,  sitting  on 
the  table.     "  First  and  last,  I  have  paid,  I  may 


PHIL  OFFERS  SEVERAL  REALARKS. 


say,  half  as  much  again  as  this  principal,  in 
interest  and  one  thing  and  another." 

Phil  intimates,  by  sidling  back  a  pace  or  two, 
with  a  very  unaccountable  wrench  of  his  wry 
face,  that  he  does  not  regard  the  transaction  as 
being"  made  more  promising  by  this  incident. 

"And  lookye  further,  Phil,"  says  the  trooper, 
staying  his  premature  conclusions  with  a  wave 
of  his  hand.  "There  has  always  been  an 
understanding  that  this  bill  was  to  be  what  they 
call  Renewed.  And  it  has  been  renewed,  no 
end  of  times.     What  do  you  say  now?  " 


"  I  say  tliat  I  think  the  time  is  come  to  a  end 
at  last." 

"  You  do.  Humph  !  I  am  much  of  the  same 
mind  myself." 

"  Joshua  Smallweed  is  him  that  was  brought 
here  in  a  chair  .>" 

"  The  same." 

"  Guv'ner,"  says  Phil,  with  exceeding  gravity. 
'•  he's  a  leech  in  his  dispositions,  he's  a  screw 
and  a  wice  in  his  actions,  a  snake  in  his  twist- 
ings,  and  a  lobster  in  his  claws." 

Having  thus  expressively  uttered   his  senti- 


"  PUTS   HIS  H.V.\D   ON   IliS   BALD   HE.^  AGAIN,    UNDER   THIS   NEW   VERBAL   SHOWER-BATH 


ments,  Mr.  Squod,  after  waiting  a  little  to  ascer- 
tain if  any  further  remark  be  expected  of  him, 
gets  back,  by  his  usual  series  of  movements,  to 
the  target  he  has  in  hand  ;  and  vigorously  sig- 
nifies, through  his  former  musical  medium,  that 
he  must  and  be  will  return  to  that  ideal  young 
lady.  Geoige  having  folded  the  letter,  walks 
in  that  direction. 

"  There  is  a  way,  commander,"  says  Phil, 
^coking  cunningly  at  him,  "  of  settling  this." 

"Paying  the  money,  I  suppose.?  I  wish  I 
could." 

Phil  shakes  his  head.      "  No,  guv'ner,   no  • 


not  so  bad  as  that.  There  is  a  way,"  says  Phil. 
with  a  highly  artistic  turn  of  his  brush—"  what 
I'm  a  doing  at  present." 

"  Whitewashing." 

Phil  nods. 

"  A  pretty  way  that  would  be  !  Do  you  know 
what  would  become  of  the  Bagnets  in  that  case  ? 
Do  you  know  they  would  be  ruineil  to  pay  oft" 
my  old  scores  ?  ]  Wrc  a  moral  character,"  says 
the  trooper,  eyeing  him  in  his  large  way  with 
no  small  indignation,  "upon  my  life  you  are 
Phil!" 

Phil,  on  one  knee  at  the  target,  is  in  course 
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of  protesting  earnestly,  though  not  without  many 
alle'^orical  scoops  of  his  brush,  and  smoothings 
of  the  white  surface  round  the  rim  with  his 
thumb,  that  he  had  forgotten  the  Bagnet  respon- 
sibility, and  would  not  so  much  as  "injure  a  hair 
of  the  head  of  any  member  of  that  worthy 
family,  when  steps  are  audible  in  the  long  pas- 
sa^^e  without,  and  a  cheerful  voice  is  heard  to 
wonder  whether  George  is  at  home.  Phil,  with 
a  look  at  his  master,  hobbles  up,  saying,  "  Here's 
the  guv'ner,  Mrs.  Bagnet  1  Here  he  is  !  "  and 
the  old  girl  herself,  accompanied  by  Mr.  Bagnet, 
appears. 

The  old  girl  never  appears  in  walking  trim, 
in  any  season  of  the  year,  without  a  grey  cloth 
cloak,  coarse  and  much  worn  but  very  clean, 
which  is,  undoubtedly,  the  identical  garment 
rendered  so  interesting  to  Mr.  Bagnet  by  having 
made  its  way  home  to  Europe  from  another 
quarter  of  the  globe,  in  company  with  Mrs. 
Bagnet  and  an  umbrella.  The  latter  faithful 
api)endage  is  also  invariably  a  part  of  the  old 
girl's  presence  out  of  doors.  It  is  of  no  colour 
known  in  this  life,  and  has  a  corrugated  wooden 
crook  for  a  handle,  with  a  metallic  object  let 
into  its  prow  or  beak,  resembHng  a  little  model 
of  a  fanlight  over  a  street  door,  or  one  of  the 
oval  glasses  out  of  a  pair  of  spectacles  :  which 
ornamental  object  has  not  that  tenacious  capa- 
city of  sticking  to  its  post  that  might  be  desired 
in  an  article  long  associated  with  the  British 
army.  The  old  girl's  umbrella  is  of  a  flabby 
habit  of  waist,  and  seems  to  be  in  need  of  stays 
— an  appearance  that  is  possibly  referable  to 
its  having  served,  through  a  series  of  years,  at 
home  as  a  cupboard,  and  on  journeys  as  a 
carpet  bag.  She  never  puts  it  up,  having  the 
greatest  reliance  on  her  well-proved  cloak  with 
its  capacious  hood ;  but  generally  uses  the  in- 
strument as  a  wand  with  which  to  point  out 
joints  of  meat  or  bunches  of  greens  in  marketing, 
or  to  arrest  the  attention  of  tradesmen  by  a 
friendly  poke.  Without  her  market-basket, 
Avhich  is  a  sort  of  wicker  well  with  two  flapping 
lids,  she  never  stirs  abroad.  Attended  by  these 
her  trusty  companions,  therefore,  her  honest 
sunb:irnt  face  looking  cheerily  out  of  a  rough 
straw  bonnet,  Mrs.  Bagnet  now  arrives,  fresh- 
coloured  and  bright,  in  George's  Shooting  Gal- 
lery. 

"Well,  George,  old  fellow,"  says  she,  "and 
how  Ao you  do,  this  sunshiny  morning?" 

Giving  him  a  friendly  shake  of  the  hand,  Mrs. 
Bagnet  draws  a  long  breath  after  her  walk,  and 
sits  down  to  enjoy  a  rest.  Having  a  faculty, 
matured  on  the  tops  of  baggage-waggons,  and  in 
other  such  positions,  of  resting  easily  anywhere, 


she  perches  on  a  rough  bench,  unties  her  bonnet- 
strings,  pushes  back  her  bonnet,  crosses  her 
arms,  and  looks  perfectly  comfortable. 

Mr.  Bagnet,  in  the  mean  time,  has  shaken 
hands  with  his  old  comrade,  and  with  Phil :  on 
whom  Mrs.  Bagnet  likewise  bestows  a  good- 
humoured  nod  and  smile. 

"  Now,  George,"  says  Mrs.  Bagnet,  briskly, 
'•'  here  we  are,  Lignum  and  myselt ; "  she  often 
speaks  of  her  husband  by  this  appellation,  on 
account,  as  it  is  supposed,  of  Lignum  Vitae  hav- 
ing been  his  old  regimental  nickname  when  they 
first  became  acquainted,  in  compliment  to  the 
extreme  hardness  and  toughness  of  his  physiog- 
nomy; "just  looked  in,  we  have,  to  make  it  all 
correct  as  usual  about  that  security.  Give  him 
the  new  bill  to  :sign,  George,  and  he'll  sign  it 
like  a  man." 

"  I  was  coming  to  you  this  morning,"  ob- 
serves the  trooper,  reluctantly. 

"  Yes,  we  thought  you'd  come  to  us  this 
morning,  but  we  turned  out  early,  and  left  Wool- 
wich, the  best  of  boys,  to  mind  his  sisters,  and 
came  to  you  instead — as  you  see  !  For  Lignum, 
he's  tied  so  close  now  and  gets  so  little  exercise, 
that  a  walk  does  him  good.  But  what's  the 
matter,  George?"  asks  Mrs.  Bagnet,  stopping  in 
her  cheerful  talk.     "  You  don't  look  yourself." 

"  I  am  not  quite  myself,"  returns  the  trooper; 
"  I  have  been  a  little  put  out,  Mrs.  Bagnet." 

Her  bright  quick  eye  catches  the  truth  directly. 
"  George  ! "  holding  up  her  forefinger.  "  Don't 
tell  me  there's  anything  wrong  about  that  security 
of  Lignum's  !  Don't  do  it,  George,  on  account 
of  the  children  ! " 

The  trooper  looks  at  her  with  a  troubled 
visage. 

"  George,"  says  Mrs.  Bagnet,  using  both  her 
arms  for  emphasis,  and  occasionally  bringing 
down  her  open  hands  upon  her  knees.  "  If  you 
have  allowed  anything  wrong  to  come  to  that 
security  of  Lignum's,  and  if  you  have  let  him  in 
for  it,  and  if  you  have  put  us  in  danger  of  being 
sold  up— and  I  see  sold  up  in  your  face,  George, 
as  plain  as  print — you  have  done  a  shameful 
action,  and  have  deceived  us  cruelly.  I  tell 
you,  cruelly,  George.     There  !" 

Mr.  Bagnet,  otherwise  as  immovably  as  a 
pump  or  a  lamp-post,  puts  his  large  white  hand 
on  the  top  of  his  bald  head,  as  if  to  defend  it 
from  a  shower-bath,  and  looks  with  great  uneasi- 
ness at  Mrs.  Bagnet. 

"  George  !"  says  that  old  girl.  "  I  wonder  at 
you  !  George,  I  am  ashamed  of  you  !  George, 
I  couldn't  have  believed  you  would  have  done 
it !  I  always  knew  you  to  be  a  rolling  stone 
that  gathered  no  moss  ;  but  I  never  thought  you 
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would  have  taken  away  what  Httle  moss  there 
was  for  Bagnet  and  the  children  to  lie  upon. 
You  know  what  a  hard-working,  steady-going 
chap  he  is.  You  know  what  Quebec  and  Malta 
and  Woolwich  are — and  I  never  did  think  you 
would,  or  could,  have  had  the  heart  to  serve  us 
so.  O  George  ! "  Mrs.  Bagnet  gathers  up  her 
cloak  to  wipe  her  eyes  on,  in  a  very  genuine 
manner,  "  How  could  you  do  it?" 

Mrs.  Bagnet  ceasing,  Mr.  Bagnet  removes  his 
hand  from  his  head  as  if  the  shower-bath  were 
over,  and  looks  disconsolately  at  Mr.  George ; 
who  has  turned  quite  white,  and  looks  distress- 
fully at  the  grey  cloak  and  straw  bonnet. 

"  Mat,"  says  the  trooper,  in  a  subdued  voice, 
addressing  him,  but  still  looking  at  his  wife ; 
"  I  am  sorry  you  take  it  so  much  to  heart, 
because  I  do  hope  it's  not  so  ba  i  as  that  comes 
to.  I  certainly  have,  this  morning,  received 
this  letter  ;"  which  he  reads  aloud  •  "  but  I  hope 
it  may  be  set  right  yet.  As  to  a  rolling  stone, 
why,  what  you  say  is  true.  I  am  a  rolling 
stone ;  and  I  never  rolled  in  anybody's  ■way,  I 
fully  believe,  that  I  rolled  the  least  good  to. 
But  it's  impossible  for  an  old  vagabond  comrade 
to  like  your  wife  and  family  better  than  /like 
'em.  Mat,  and  I  trust  you'll  look  upon  me  as 
forgivingly  as  you  can.  Don't  think  I've  kept 
anything  from  you.  I  haven't  had  the  letter 
more  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour," 

"Old  girl!"  murmurs  Mr.  Bagnet,  after  a 
short  silence,  "  will  you  tell  him  my  opinion  ?  " 

"  Oh  !  Why  didn't  he  marry,"  Mrs.  Bagnet 
answers,  half  laughing  and  half  crying,  "  Joe 
Pouch's  widder  in  North  America?  Then  he 
wouldn't  have  got  himself  into  these  troubles." 

"  The  old  girl,"  says  Mr.  Bagnet,  "  j)uts  it 
correct — why  didn't  you  ?  " 

"Well,  she  has  a  better  husband  by  this 
time,  I  hope,"  returns  the  trooper.  "  Anyhow, 
here  I  stand,  this  present  day,  7ioi  married  to 
Joe  Pouch's  widder.  What  shall  I  do?  You 
see  all  I  have  got  about  me.  It's  not  mine  ; 
it's  yours.  Give  the  word,  and  I'll  sell  off 
every  morsel.  If  I  could  have  hoped  it  would 
have  brought  in  nearly  the  sum  wanted,  I'd 
have  sold  all  long  ago.  Don't  believe  that  I'll 
leave  you  or  yours  in  the  lurch.  Mat.  I'd  sell 
myself  first.  I  only  wish,"  says  the  trooper, 
giving  himself  a  disparaging  blow  in  the  chest, 
"  that  I  knew  of  any  one  who'd  buy  such  a 
second-hand  piece  of  old  stores." 

"  Old  girl,"  murmurs  Mr.  Bagnet,  "  give  him 
another  bit  of  my  mind." 

"  George,"  says  the  old  girl,  "  you  are  not  so 
much  to  be  blamed,  on  full  consideration,  except 
for  ever  taking  this  business  without  the  means." 


"  And  that  was  like  me  !  "  observes  the  peni- 
tent trooper,  shaking  his  head.  "  Like  me,  I 
know\" 

"  Silence  !  The  old  girl,"  says  Mr.  Bagnet, 
"  is  correct — in  her  way  of  gi\  ing  my  opinions 
— hear  me  out !  " 

'-That  was  when  you  never  ought  to  have 
asked  for  the  security,  George,  and  when  you 
never  ought  to  have  got  it,  all  things  considered. 
But  what's  done  can't  be  undone.  You  are 
always  an  honourable  and  straightfonvard  fel- 
low, as  far  as  lays  in  your  po-\fer,  though  a  little 
flighty.  On  the  other  hand,  you  can't  admit 
but  what  it's  natural  in  us  to  be  anxious,  with 
such  a  thing  hanging  over  our  heads.  So  forget 
and  forgive  all  round,  George.  Come  !  Forget 
and  forgive  all  round  !  " 

Mrs.  Bagnet,  giving  him  one  of  her  honest 
hands,  and  giving  her  husband  the  other,  Mr. 
George  gives  each  of  them  one  of  his,  and  holds 
them  while  he  speaks. 

"  I  do  assure  you  both,  there's  nothing  I 
wouldn't  do  to  discharge  this  obligation.  But 
whatever  I  have  been  able  to  scrape  together, 
has  gone  every  two  months  in  keeping  it  up. 
We  have  lived  plainly  enough  here,  Phil  and  I. 
But  the  Gallery  don't  quite  do  what  was  ex- 
pected of  it,  and  it's  not — in  short,  it's  not  the 
Mint.  It  was  wTong  in  me  to  take  it?  Well, 
so  it  was.  But  I  was  in  a  manner  drawn  into 
that  step,  and  I  thought  it  might  steady  me,  and 
set  me  up,  and  you'll  try  to  o\erlook  my  having 
such  expectations,  and  upon  ni}-  soul,  I  am  very 
much  obliged  to  you,  and  very  much  ashamed 
of  myself"  With  these  concluding  words,  Mr. 
George  gives  a  shake  to  each  of  the  hands  he 
holds,  and,  relinquishing  them,  backs  a  pace  or 
two,  in  a  broad-chested  upright  attitude,  as  if  he 
had  made  a  final  confession,  and  were  imme- 
diately going  to  be  shot  with  all  military 
honours. 

'■'  Crcorge,  hear  me  out ! "  says  Mr.  Bagnet, 
glancing  at  his  wife.     "  Old  girl,  go  on  ! " 

Mr.  Bagnet,  being  in  this  singular  manner 
heard  out,  has  merely  to  observe  that  tlie  letter 
must  be  attended  to  without  any  delay  ;  that  it 
is  advisable  that  George  and  he  should  imme- 
diately wait  on  Mr.  Smallweed  in  person  ;  and 
that  the  primary  object  is  to  save  and  hold 
harmless  Mr.  Bagnet,  who  had  none  of  the 
money.  Mr.  George  entirely  assenting,  puts  on 
his  hat,  and  prepares  to  march  with  Mr.  Bagnet 
to  the  enemy's  camp. 

"  Don't  you  mind  a  woman's  hasty  word, 
George."  says  Mrs.  Bagnet,  patting  him  on  the 
shoulder.  "  I  trust  my  old  Lignum  to  you,  and 
I  am  sure  you'll  bring  him  through  it." 
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The  trooper  returns,  that  this  is  kindly  said, 
and  that  he  will  bring  Lignum  through  it  some- 
how. Upon  which  Mrs.  l^agnet,  with  lier  cloak, 
basket,  and  umbrella,  goes  home,  bright-eyed 
attain,  to  the  rest  of  her  Hxmily  ;  and  the  comrades 
sally  forth  on  the  hopeful  errand  of  mollifying 
Mr.  Smallweed. 

Whether  there  are  two  people  in  England 
less  likely  to  come  satisfactorily  out  of  any 
negotiation  with  Mr.  Smallweed  than  Mr. 
George  and  Mr.  Matthew  Bagnet,  may  be  very 
reasonably  questioned.  Also,  notwithstand- 
ing their  martial  appearance,  broad  square 
shoulders,  and  heavy  tread,  whether  there  are, 
within  the  same  limits,  two  more  simple  and 
unaccustomed  children,  in  all  the  Smallweedy 
affairs  of  life.  As  they  proceed  with  great 
gravity  through  the  streets  towards  the  region 
of  Mount  Pleasant,  Mr.  Bagnet,  observing  his 
companio'n  to  be  thoughtful,  considers  it  a 
friendly  part  to  refer  to  Mrs.  Bagnet's  late  sally. 

"George,  you  know  the  old  girl — she's  as 
sweet  and  as  mild  as  milk.  But  touch  her  on 
the  children — or  myself^and  she's  off  like  gun- 
powder." 

''  It  does  her  credit,  Mat !  " 

"  George,"  says  Mr.  Bagnet,  looking  straight 
before  him,  "  the  old  girl — can't  do  anything — 
that  don't  do  her  credit.  More  or  less.  I 
never  say  so.     Discipline  must  be  maintained." 

"  She's  worth  her  weight  in  gold,"  returns  the 
trooper. 

"  In  gold?  "  says  Mr.  Bagnet.  "  I'll  tell  you 
■what.  The  old  girl's  weight — is  twelve  stone 
si.\.  Would  I  take  that  weight — in  any  metal — 
for  the  old  girl  ?  No.  Why  not?  Because  the 
old  girl's  metal  is  far  more  precious — than  the 
preciousest  metal.     And  she's  ^// metal !  " 

"  You  are  right.  Mat !  " 

"When  she  took  me — and  accepted  of  the 
ring — she  "listed  under  me  and  the  children — 
heart  and  head ;  for  life.  She's  that  earnest," 
says  Mr.  Bagnet,  "and  true  to  her  colours — 
that,  touch  us  with  a  finger — and  she  turns  out 
—and  stands  to  her  arrt^s.  If  the  old  girl  fires 
wide — once  in  a  way — at  the  call  of  duty — look 
over  it,  George.     For  she's  loyal ! " 

"Why,  bless  her.  Mat !"  returns  the  trooper, 
"  I  think  the  higher  of  her  for  it !  " 

"  You  are  right !  "  says  Mr.  Bagnet,  with  the 
warmest  enthusiasm,  though  Avithout  relaxing 
the  rigidity  of  a  single  muscle.  "  Think  as  high 
of  the  old  girl — as  the  rock  of  Gibraltar — and 
still  you'll  be  thinkinjj  low — of  such  merits. 
But  I  never  own  to  it  before  her.  Discipline 
must  be  maintained." 

These  encomiums  bring  them  to  Mount  Plea- 


sant, and  to  Grandfather  Smallweed's  house. 
The  door  is  opened  by  the  perennial  Judy,  who, 
having  surveyed  them  from  top  to  toe  with  no 
particular  favour,  but  indeed  with  a  malignant 
.^neer,  leaves  them  standing  there,  while  she 
consults  the  oracle  as  to  their  admission.  The 
oracle  may  be  inferred  to  give  consent,  from  the 
circumstance  of  her  returning  with  the  words  on 
her  honey  lips  "  that  they  can  come  in  if  they 
want  to  it."  Thus  privileged  they  come  in,  and 
find  Mr.  Smallweed  with  his  feet  in  the  drawer 
of  his  chair  as  if  it  were  a  paper  footbath,  and 
Mrs.  Smallweed  obscured  with  the  cushion  like 
a  bird  that  is  not  to  sing. 

"My  dear  friend,"  says  Grandfather  Small- 
weed,  with  those  two  lean  affectionate  arms  of 
his  stretched  forth.  "How  de  do?  How  de 
do  ?     Who  is  our  friend,  my  dear  friend  ?  " 

"  Why  this,"  returns  George,  not  able  to  be 
very  conciliatory  at  first,  "  is  Matthew  Bagnet, 
who  has  obliged  me  in  that  matter  of  ours,  yoa 
know." 

"Oh!  Mr.  Bagnet?  Surely!"  The  old 
man  looks  at  him  under  his  hand.  "  Hope 
you're  well,  Mr.  Bagnet?  Fine  man,  Mr. 
George  !     Military  air,  sir  ! " 

No  chairs  being  offered,  Mr.  George  brings 
one  forward  for  Bagnet,  and  one  for  himself. 
They  sit  down;  Mr.  Bagnet  as  if  he  had  no 
power  of  bending  himself,  except  at  the  hips  for 
that  purpose. 

"Judy,"  says  Mr.  Smallweed,  "bring  the 
pipe." 

"  Why,  I  don't  know,"  Mr.  George  interposes, 
"  that  the  young  woman  need  give  herself  that 
trouble,  for  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  am  not 
inclined  to  smoke  it  to-day." 

"  Ain't  you  ?  "  returns  the  old  man.  "  Judy;, 
bring  the  pipe." 

"The  fact  is,  Mr.  Smallweed,"  proceeds  George, 
"that  I  find  myself  in  rather  an  unpleasant  state 
of  mind.  It  appears  to  me,  sir,  that  your  friend 
in  the  city  has  been  playing  tricks." 

"  O  dear  no  ! "  says  Grandfather  Smallweed, 
"  He  never  does  that !  " 

"  Don't  he  ?  Well,  I  am  glad  to  hear  it, 
because  I  thought  it  might  be  his  doing.  This, 
you  know,  I  am  speaking  of.     This  letter." 

Grandfather  Smallweed  smiles  in  a  very  ugly 
way,  in  recognition  of  the  letter. 

"  What  does  it  mean  ?  "  asks  Mr.  George. 

"  Judy,"  says  the  old  man,  "  have  you  got  the 
pipe?  Give  it  to  me.  Did  you  say  what  does 
it  mean,  my  good  friend  ?  " 

"  Ay  !  Now,  come,  come,  you  know,  Mr. 
Smallweed,"  urges  the  trooper,  constraining  him- 
self to  speak  as  smoothly  and  confidentially  as 
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he  can,  holding  the  open  letter  in  one  hand,  and 
resting  the  broad  knuckles  of  the  other  on  his 
thigh  J  "  a  good  lot  of  money  has  passed  be- 
tween us,  and  we  are  face  to  face  at  the  present 
moment,  and  are  both  well  aware  of  the  under- 
standing there  has  always  been.  I  am  prepared 
to  do  the  usual  thing  which  I  have  done  regu- 
larly, and  to  keep  this  matter  going.  I  never 
got  a  letter  like  this  from  you  before,  and  I  have 
been  a  little  out  about  by  it  this  morning ;  be- 
cause here's  my  friend  Matthew  Bagnet,  who,  you 
know,  had  none  of  the  money " 

"  I  don't  know  it,  you  know,"  says  the  old 
man,  quietly. 

"  Why,  con-found  you — it,  I  mean — I  tell 
you  so  ;  don't  I  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  you  tell  me  so,"  returns  Grandfather 
Smallweed.     "  But  I  don't  know  it," 

"  \VeIl  ! "  says  the  trooper,  swallowing  his 
fire,     "/know  it." 

Mr.  Smallweed  replies  with  excellent  temper, 
"  Ah  !  that's  quite  another  thing  !  "  And  adds, 
^'  but  it  don't  matter.  Mr.  Bagnet's  situation  is 
all  one,  whether  or  no." 

The  unfortunate  George  makes  a  great  effort 
to  arrange  the  affair  comfortably,  and  to  pro- 
pitiate Mr.  Smalhveed  by  taking  him  upon  his 
own  terms. 

"  That's  just  what  I  mean.  As  you  say,  Mr. 
Smallweed,  here's  Matthew  Bagnet  liable  to  be 
fixed  whether  or  no.  Now,  you  see,  that  makes 
his  good  lady  very  uneasy  in  her  mind,  and  me 
too ;  for,  whereas  I'm  a  harum-scarum  sort  of  a 
good-for-nought,  that  more  kicks  than  halfpence 
come  natural  to,  why  he's  a  steady  family 
man,  don't  you  see  ?  Now,  Mr.  Smallweed,' 
says  the-  trooper,  gaining  confidence  as  he  pro- 
ceeds in  this  soldierly  mode  of  doing  business  ; 
"  although  you  and  I  are  good  friends  enough 
in  a  certain  sort  of  way,  I  am  well  aware  that  I 
can't  ask  you  to  let  my  friend  Bagnet  off  en- 
tirely." 

"  O  dear,  you  are  too  modest.  You  can  ask 
me  anything,  Mr.  George."  (There  is  an 
Ogrcish  kind  of  jocularity  in  Grandfather  Small- 
weed  to-day.) 

"  And  you  can  refuse,  you  mean,  eh  ?  Or 
not  you  so  much,  perhaps,  as  your  friend  in  the 
city  ?     Ha  ha  ha  !  " 

"  Ha  ha  ha ! "  echoes  Grandfather  Small- 
weed.  In  such  a  very  hard  manner,  and  with 
eyes  so  particularly  green,  that  Mr.  Bagnet's 
natural  gravity  is  much  deepened  by  the  con- 
templation of  that  venerable  man. 

"  Come  !  "  says  the  sanguine  George,  "  I  am 
glad  to  find  we  can  be  pleasant,  because  I  want 
to  arrange  this  pleasantly.      Here's  my  friend 


Bagnet,  and  here  am  I.  We'll  settle  the  matter 
on  the  spot,  if  you  please,  Mr.  Smallweed,  in 
the  usual  way.  And  you'll  ease  my  friend  Bag- 
net's  mind,  and  his  family's  mind,  a  good  deal, 
if  you'll  just  mention  to  him  what  our  under- 
standing is." 

Here  some  shrill  spectre  cries  out  in  a  mock- 
ing manner,  "  O  good  gracious  !  O  I  "—unless, 
indeed,  it  be  the  sportive  Judy,  who  is  found  to 
be  silent  when  the  startled  visitors  look  rounil, 
but  whose  chin  has  received  a  recent  toss,  ex- 
pressive of  derision  and  contempt.  Mr.  Bag- 
net's  gravity  becomes  yet  more  profound. 

"  But  I  think  you  asked  me,  Mr.  George  ;  " 
old  Smallweed,  who  all  this  time  has  had  the 
pipe  in  his  hand,  is  the  speaker  now ;  '•  I  think 
you  asked  me  what  did  the  letter  mean  ?  " 

"  Why,  yes,  I  did,"  returns  the  trooper,  in  his 
off-hand  way  :  "  but  I  don't  care  to  know  par- 
ticularly, if  it's  all  correct  and  pleasant." 

Mr.  Smallweed,  purposely  balking  himself 
in  an  aim  at  the  trooper's  head,  throws  the  pipe 
on  the  ground  and  breaks  it  to  pieces. 

"  That's  what  it  means,  my  dear  friend.  I'll 
smash  you.  I'll  crumble  you.  I'll  powder  you. 
Go  to  the  devil !  " 

The  two  friends  rise  and  look  at  one  another. 
Mr.  Bagnet's  gravity  has  now  attained  its  pro- 
foundest  point. 

"  Go  to  the  devil ! "  repeats  the  old  man. 
"  I'll  have  no  more  of  your  pipe-smokings  and 
swaggerings.  What?  You're  an  independent 
dragoon,  too  !  Go  to  my  lawyer  (\  ou  remember 
where ;  you  have  been  there  befoie),  and  show 
your  independence  now,  will  you?  Come,  ray 
dear  friend,  there's. a  chance  for  you.  Open 
the  street  door,  Judy;  put  these  blusterers  out ! 
Call  in  help  if  they  don't  go.     Put  'em  out !  " 

He  vociferates  this  so  loudly,  that  Mr.  Bagnet, 
laying  his  hands  on  the  shoulders  of  his  com- 
rade, before  the  latter  can  recover  from  his 
amazement,  gets  him  on  the  outside  of  the 
street  door ;  which  is  instantly  slammed  by  the 
triumphant  Judy.  Utterly  confounded,  Mr. 
George  awhile  stands  looking  at  the  knocker. 
Mr.  Bagnet,  in  a  perfect  abyss  of  gravity,  walks 
up  and  down  before  the  little  parlour  window, 
like  a  sentry,  and  looks  in  every  time  he  passes  ; 
apparently  revolving  something  in  his  mind. 

"  Come,  Mat ! "  says  Mr.  George,  when  he 
has  recovered  himself,  "  we  must  try  the  lawyer. 
Now,  what  do  you  think  of  this  rascal  ?" 

Mr.  Bagnet,  stopping  to  take  a  farewell  look 
into  the  parlour,  replies,  with  one  shake  of  his 
head  directed  at  the  interior,  "  If  my  old  girl 
had  been  here — I'd  have  told  him  !  "  Having 
so  discharged  himself  of  the  subject  of  his  cogi- 
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tations,  he  falls  into  step,  and  marches  off  with 
the  trooper,  shoulder  to  shoulder. 

When  they  present  themselves  in  Lincoln's 
Inn  Fields,  Mr.  Tulkinghom  is  engaged,  and  not 
to  be  seen.  He  is  not  at  all  willing  to  see 
them  ;  for  when  they  have  waited  a  full  hour, 
and  the  clerk,  on  his  bell  being  rung,  takes  the 
opportunity  of  mentioning  as  much,  he  brings 
forth  no  more  encouraging  message  than  that 
Mr.  Tulkinghom  has  •  nothing  to  say  to  them, 
and  they  had  better  not  wait.  They  do  wait, 
however,  with  the  perseverance  of  military 
tactics ;  and  at  last  the  bell  rings  again,  and  the 
client  in  possession  comes  out  of  Mr.  Tulking- 
hom's  room. 

The  client  is  a  handsome  old  lady ;  no  other 
than  Mrs.  Rouncewell,  housekeeper  at  Chesncy 
Wold.  She  comes  out  of  the  sanctuary  with  a 
fair  old-fashioned  curtsey,  and  softly  shuts  the 
door.  She  is  treated  with  some  distinction 
there  ;  for  the  clerk  steps  out  of  his  pew  to  show 
her  through  the  outer  office,  and  to  let  her  out. 
The  old  lady  is  thanking  him  for  his  attention, 
when  she  observes  the  comrades  in  waiting. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,  but  I  think  those 
gentlemen  are  military?" 

The  clerk  referring  the  question  to  them  with 
his  eye,  and  Mr.  George  not  turning  round  from 
the  almanack  over  the  fire-place,  Mr.  Bagnet 
takes  upon  himself  to  reply,  "Yes,  ma'am. 
Formerly.'" 

"  I  thought  so.  I  was  sure  of  it.  My  heart 
warms,  gentlemen,  at  the  sight  of  you.  It 
always  does  at  the  sight  of  such.  God  bless 
you,  gentlemen  !  You'll  excuse  an  old  woman ; 
but  1  had  a  son  once  who  went  for  a  soldier. 
A  fine  handsome  youth  he  was,  and  good  in  his 
bokl  way,  though  some  people  did  disparage 
him  to  his  poor  mother.  I  ask  your  pardon 
for  troubling  you,  sir.  God  bless  3'ou,  gentle- 
men !  " 

"  Same  to  you,  ma'am  ! "  returns  Mr.  Bagnet, 
with  right  good  will. 

There  is  something  very  touching  in  the  ear- 
nestness of  the  old  lady's  voice,  and  in  the 
tremble  that  goes  through  her  quaint  old  figure. 
But  Mr.  George  is  so  occupied  with  the  almanack 
over  the  fire-place  (calculating  the  coming 
months  by  it,  perhaps),  that  he  does  not  look 
round  until  she  has  gone  away,  and  the  door  is 
closed  upon  her. 

''  George,"  Mr.  Bagnet  gruffly  whispers,  when 
he  does  turn  from  the  almanack  at  last.  ''  Don't 
be  cast  down  !  '  Why,  soldiers,  why— should 
we  be  melancholy,  boys?'  Cheer  up,  my 
hearty  ! " 

The  clerk  having  now  again  gone  in   to  say 


that  they  are  still  there,  and  Mr.  Tulkinghom 
being  heard  to  return  with  some  irascibility, 
•'  Let  'em  come  in  then  ! "  they  pass  into  the 
great  room  with  the  painted  ceiHng,  and  find 
him  standing  before  the  fire. 

"  Now  you  men,  what  do  you  want?  Ser- 
jeant, I  told  you  the  last  time  I  saw  you  that  I 
don't  dissire  your  company  here." 

Serjeant  replies — dashed  within  the  last  few 
minutes  as  to  his  usual  manner  of  speech,  and 
even  as  to  his  usual  carriage — that  he  has  re- 
ceived this  letter,  has  been  to  Mr.  Smallweed 
about  it,  and  has  been  referred  there. 

"  I  have  nothing  to  say  to  you,"  rejoins  Mr. 
Tulkinghom.  "  If  you  get  into  debt,  you  must 
pay  your  debts,  or  take  the  consequences.  You 
have  no  occasion  to  come  here  to  learn  that,  I 
suppose  ?  " 

Serjeant  is  sorry  to  say  that  he  is"  not  pre- 
pared with  the  money. 

"  Very  well !  then  the  other  man — this  man, 
if  this  is  he — must  pay  it  for  you." 

Serjeant  is  sorry  to  add  that  the  other  man 
is  not  prepared  with  the  money  either. 

'•  Very  well !  Then  you  must  pay  it  between 
you,  or  you  must  both  be  sued  for  it,  and  both 
suffer.  You  have  had  the  money  and  must 
refund  it.  You  are  not  to  pocket  other  people's 
pounds,  shillings,  and  pence,  and  escape  scot 
free." 

The  lawyer  sits  down  in  his  easy  chair  and 
stirs  the  fire.  Mr.  George  hopes  he  will  have 
the  goodness  to 

"  I  tell  you,  Serjeant,  I  have  nothing  to  say 
to  you.  I  don't  like  your  associates,  and  don't 
want  you  here.  This  matter  is  not  at  all  in  my 
course  of  practice,  and  is  not  in  my  office.  Mr. 
Smallweed  is  good  enough  to  offer  these  affairs 
to  me,  but  they  are  not  in  my  way.  You  must 
go  to  Melchisedech's  in  Clifford's  Inn." 

"  I  must  make  an  apology  to  you,  sir,"  says 
Mr.  George,  "for  pressing  myself  upon  you  with 
so  little  encouragement — which  is  almost  as  un- 
pleasant to  me  as  it  can  be  to  you  ;  but  would 
you  let  me  say  a  private  word  to  you?" 

Mr.  Tulkinghom  rises  with  his  hands  in  his 
pockets,  and  walks  into  one  of  the  window 
recesses.  "  Now !  I  have  no  time  to  waste." 
In  the  midst  of  his  perfect  assumption  of  indif- 
ference, he  directs  a  sharp  look  at  the  trooper  \ 
taking  care  to  stand  with  his  own  back  to  the 
light,  and  to  have  the  other  with  his  face  to- 
wards it. 

"Well,  sir,"  says  Mr.  George,  "this  man  with 
me  is  the  other  party  implicated  in  this  unfor- 
tunate affair — nominally,  only  nominally — and 
my  sole  object  is  to  prevent  his  getting  into 
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trouble  on  my  account.  He  is  a  most  respect- 
able man  with  a  wife  and  family  ;  formerly  in 
the  Royal  Artillery " 

"  My  friend,  I  don't  care  a  pinch  of  snuff 
for  the  whole  Royal  Artillery  establishment — 
officers,  men,  tumbrils,  waggons,  horses,  guns, 
and  ammunition." 

"  Tis  likely,  sir.  But  I  care  a  good  deal  for 
Bagnet  and  his  wife  and  family  being  injured 
on  my  account.  And  if  I  could  bring  them 
through  this  matter,  I  should  have  no  help  for 
it  but  to  give  up  without  any  other  considera- 
tion, what  you  wanted  of  me  the  other  day." 

"  Have  you  got  it  here  ?" 

"  I  have  got  it  here,  sir." 

"  Serjeant,"  the  lawyer  proceeds  in  his  dry 
passionless  manner,  far  more  hopeless  in  the 
dealing  with  than  any  amount  of  vehemence, 
''make  up  your  mind  while  I  speak  to  you,  for 
this  is  final.  After  I  have  finished  speaking  I 
have  closed  the  subject,  and  I  won't  re-open  it. 
Understand  that.  You  can  leave  here,  for  a 
few  days,  what  you  say  you  have  brought  here, 
if  you  choose  ;  you  can  take  it  away  at  once,  if 
you  choose.  In  case  you  choose  to  leave  it 
here,  I  can  do  this  for  you — I  can  replace  this 
matter  on  its  old  footing,  and  I  can  go  so  far 
besides  as  to  give  you  a  written  undertaking 
that  this  man  Bagnet  shall  never  be  troubled  in 
any  way  until  you  have  been  proceeded  against 
to  the  utmost — that  your  means  shall  be  ex- 
hausted before  the  creditor  looks  to  his.  This 
is  in  fact  all  but  freeing  him.  Have  you  de- 
cided ?  " 

The  trooper  puts  his  hand  into  his  breast,  and 
answers  witli  a  long  breath,  *'  I  must  do  it,  sir.'' 

So  Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  putting  on  his  spec- 
tacles, sits  down  and  writes  the  undertaking  ; 
which  he  slowly  reads  and  explains  to  Bagnet, 
who  has  all  this  time  been  staring  at  the  ceiling, 
and  who  puts  his  hand  on  his  bald  head  again, 
under  this  new  verbal  shower-bath,  and  seems 
exceedingly  in  need  of  the  old  girl  through 
whom  to  express  his  sentiments.  The  trooper 
then  takes  from  his  breast-pocket  a  folded  paper, 
which  he  lays  with  an  unwilling  hand  at  the 
lawj^er's  elbow.  "'Tis  only  a  letter  of  instruc- 
tions, sir.     The  last  I  ever  had  from  him." 

Look  at  a  millstone,  Mr.  George,  for  some 
change  in  its  expression,  and  you  will  find  it 
(juite  as  soon  as  in  the  face  of  Mr.  Tulkinghorn 
when  he  opens  and  reads  the  letter  !  He  re- 
folds it,  and  lays  it  in  his  desk,  with  a  coun- 
tenance as  imperturbable  as  Death. 

Nor  has  he  anything  more  to  say  or  do,  but 
to  nod  once  in  the  sime  frigid  and  discourteous 
manner,  and  to  say  briefly,  "'You  can  go.    Show 


these  men  out,  there  !"  Being  shown  out,  they 
repair  to  Mr.  Bagnet's  residence  to  dine. 

Boiled  beef  and  greens  constitute  the  day'o 
variety  on  the  former  repast  of  boiled  pork  and 
greens ;  and  Mrs.  Bagnet  serves  out  the  meal 
in  the  same  way,  and  seasons  it  with  the  ber.t 
of  temper :  being  that  rare  sort  of  old  girl  that 
she  receives  Good  to  her  arms  without  a  hint 
that  it  might  be  Better ;  and  catches  light  from 
any  little  spot  of  darkness  near  her.  The  spot 
on  this  occasion  is  the  darkened  brow  of  Mr. 
George ;  he  is  unusually  thoughtful  and  de- 
pressed. At  first  Mrs.  Bagnet  trusts  to  the 
combined  endearments  of  Quebec  and  Malta  to 
restore  him ;  but  finding  those  young  ladies 
sensible  that  their  exi.sting  Bluffy  is  not  the 
Bluffy  of  their  usual  frolicsome  acquaintance, 
she  winks  off  the  light  infantry,  and  leaves  him 
to  deploy  at  leisure  on  the  open  ground  of  the 
domestic  hearth. 

But  he  does  not.  He  remains  in  close  order, 
clouded  and  depressed.  During  the  lengthy 
cleaning  up  and  pattening  process,  when  he 
and  Mr.  Bagnet  are  supplied  with  their  pipes, 
he  is  no  better  than  he  was  at  dinner.  He  for- 
gets to  smoke,  looks  at  the  fire  and  ponders, 
lets  his  pipe  out,  fills  the  breast  of  Mr.  Bagnet 
with  perturbation,  and  dismay,  by  showing  that 
he  has  no  enjoyment  of  tobacco. 

Therefore  when  Mrs.  Bagnet  at  last  appears, 
rosy  from  the  invigorating  pail,  and  sits  down 
to  her  work,  Mr.  Bagnet  growls  "  Old  girl  !" 
and  winks  monitions  to  her  to  find  out  what's 
the  matter. 

"Why,  George!"  says  Mrs.  Bagnet,  quietly 
threading  her  needle.     "  How  low  you  are  !" 

"  Am  I  ?  Not  good  company  ?  Well,  I  am 
afraid  I  am  not." 

"  He  ain't  at  all  like  Bluffy,  mother !"  cries 
little  Malta. 

"Because  he  ain't  well,  /think,  mother!" 
adds  Quebec. 

"  Sure  that's  a  bad  sign  not  to  be  like  Bluffy, 
^o!"  returns  the  trooper,  kissing  the  young 
damsels.  "  But  it's  true, '  with  a  sigh — "  tnie, 
I  am  afraid.  These  little  ones  are  always  right !" 

"  George,"  says  Mrs.  Bagnet,  working  busily, 
"  if  I  thought  you  cross  enough  to  think  of 
anything  that  a  shrill  old  soldier's  wife — V\ho 
could  have  bitten  her  tongue  off  afterwards,  and 
ought  to  have  ilone  it  almost — said  this  morn- 
ing, I  don't  know  what  I  shouldn't  say  to  you 
now." 

"  My  kind  soul  of  a  darling,"  returns  the 
trooper.     "  Not  a  morsel  of  it.'' 

"  Because  really  and  truly,  George,  what  I 
said   and    meant   to   say,    was   that   I   trusted 
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Lignum  to  you.  and  was  sure  you'd  bring  him 
through  it.  And  )ou  have  brought  him  througli 
it,  noble  !" 

"  Thank'ee,  my  dear,"  says  George.  "  I  am 
glad  of  your  good  opinion." 

In  giving  Mrs.  Bagnet's  hand,  with  her  work 
in  it,  a  friendly  shake — for  she  took  her  seat 
beside  him — the  trooper's  attention  is  attracted 
to  her  f:ice.  After  looking  at  it  for  a  little  while 
as  she  plies  her  needle,  he  looks  to  young  Wool- 
wich, sitting  on  his  stool  in  the  corner,  and 
beckons  that  fifer  to  him. 

"See  there,  my  boy,"  says  George,  very 
gently  smoothing  the  mother's  hair  with  his 
hand,  "  there's  a  good  loving  forehead  for  you  ! 
All  bright  with  love  of  you,  my  boy.  A  little 
touched  by  the  sun  and  the  weather  through 
following  your  father  about  and  taking  care  of 
you,  but  as  fresh  and  wholesome  as  a  ripe  apple 
on  a  tree." 

Mr.  Bagnet's  face  expresses,  so  far  as  in  its 
wooden  material  lies,  the  highest  approbation 
and  accjuiescence. 

"The  time  will  come,  my  boy,"  pursues  the 
trooper,  '•  when  this  hair  of  your  mother's  will 
be  grey,  and  this  forehead  all  crossed  and  re- 
crossed  with  wrinkles — and  a  fine  old  lady  she'll 
be  then.  Take  care,  while  you  are  young,  that 
you  can  think  in  those  days,  '  /  never  whitened 
a  hair  of  her  dear  head,  /  never  marked  a  sor- 
rowful line  in  her  face  ! '  For  of  all  the  many 
things  that  you  can  think  of  when  you  are  a  man, 
you  had  better  have  that  by  you,  Woolwich  ! " 

Mr.  George  concludes  by  rising  from  his  chair, 
seating  the  boy  beside  his  mother  in  it,  and 
saying,  with  something  of  a  hurry  about  him, 
that  he'll  smoke  his  pipe  in  the  street  a  bit. 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 

ESTHER'S      NARRATIVE. 

^^Sp;-">  LAY  ill  through  several  weeks,  and 
'  '^"  '"'  the  usual  tenor  of  my  life  became 
like  an  old  remembrance.  But,  this 
,,^^^  was  not  the  effect  of  time,  so  much 
A^^^^  as  of  the  change  in  all  my  habits, 
f^W,  made  by  the  helplessness  and  in- 

action of  a  sick  room.  Before  I  had 
been  confined  to  it  many  days,  every- 
thing else  seemed  to  have  retired  into  a  remote 
distance,  where  there  was  little  or  no  separation 
between  the  various  stages  of  my  life  which  had 
been  really  divided  by  years.  l\\  falling  ill,  I 
seemed  to  have  crossed  a  dark  lake,  and  to  have 


left  all  my  experiences,  mingled  together  by  the 
great  distance,  on  the  healthy  shore. 

My  housekeeping  duties,  though  at  first  it 
caused  me  great  anxiety  to  think  that  they  were 
un])erformed,  were  soon  as  far  off  as  the  oldest 
of  the  old  duties  at  Greenleaf,  or  the  summer 
afternoons  when  I  went  home  from  school  with 
my  portfolio  under  my  arm,  and  my  childish 
shadow  at  my  side,  to  my  godmother's  house. 
I  had  never  known  before  how  short  life  really 
was,  and  into  how  small  a  space  the  mind  could 
put  it. 

While  I  was  very  ill,  the  way  in  which  these 
divisions  of  time  became  confused  with  one 
another,  distressed  my  mind  exceedingly.  At 
once  a  child,  an  elder  girl,  and  the  little  woman 
I  had  been  so  happy  as,  I  was  not  only  op- 
pressed by  cares  and  difficulties  adapted  to  each 
station,  but  by  the  great  perplexity  of  endlessly 
trying  to  reconcile  them.  I  suppose  that  few 
who  have  not  been  in  such  a  condition  can 
(juite  understand  what  I  mean,  or  what  painful 
unrest  arose  from  this  source. 

For  the  same  reason  I  am  almost  afraid  to  hint 
at  that  time  in  my  disorder — it  seemed  one  long 
night,  but  I  believe  there  were  both  nights  and 
days  in  it — when  I  laboured  up  colossal  stair- 
cases, ever  striving  to  reach  the  top,  and  ever 
turned,  as  I  have  seen  a  worm  in  a  garden  path, 
by  some  obstruction,  and  labouring  again.  I 
knew  perfectly  at  intervals,  and  I  think  vaguely 
at  most  times,  that  I  was  in  my  bed  ;  and  I 
talked  with  Charley,  and  felt  her  touch,  and 
knew  her  very  well;  yet  I  would  find  myself 
complaining  "  O  more  of  these  never-ending 
stairs,  Charley,— more  and  more — piled  up  to 
the  sky,  I  think  !"  and  labouring  on  again. 

Dare  I  hint  at  that  worse  time  when,  strung 
together  somewhere  in  great  black  space,  there 
was  a  flaming  necklace,  or  ring,  or  starry  circle 
of  some  kind,  of  which  /  was  one  of  the  beads  ! 
And  when  my  only  prayer  was  to  be  taken  off 
from  the  rest,  and  when  it  was  such  inexplicable 
agony  and  misery  to  be  a  part  of  the  dreadful 
thing? 

Perhaps  the  less  I  say  of  these  sick  ex- 
periences, the  less  tedious  and  the  more  intel- 
ligible I  shall  be.  I  do  not  recall  them  to  make 
others  unhappy,  or  because  I  am  now  the  least 
unhappy  in  remembering  them.  It  maybe  that 
if  we  knew  more  of  such  strange  afflictions,  we 
might  be  better  able  to  alleviate  their  intensity. 

The  repose  that  succeeded,  the  long  delicious 
sleep,  the  blissful  rest,  when  in  my  weakness  I 
was  too  calm  to  have  any  care  for  myself,  and 
could  have  heard  (or  so  I  think  now)  that  I  was 
dying ;  with  no  other  emotion  than  with  a  pity- 
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ing  love  for  those  I  left  behind — this  state  can 
be  perhaps  more  widely  understood.  I  was  in 
this  state  when  I  first  shrunk  from  the  light  as 
it  twinkled  on  me  once  more,  and  knew  with  a 
boundless  joy  for  which  no  words  are  rapturous 
enough,  that  I  should  see  again. 

I  had  heard  my  Ada  crying  at  the  door,  day 
and  night ;  I  had  heard  her  calling  to  me  that  I 
was  cruel  and  did  not  love  her ;  I  had  heard 
her  praying  and  imploring  to  be  let  in  to  nurse 


and  comfort  me,  and  to  leave  my  bedside  no 
more ;  but  I  had  only  said,  when  I  could  speak, 
"  Never,  my  sweet  girl,  never  ! "  and  I  had  over 
and  over  again  reminded  Charley  that  she  was 
to  keep  my  darling  from  the  room,  whether  I 
lived  or  died.  Chariey  had  been  true  to  me  in 
that  time  of  need,  and  with  her  little  hand  and 
her  great  heart  had  kept  the  door  fast. 

But   now,  my  sight  strengthening,  and   the 
glorious  light  coming  every  day  more  fully  and 
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brightly  on  me,  I  could  read  the  letters  that  my 
dear  wrote  to  me  every  morning  and  evening, 
and  coukl  put  them  to  my  lips  and  lay  my 
cheek  upon  them  with  no  fear  of  hurting  her. 
I  could  see  my  little  maid,  so  tender  and  so 
careful,  going  about  the  two  rooms  setting  every- 
thing in  order,  and  speaking  cheerfully  to  Ada 
from  the  open  window  again.  I  could  under- 
stand the  stillness  in  the  house,  and  the  thought- 
fulness  it  expressed  on  the  part  of  all  those  who 
had  always  been  so  good  to  me.  I  could  weep 
in  the  exquisite  felicity  of  my  heart,  and  be  as 
Bleak  Hou.sk,  17. 


happy  in  my  weakness  as  ever  I  had  been  in 
my  strength. 

By-and-by,  my  strength  began  to  be  restored. 
Instead  of  lying,  with  so  strange  a  calmness, 
watching  what  was  done  for  me,  as  if  it  were 
done  for  some  one  else  whom  I  was  quietly 
sorry  for,  I  helped  it  a  little,  and  so  on  to  a 
little  more,  and  much  more,  until  I  became 
useful  to  myself,  and  interested,  and  attached  to 
life  again. 

How  well  I  remember  the  pleasant  afternoon 
when  I  was  raised  in  bed  with  pillows  for  the 
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first  time,  to  enjoy  a  great  tea^drinking  with 
Charley !  The  httle  creature — sent  into  the 
■world,  surely,  to  minister  to  the  weak  and 
sick — was  so  happy,  and  so  busy,  and  stopped 
so  often  in  her  preparations  to  lay  her  head 
upon  my  bosom,  and  fondle  me,  and  cry  with 
joyful  tears  she  was  so  glad,  she  was  so  glad  ! 
that  I  was  obliged  to  say,  "  Charley,  if  you  go 
on  in  this  way,  I  must  lie  down  again,  my 
darling,  for  I  am  weaker  than  I  thought  I  was  !" 
So  Charley  became  as  quiet  as  a  mouse,  and 
took  her  bright  face  here  and  there,  across  and 
across  the  two  rooms,  out  of  the  shade  into  the 
divine  sunshine,  and  out  of  the  sunshine  into 
the  shade,  while  I  watched  her  peacefully.  When 
all  her  preparations  were  concluded  and  the 
pretty  tea-table  with  its  little  delicacies  to  tempt 
me,  arid  its  white  cloth,  and  its  flowers,  and 
everything  so  lovingly  and  beautifully  arranged 
for  me  by  Ada  down-stairs,  vi^as  ready  at  the 
bedside,  I  felt  sure  I  was  steady  enough  to  say 
something  to  Charley  that  was  not  new  to  my 
thoughts. 

First,  I  complimented  Charley  on  the  room  ; 
and  indeed,  it  was  so  fresh  and  airy,  so  spotless 
and  neat,  that  I  could  scarce  believe  I  had  been 
lying  there  so  long.  This  delighted  Charley, 
and  her  face  was  brighter  than  before. 

"Yet,  Charley,"  said  I,  looking  round,  "I 
miss  something,  surely,  that  I  am  accustomed 
to?" 

Poor  little  Charley  looked  round  too,  and 
pretended  to  shake  her  head,  as  if  there  were 
nothing  absent. 

"  Are  the  pictures  all  as  they  used  to  be  ?  "  I 
asked  her. 

"  Every  one  of  them,  miss,"  said  Charley. 

"  And  the  furniture,  Charley  ?  " 

"  Except  where  I  have  moved  it  about,  to 
make  more  room,  miss." 

"  And  yet,"  said  I,  "  I  miss  some  familiar  ob- 
ject. Ah,  I  know  what  it  is,  Charley  I  It's  the 
looking-glass," 

Charley  got  up  from  the  table,  making  as  if 
she  had  forgotten  something,  and  went  into  the 
next  room  ;  and  I  heard  her  sob  there. 

I  had  thought  of  this  very  often.  I  was  now 
certain  of  it.  I  could  thank  God  that  it  was  not 
a  shock  to  me  now.  I  called  Charley  back  ;  and 
when  she  came — at  first  pretending  to  smile, 
but  as  she  drew  nearer  to  me,  looking  grieved 
— I  took  her  in  my  arms,  and  said,  "  It  matters 
very  little,  Charley.  I  hope  I  can  do  without 
my  old  face  very  well." 

I  was  presently  so  far  advanced  as  to  be  able 
to  sit  up  in  a  great  chair,  and  even  giddily  to 
walk  into  the  adjoining  room,  leaning  on  Charley. 


The  mirror  was  gone  from  its  usual  place  in  that 
room  too  ;  but  what  I  had  to  bear,  was  none  the 
harder  to  bear  for  that. 

My  Guardian  had  throughout  been  earnest  to 
visit  me,  and  there  was  now  no  good  reason  why 
I  should  deny  myself  that  happiness.  He  came 
one  morning ;  and  when  he  first  came  in,  could 
only  hold  me  in  his  embrace,  and  say,  "  My 
dear,  dear  girl !  "  I  had  long  known — who  could 
know  better  ? — what  a  deep  fountain  of  affection 
and  generosity  his  heart  was ;  and  was  it  not 
worth  my  trivial  suffering  and  change  to  fill  such 
a  place  in  it  ?  "  O  yes  ! "  I  thought.  "  He  has 
seen  me,  and  he  loves  me  better  than  he  did  :, 
he  has  seen  me,  and  is  even  fonder  of  me  than 
he  was  before;  and  what  have  I  to  mourn 
for  ! " 

He  sat  down  by  me  on  the  sofa,  supporting 
me  with  his  arm.  For  a  little  while  he  sat  with, 
his  hand  over  his  face,  but  when  he  removed  it, 
fell  into  his  usual  manner.  There  never  can 
have  been,  there  never  can  be,  a  pleasanter 
manner. 

"  ]\Iy  little  woman,"  said  he,  '•  what  a  sad  time 
this  has  been.  Such  an  inflexible  httle  woman, 
too,  through  all!" 

"  Only  for  the  best,  Guardian,"  said  I. 

"  For  the  best  ?  "  he  repeated,  tenderly.  "Of 
course,  for  the  best.  But  here  have  Ada  and  I 
been  perfectly  forlorn  and  miserable ;  here  has 
your  friend  Caddy  been  coming  and  going  late 
and  early ;  here  has  every  one  about  the  house 
been  utterly  lost  and  dejected ;  here  has  even 
poor  Rick  been  ^vriting — to  me  too — in  his 
anxiety  for  you  !  " 

I  had  read  of  Caddy  in  Ada's  letters,  but  not 
of  Richard.     I  told  him  so. 

"Why  no,  my  dear,"  he  repHed.  "I  have 
thought  it  better  not  to  mention  it  to  her." 

"  And  you  speak  of  his  writing  to  jw/,"  said  I, 
repeating  his  emphasis.  "As  if  it  were  not 
natural  for  him  to  do  so.  Guardian ;  as  if  he 
could  Avrite  to  a  better  friend  !  " 

"  He  thinks  he  could,  my  love,"  returned  my 
Guardian,  "  and  to  many  a  better.  The  truth  is, 
he  wrote  to  me  under  a  sort  of  protest,  while 
unable  to  write  to  you  with  any  hope  of  an 
answer — wrote  coldly,  haughtily,  distantly,  re- 
sentfully. Well,  dearest  little  woman,  we  must 
look  forbearingly  on  it.  He  is  not  to  blame. 
Jamdyce  and  Jamdyce  has  warped  him  out  of 
himself,  and  perverted  me  in  his  eyes.  I  have 
known  it  do  as  bad  deeds,  and  worse,  many 
a  time.  If  two  angels  could  be  concerned  in  it, 
I  believe  it  would  change  their  nature." 

"  It  has  not  changed  yours,  Guardian." 

"  Oh  yes,  it  has,  my  dear,"  he  said  laughingly. 
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"•  It  has  made  the  south  wind  easterly,  I  don't 
know  how  often.  Rick  mistrusts  and  suspects 
me — goes  to  la^vyers,  and  is  taught  to  mistrust 
and  suspect  me.  Hears  I  have  conflicting  in- 
terests ;  claims  clashing  against  his,  and  what 
not.  Whereas,  Heaven  knows,  that  if  I  could 
get  out  of  the  mountains  of  Wiglomeration  on 
which  my  unfortunate  name  has  been  so  long 
bestowed  (which  I  can't),  or  could  level  them 
by  the  extinction  of  my  own  original  right 
(which  I  can't  either,  and  no  human  power 
ever  can,  anyhow,  I  believe,  to  such  a  pass  have 
we  got),  I  would  do  it  this  hour.  I  would 
rather  restore  to  poor  Rick  his  proper  nature, 
than  be  endowed  with  all  the  money  that 
dead  suitors,  broken,  heart  and  soul,  upon  the 
wheel  of  Chancery,  have  left  unclaimed  with 
the  Accountant-General  —  and  that's  money 
enough,  my  dear,  to  be  cast  into  a  pyramid,  in 
memory  of  Chancery's  transcendent  wicked- 
ness." 

"  Is  it  possible.  Guardian,"  I  asked,  amazed, 
"  that  Richard  can  be  suspicious  of  you  ? '' 

"  Ah,  my  love,  my  love,"  he  said,  "  it  is  in 
the  subtle  poison  of  such  abuses  to  breed  such 
diseases.  His  blood  is  infected,  and  objects 
lose  their  natural  aspects  in  his  sight.  It  is  not 
his  fault." 

"  But  it  is  a  terrible  misfortune,  Guardian." 

"  It  is  a  terrible  misfortune,  little  woman,  to 
be  ever  drawn  within  the  influences  of  Jarn- 
dyce  and  Jarndyce.  I  know  none  greater.  By 
little  and  little  he  has  been  induced  to  trust  in 
that  rotten  reed,  and  it  communicates  some  por- 
tion of  its  rottenness  to  everything  around  him. 
But  again,  I  say,  with  all  my  soul,  we  must  be 
patient  with  poor  Rick,  and  not  blame  him. 
What  a  troop  of  fine  fresh  hearts,  like  his, 
have  I  seen  in  my  time  turned  by  the  same 
means !  " 

I  could  not  help  expressing  something  of  my 
wonder  and  regret  that  his  benevolent  disinter- 
ested intentions  had  prospered  so  little. 

"  We  must  not  say  so.  Dame  Durden,"  he 
cheerfully  replied;  "  Ada  is  the  happier,  I  hope  ; 
and  that  is  much.  I  did  think  that  I  and  both 
these  young  creatures  might  be  friends,  instead 
of  distrustful  foes,  and  that  we  might  so  far 
counteract  the  suit,  and  prove  too  strong  for 
it.  But  it  was  too  much  to  expect.  Jarndyce 
and  Jarndyce  was  the  curtain  of  Rick's 
cradle." 

"  But,  Guardian,  may  we  not  hope  that  a  little 
experience  will  teach  him  what  a  false  and 
wretched  thing  it  is  ?  " 

"  We  loill  hope  so,  my  Esther,''  said  Mr.  Jarn- 
dyce, "  and  that  it  may  not  teach  him  so  too 


late.  In  any  case  we  must  not  be  hard  on  him. 
There  are  not  many  grown  and  matured  men 
living  while  we  speak,  good  men  too,  who,  if 
they  were  thrown  into  this  same  court  as  suitors, 
would  not  be  vitally  changed  and  depreciated 
within  three  years — within  two — within  one. 
How  can  we  stand  amazed  at  poor  Rick  ?  A 
young  man  so  unfortunate,"  here  he  fell  into 
a  lower  tone,  as  if  he  were  thinking  aloud, 
"cannot -at  first  believe  (who  could?)  that 
Chancery  is  what  it  is.  He  looks  to  it, 
flushed  and  fitfull}^,  to  do  something  with  his 
interests,  and  bring  them  to  some  settlement. 
It  procrastinates,  disappoints,  tries,  tortures  him ; 
wears  out  his  sanguine  hopes  and  patience, 
thread  by  thread  ;  but  he  still  looks  to  it,  and 
hankers  after  it,  and  finds  his  whole  world 
treacherous  and  .  hollow.  Well,  well,  well ! 
Enough  of  this,  my  dear  ! " 

He  had  supported  me,  as  at  first,  all  this  time  ; 
and  his  tenderness  was  so  precious  to  me,  that  I 
leaned  my  head  upon  his  shoulder  and  loved 
him  as  if  he  had  been  my  father.  I  resolved  in 
my  own  mind  in  this  little  j^ause,  by  some 
means,  to  see  Richard  when  I  grew  strong,  and 
try  to  set  him  right. 

"  There  are  better  subjects  than  these,"  said 
my  Guardian,  "for  such  a  joyful  time  as  the 
time  of  our  dear  girl's  recover)-.  And  I  had  a 
commission  to  broach  one  of  them,  as  soon  as  I 
should  begin  to  talk,  ^\'hen  shall  Ada  come  to 
see  you,  my  love  1 " 

I  had  been  thinking  of  that  too.  A  little 
in  connection  with  the  absent  mirrors,  but  not 
much ;  for  I  knew  my  loving  girl  woukl  be 
changed  by  no  change  in  my  looks. 

"  Dear  Guardian,"  said  I,  "as  I  have  shut  her 
out  so  long — though  indeed,  indeed,  she  is  like 
the  light  to  me " 

"  I  know  it  well.  Dame  Durden,  well." 

He  was  so  good,  his  touch  expressed  such 
endearing  compassion  and  aftection,  and  the 
tone  of  his  voice  carried  such  comfort  into  my 
heart,  that  I  stopped  for  a  little  while,  quite 
unable  to  go  on.  "Yes,  yes,  you  are  tired." 
said  he.     "  Rest  a  little." 

"  As  I  have  kept  Ada  out  so  long,"  I  began 
afresh  after  a  short  while,  "  I  think  I  should 
like  to  have  my  own  way  a  little  longer,  Guar- 
dian, It  would  be  best  to  be  away  from  here 
before  \  see  her.  If  Charley  and  I  were  to  go 
to  some  countr)'  lodging  as  soon  as  I  can  move, 
and  if  I  had  a  week  there,  in  which  to  grow 
stronger  and  to  be  revived  by  the  sweet  air, 
and  to  look  forward  to  the  happiness  of  having 
Ada  with  me  again,  I  think  it  would  be  better 
for  us." 
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I  hope  it  was  not  a  poor  thing  in  me  to  wish 
to  be  a  Httle  more  used  to  my  altered  self,  before 
I  met  the  eyes  of  the  dear  girl  I  longed  so  ar- 
dently to  see;  but  it  is  the  truth.  I  did.  He 
understood  me,  I  was  sure ;  but  I  was  not  afraid 
of  that.  If  it  were  a  poor  thing,  I  knew  he 
would  pass  it  over. 

"Our  spoilt  little  woman,''  said  my  Guardian. 
"'  shall  have  her  own  way  even  in  her  intle.xi- 
bility,  though  at  the  price,  I  know,  of  tears 
down-stairs.  And  see  here  !  Here  is  Boythorn, 
heart  of  chivalry,  breatliing  such  ferocious  vows 
as  never  were  breathed  on  paper  before,  that  if 
you  don't  go  and  occupy  his  whole  house,  he 
having  already  turned  out  of  it  expressly  for 
that  purpose,  by  Heaven  and  by  earth  he'll  pull 
It  down,  and  not  leave  one  brick  standing  on 
another  !  " 

And  my  Guardian  put  a  letter  in  my  hand ; 
without  any  ordinary  beginning  such  as  "  My 
dear  Jarndyce,"  but  rushing  at  once  into  the 
words,  '•  I  swear  if  Miss  Summerson  do  not 
come  down  and  take  possession  of  my  house, 
which  I  vacate  for  her  this  day  at  one  o'clock, 
]).m.,"  and  then  with  the  utmost  seriousness,  and 
in  the  most  emphatic  terms,  going  on  to  make 
the  extraordinary  declaration  he  had  quoted. 
We  did  not  appreciate  the  writer  the  less  for 
laughing  heartily  over  it ;  and  we  settled  that 
I  should  send  him  a  letter  of  thanks  on  the 
morrow,  and  accept  his  offer.  It  was  a  most 
agreeable  one  to  me;  for  all  the  places  I  could 
have  thought  of,  I  should  have  liked  to  go  to 
none  so  well  as  Chesney  Wold. 

"  Now,  litUe  housewife,"  said  my  Guardian, 
looking  at  his  watch,  "  I  was  strictly  timed 
before  I  came  up-stairs,  for  you  must  not  be 
tired  too  soon ;  and  my  time  has  waned  away 
to  the  last  minute.  I  have  one  other  petition. 
Little  Miss  Flite,  hearing  a  rumour  that  you 
v/ere  ill,  made  nothing  of  walking  down  here- — 
twenty  miles,  poor  soul,  in  a  pair  of  dancing 
shoes — to  inquire.  It  was  Heaven's  mercy  we 
were  at  home,  or  she  would  have  walked  back 
again." 

The  old  conspiracy  to  make  me  happy ! 
Everybody  seemed  to  be  in  it ! 

"  Now,  pet,"  said  my  Guardian,  "  if  it  would 
not  be  irksome  to  you  to  admit  the  harmless 
little  creature  one  afternoon,  before  you  save 
Boylhorn's  otherwise  devoted  house  from  demo- 
lition, I  believe  you  would  make  her  prouder 
and  better  pleased  with  herself  than  I — though 
my  eminent  name  is  Jarndyce — could  do  in  a 
lifetime." 

I  have  no  doubt  he  knew  there  would  be 
omething   in   the   simple   image  of  the   poor 


afflicted  creature,  that  would  fall  like  a  gentle 
lesson  on  my  mind  at  that  time.  I  felt  it  as  he 
spoke  to  me.  I  could  not  tell  him  heartily 
enough  how  ready  I  was  to  receive  her.  I  hat! 
always  pitied  her ;  never  so  much  as  now.  1 
had  always  been  glad  of  my  little  power  to 
soothe  her  under  her  calamity ;  but  never, 
never,  half  so  glad  before. 

We  arranged  a  time  for  Miss  Flite  to  come 
out  by  the  coach,  and  share  my  early  dinner. 
When  my  Guardian  left  me,  I  turned  my  face 
away  upon  my  couch,  and  prayed  to  be  forgiven 
if  I,  surrounded  by  such  blessings,  had  magnified 
to  myself  the  little  trial  that  I  had  to  undergo. 
The  childish  prayer  of  that  old  birthday,  when 
I  had  aspired  to  be  industrious,  contented,  and 
true-hearted,  and  to  do  some  good  to  some  one, 
and  win  some  love  to  myself  if  I  could,  came 
back  into  my  mind  with  a  reproachful  sense  of 
all  the  happiness  I  had  since  enjoyed,  and  all 
the  aftectionate  hearts  that  had  been  turned 
towards  me.  If  I  were  weak  now,  what  had  I 
profited  by  those  mercies  }  I  repeated  the  old 
childish  prayer  in  its  old  childish  words,  and 
found  that  its  old  peace  had  not  departed 
from  it. 

My  Guartlian  now  came  every  day.  In  a 
week  or  so  more,  I  could  walk  about  our  rooms, 
and  Ifiold  long  talks  with  Ada  from  behind  the 
window-curtain.  Yet  I  never  saw  her;  for  I 
had  not  as  yet  the  courage  to  look  at  the  dear 
face,  though  I  could  have  done  so  easily  without 
her  seeing  me. 

On  the  appointed  day  Miss  FHte  arrived. 
The  poor  little  creature  ran  into  my  room  quite 
forgetful  of  her  usual  dignity,  and  crying  from 
her  very  heart  of  hearts,  "My  dear  Fitz- Jarn- 
dyce !  "  fell  upon  my  neck  and  kissed  me  twenty 
times. 

"  Dear  me  !"  said  she,  putting  her  hand  into 
her  reticule,  "  I  have  nothing  here  but  documents, 
my  dear  Fitz-Jarndyce  ;  I  must  borrow  a  pocket- 
handkerchief." 

Charley  gave  her  one,  and  the  good  creature 
certainly  made  use  of  it,  for  she  held  it  to  her 
eyes  with  both  hands,  and  sat  so,  shedding  tears 
for  the  next  ten  minutes. 

"  With  i)leasure,  my  dear  Fitz-Jarndyce,"  she 
was  careful  to  explain.  "Not  the  least  pain. 
Pleasure  to  see  you  well  again.  Pleasure  at 
having  the  honour  of  being  admitted  to  see  you. 
I  am  so  much  fonder  of  you,  my  love,  than  of 
the  Chancellor.  Though  I  do  attend  court 
regularly.  Ey-the-bye,  my  dear,  mentionmg 
pocket-handkerchiefs " 

Miss  Flite  here  looked  at  Charley,  who  had 
been  to  meet  her  at  the  place  where  the  coach 
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stopped.     Charley  glanced  at  me,  and  looked 
unwilling  to  pursue  the  suggestion. 

"  Ve-ry  right !"  said  Miss  Flite,  "  ve-ry  correct. 
Truly  !  Highly  indiscreet  of  me  to  mention  it ; 
but  my  dear  Miss  Fitz-Jarndyce,  I  am  airaid  I 
am  at  times  (between  ourselves,  you  wouldn't 
think  it)  a  little— rambling  you  know,"  said 
Miss  Flite,  touching  her  forehead.  "  Nothing 
more." 

"What  were  you  going  to  tell  me?"  said  I, 
smiling,  for  I  saw  she  wanted  to  go  on.  "  You 
have  roused  my  curiosity,  and  now  you  must 
gratify  it." 

Miss  Flite  looked  to  Charley  for  advice  in 
this  important  crisis,  who  said,  "  If  you  please, 
ma'am,  you  had  better  tell  then,"  and  therein 
gratified  Miss  Flite  beyond  measure. 

"  So  sagacious,  our  young  friend,"  said  she  to 
me,  in  her  mysterious  way.  "  Diminutive.  But 
ve-ry  sagacious  !  Well,  my  dear,  it's  a  pretty 
anecdote.  Nothing  more.  Still  I  think  it 
charming.  Who  should  follow  us  down  the 
road  from  the  coach,  my  dear,  but  a  poor  person 

in  a  very  ungenteel  bonnet " 

"  Jenny,  if  you  please,  miss,"  said  Charley. 
'•Just  so!"  Miss  Flite  acquiesced  with  the 
greatest  suavity.  ''  Jenny.  Ye-es  !  And  what 
does  she  tell  our  young  friend,  but  that  there  has 
been  a  lady  with  a  veil  inquiring  at  her  cottage 
after  my  dear  Fitz-Jarndyce's  health,  and  taking 
a  handkerchief  away  with  her  as  a  little  keep- 
sake, merely  because  it  was  my  amiable  F'itz- 
Jarndyce's !  Now,  you  know,  so  very  pre- 
possessing in  the  lady  with  the  veil  !" 

"  If  you  please,  miss,"  said  Charley,  to  whom 
I  looked  in  some  astonishment,  "  Jenny  says 
that  when  her  baby  died,  you  left  a  handker- 
chief-there, and  that  she  put  it  away  and  kej)t  it 
with  the  baby's  little  things.  I  think,  if  you 
please,  partly  because  it  was  yours,  miss,  and 
partly  because  it  had  covered  the  baby." 

"  Diminutive,"  whispered  Miss  Flite,  making 
a  variety  of  motions  about  her  own  forehead  to 
express  intellect  in  Charley.  "  But  ex-ceedingly 
sagacious !  And  so  clear !  My  love,  she's 
clearer  than  any  counsel  I  ever  heard  !" 

"  Yes,  Charley,"  I  returned.  "  I  remember 
it.     Well?" 

"  Well,  miss,"  said  Charley,  "  and  that's  the 
handkerchief  the  lady  took.  And  Jenny  wants 
you  to  know  that  she  wouldn't  have  made  away 
with  it  herself  for  a  heap  of  money,  but  that  the 
lady  took  it,  and  left  some  money  instead. 
Jenny  don't  know  her  at  all,  if  you  please,  miss." 
"Why,  who  can  she  be?"  said  I. 
"  My  love,"  Miss  Flite  suggested,  advancing 
her  lips  to  my  ear,  with  her  most  mysterious 


look,  '■■  in.  vty  opinion — don't  mention  this  to 
our  diminutive  friend — she's  the  Lord  Chan- 
cellor's wife.  He's  married,  you  know.  And  I 
understand  shtf  leads  him  a  terrible  life.  Throws 
his  lordship's  papers  into  the  fire,  my  dear,  if  he 
won't  pay  the  jeweller  !" 

I  did  not  think  very  much  about  this  lady 
then,  for  I  had  an  impression  that  it  might  be 
Caddy.  Besides,  my  attention  was  diverted  by 
my  visitor,  who  was  cold  after  her  ride,  and 
looked  hungry ;  and  who,  our  dinner  being 
brought  in,  required  some  little  assistance  in 
arraying  herself  with  great  satisfaction  in  a  piti- 
able old  scarf  and  a  much-worn  and  often- 
mended  pair  of  gloves,  which  she  had  brouglit 
down  in  a  paper  parcel.  I  had  to  preside,  too, 
over  the  entertainment,  consisting  of  a  dish  of 
fish,'  a  roast  fowl,  a  sweetbread,  vegetables, 
pudding,  and  Madeira  ;  and  it  was  so  pleasant 
to  see  how  she  enjoyed  it,  and  with  what  state 
and  ceremony  she  did  honour  to  it,  that  I  was 
soon  thinking  of  nothing  else. 

When  we  had  finished,  and  had  our  little 
dessert  before  us,  embellished  by  the  hands  of 
my  dear,  who  would  yield  the  superintendence 
of  everything  prepared  for  me  to  no  one  ;  Miss 
Flite  was  so  very  chatty  and  happy,  that  I  thought 
I  would  lead  her  to  her  own  historw  as  she  was 
always  pleased  to  talk  about  herself.  I  began 
by  saying  "You  have  attended  on  the  Lord 
Chancellor  many  years.  Miss  Flite?" 

"  O  many,  many,  many  years,  my  dear.  But 
I  expect  a  Judgment.     Shortly." 

There  was  an  anxiety  even  in  her  hopefulness, 
that  made  me  doubtful  if  I  had  done  right  in 
approaching  the  subject.  I  thought  I  would  say 
no  more  about  it. 

"  My  father  expected  a  Judgment,"  said  Miss 
Flite.  "My  brother.  My  sister.  They  all 
expected  a  Judgment.  The  same  that  I  ex- 
pect." 

"  They  are  all " 

"  Ye-es.     Dead  of  course,  my  dear,'"  said  she. 

As  I  saw  she  would  go  on,  I  tliought  it  best 
to  try  to  be  serviceable  to  her  by  meeting  the 
theme,  rather  than  avoiding  it. 

"  Would  it  not  be  wiser,'  said  I,  "  to  expect 
this  Judgment  no  more  ?" 

"  Why,  my  dear,"  she  answered  promptly,  "  of 
course  it  would  !" 

"  And  to  attend  the  court  no  more?" 

"  Equally  of  course,"  said  she.  "  Very  wear- 
ing to  be  always  in  expectation  of  what  never 
comes,  my  dear  Fitz-Jarndyce !  Wearing,  1 
assure  you,  to  the  bone  !'" 

She  slightly  showed  me  her  arm,  and  it  was 
fearfully  thin  indeed. 
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"  But,  my  dear,"  she  went  on  in  her  mysterious 
way,  "  there's  a  dreadful  attraction  in  the  place. 
Hush !  Don't  mention  it  to  our  diminutive 
friend  when  she  comes  in.  Or  it  may  frigliten 
her.  With  good  reason.  There's  a  cruel  attrac- 
tion in  the  ])lace,  you  cant  leave  it.  And  you 
must  expect." 

I  tried  to  assure  her  that  this  was  not  so.  She 
heard  me  patiently  and  smilingly,  but  was  ready 
with  her  own  answer. 

"  Ay,  ay,  ay !  You  think  so,  because  I  am 
a  little  rambling.  Ve-ry  absurd,  to  be  a  little 
rambling,  is  it  not  ?  Ve-ry  confusing,  too.  To 
the  head.  I  find  it  so.  But,  my  dear,  I  have 
been  there  many  years,  and  I  have  noticed.  It's 
the  Mace  and  Seal  upon  the  table." 

What  could  they  do,  did  she  think  ?  I  mildly 
asked  her. 

"  Draw,"  returned  Miss  Flite.  "  Draw  people 
on,  my  dear.  Draw  peace  out  of  them.  Sense 
out  of  them.  Good  looks  out  of  them.  Good 
qualities  out  of  them.  I  have  felt  them  even 
drawing-  my  rest  away  in  the  night.  Cold  and 
glittering  devils  !" 

She  tapped  me  several  times  upon  the  arm, 
and  nodded  good-humouredly,  as  if  she  were 
anxious  I  should  understand  that  I  had  no  cause 
to  fear  her,  though  she  spoke  so  gloomily,  and 
confided  these  awful  secrets  to  me. 

"  Let  me  see,"  said  she.  "  I'll  tell  you  my 
own  case.  Before  they  ever  drew  me — before  I 
had  ever  seen  them — what  was  it  1  used  to  do  ? 
'lambourine  playing?  No,  Tambour  work.  I 
and  my  sister  worked  at  tambour  work.  Our 
father  and  our  brother  had  a  builder's  business. 
AVe  all  lived  together.  Ve-ry  respectably,  my 
dear!  First,  our  father  was  drawn — slowly. 
Home  was  drawn  with  him.  In  a  few  years,  he 
was  a  fierce,  sour,  angry  bankrupt,  without  a 
kind  word  or  a  kind  look  for  ai;y  one.  He 
had  been  so  different,  Fitz-Jarndyce.  He  was 
drawn  to  a  debtor's  prison.  There  he  died. 
Then  our  brother  was  drawn  —  swiftly  —  to 
drunkenness.  And  rags.  And  death.  Then 
my  sister  was  drawn.  Hush !  Never  ask  to 
what !  Then  I  was  ill,  and  in  misery ;  and 
heard,  as  I  had  often  heard  before,  that  this  was 
all  the  work  of  Chancery.  When  I  got  better,  I 
went  to  look  at  the  monster.  And  then  I  found 
out  how  it  was,  and  I  was  drawn  to  stay  there." 

Having  got  over  her  own  short  narrative,  in 
the  delivery  of  which  she  had  spoken  in  a  low, 
strained  voice,  as  if  the  shock  were  fresh  upon 
her,  she  gradually  resumed  her  usual  air  of  amiable 
importance.  "  You  don't  quite  credit  me,  my 
dear  !  Well  well !  You  will,  some  day.  I  am 
a  little  rambling.     But  I  have  noticed.     I  have 


seen  many  new  faces  come,  unsuspicious,  within 
the  inliuence  of  the  Mace  and  Seal,  in  these 
many  years.  As  my  father's  came  there.  As 
my  brother's.  As  my  sister's. .  As  my  own.  I 
hear  Conversation  Kenge,  and  tlie  rest  of  them, 
say  to  the  new  faces,  '  Here's  little  Miss  Flite. 
O  you  are  new  here;  and  you  must  come  and 
be  presented  to  little  Miss  Flite  ! '  Ve-ry  good. 
Proud  I  am  sure  to  have  the  honour  !  And  we 
all  laugh.  But,  Fitz-Jarndyce,  I  know  what  will 
happen.  I  know,  far  better  than  they  do,  when 
the  attraction  has  begun.  I  know  the  signs,  my 
dear.  I  saw  them  begin  in  Gridley.  And  I  saw 
them  end.  Fitz-Jarndyce,  my  love,"  speaking 
low  again,  "  I  saw  them  beginning  in  our  friend 
the  ^^'ard  in  Jarndyce.  Let  some  one  hold  him 
back.     Or  he'll  be  drawn  to  ruin.' 

She  looked  at  me  in  silence  for  some  moments, 
with  her  face  gradually  softening  into  a  smile. 
Seeming  to  fear  that  she  had  been  too  gloomy, 
and  seeming  also  to  lose  the  connection  in 
her  mind,  she  said,  politely,  as  she  sipped  her 
glass  of  wine,  "  Yes,  my  dear,  as  I  was  saying,  I 
expect  a  Judgment.  Shortly.  Then  1  shall 
release  my  birds,  you  know,  and  confer  estates." 

I  was  much  impressed  by  her  allusion  to 
Richard,  and  by  the  sad  meaning,  so  sadly  illus- 
trated in  her  poor  pinched  form,  that  made  its 
way  through  all  her  incoherence.  But  happily 
for  her,  she  was  quite  complacent  again  now, 
and  beamed  with  nods  and  smiles. 

"But,  my  dear,"  she  said,  gaily,  reaching 
another  hand  to  put  it  upon  mine.  "  You  have 
not  congratulated  me  on  my  physician.  Posi- 
tively not  once,  yet !  " 

I  was  obliged  to  confess  that  I  did  not  quite 
know  what  she  meant. 

"  My  physician,  Mr.  Woodcourt,  my  dear, 
who  was  so  exceedingly  attentive  to  me.  Though 
his  services  were  rendered  quite  gratuitously. 
Until  the  Day  of  Judgment.  I  mean  the  judg- 
ment that  will  dissolve  the  spell  upon  me  of  the 
Mace  and  Seal." 

"  Mr.  Woodcourt  is  so  far  away  now,"  said  I, 
"  that  I  thought  the  time  for  such  congratulation 
was  past.  Miss  Flite." 

"  But,  my  child,"  she  returned,  "  is  it  possible 
that  you  don't  know  what  has  happened?" 

'•'  No,"  said  I. 

"  Not  what  everybody  has  been  talking  of,  my 
beloved  Fitz-Jarndyce !  " 

"  No,"  said  I.  "  You  forget  how  long  I  have 
been  here." 

"  True  !  My  dear,  for  the  moment— true.  I 
blame  myself.  But  my  memory  has  been  drawn 
out  of  me,  with  everything  else,  by  what  I  men- 
tioned.   Ve-ry  strong  influence,  is  it  not  ?    Well, 
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my  dear,  there  has  been  a  terrible  shipwreck 
over  in  those  East-Indian  seas."  . 

"  Mr.  Woodcourt  shipwrecked  !  " 

"Don't  be  agitated,  my  dear.  He  is  safe. 
An  awful  scene.  Death  in  all  shapes.  Hun- 
dreds of  dead  and  dying.  Fire,  storm,  and 
darkness.  Numbers  of  the  drowning  thrown 
upon  a  rock.  There,  and  through  it  all,  my 
dear  physician  was  a  hero.  Calm  and  brave, 
through  everything.  Saved  many  lives,  never 
complained  in  hunger  and  thirst,  wrapped  naked 
people  in  his  spare  clothes,  took'the  lead,  showed 
them  what  to  do,  governed  them,  tended  the 
sick,  buried  the  dead,  and  brought  the  poor 
survivors  safely  off  at  last !  My  dear,  the  poor 
emaciated  creatures  all  but  worshipped  him. 
They  fell  down  at  his  feet,  when  they  got  to  the 
land,  and  blessed  him.  The  whole  country 
rings  with  it.  Stay  !  Where's  my  bag  of  docu- 
ments ?  I  have  got  it  there,  and  you  shall  read 
it,  you  shall  read  it !  " 

And  I  did  read  all  the  noble  history ;  though 
very  slowly  and  imperfectly  then,  for  my  eyes 
were  so  dimmed  that  I  could  not  see  the  words, 
and  I  cried  so  much  that  I  was  many  times 
obliged  to  lay  down  the  long  account  she  had 
cut  out  of  the  newspaper.  I  felt  so  triumphant 
ever  to  have  known  the  man  who  had  done  such 
generous  and  gallant  deeds ;  I  felt  such  glowing 
exultation  in  his  renown;  I  so  admired  and 
loved  what  he  had  done ;  that  I  envied  the 
storm-worn  people  who  had  fallen  at  his  feet 
and  blessed  him  as  their  jDreserver.  I  could 
myself  have  kneeled  down  then,  so  far  away, 
and  blessed  him,  in  my  rapture  that  he  should 
be  So  truly  good  and  brave.  I  felt  that  no  one 
— mother,  sister,  wife — could  honour  him  more 
than  I.     I  did,  indeed  ! 

My  poor  litde  visitor  made  me  a  present  of 
the  account,  and  when,  as  the  evening  began  to 
close  in,  she  rose  to  take  her  leave,  lest  she 
should  miss  the  coach  by  which  she  must  return, 
she  was  still  full  of  the  shipwreck,  which  I  had 
not  yet  sufficiently  composed  myself  to  under- 
stand in  all  its  details. 

"  My  dear,"  said  she,  as  she  carefully  folded 
up  her  scarf  and  gloves,  "  my  brave  physician 
ought  to  have  a  Title  bestowed  upon  him. 
And  no  doubt  he  will.  You  are  of  that 
opinion?  " 

That  he  well  deserved  one,  yes.  That  he 
would  ever  have  one,  no. 

"  Why  not,  Fitz-Jarndyce  ?  "  she  asked,  rather 
sharply, 

I  said  it  was  not  the  custom  in  England  to 
confer  titles  on  men  distinguished  by  peaceful 
services,  however  good  and  great ;  unless  occa- 


sionally, when  they  consisted  of  the  accumula- 
tion of  some  very  large  amount  of  money. 

"  Why,  good  gracious,"'  said  Miss  FUte,  "  how 
can  you  say  that  ?  Surely  you  know,  my  dear, 
that  all  the  greatest  ornaments  of  England  in 
knowledge,  imagination,  active  humanity,  and 
improvement  of  every  sort,  are  added  to  its 
nobility  !  Look  round  you,  my  dear,  and  con- 
sider. You  must  be  rambling  a  litde  now,  I 
think,  if  you  don't  know  that  this  is  the  great 
reason  why  titles  will  always  last  in  the  land  ! " 

I  am  afraid  she  believed  what  she  said  ;  for 
there  were  moments  when  she  was  very  mad 
indeed. 

And  now  I  must  part  with  the  little  secret  I 
have  thus  far  tried  to  keep.  I  had  thought, 
sometimes,  that  Mr.  Woodcourt  loved  me ;  and 
that  if  he  had  been  richer,  he  Avould  perhaps 
have  told  me  that  he  loved  me,  before  he  went 
away.  I  had  thought,  sometimes,  that  if  he  had 
done  so,  I  should  have  been  glad  of  it.  But, 
how  much  better  it  was  now,  that  this  had  never 
happened  !  What  should  I  have  suffered,  if  I 
had  had  to  write  to  him,  and  tell  him  that  the 
poor  face  he  had  known  as  mine  was  quite  gone 
from  me,  and  that  I  freely  released  him  from  his 
bondage  to  one  whom  he  had  ne\er  seen  ! 

O,  it  was  so  much  better  as  it  was  !  With  a 
great  pang  mercifully  spared  me,  I  could  take 
back  to  my  heart  my  childish  jirayer  to  be  all 
he  had  so  brightly  shown  himself ;  and  there 
was  nothing  to  be  undone :  no  chain  for  me  to 
break,  or  for  him  to  drag ;  and  I  could  go,  please 
God,  my  lowly  way  along  the  path  of  duty,  and 
he  could  go  his  nobler  way  upon  its  broader 
road ;  and  though  we  were  apart  u])on  the 
journey,  I  might  aspire  to  meet  him,  unselfishly, 
innocently,  better  far  than  he  had  thought  me 
when  I  found  some  favour  in  his  eyes,  at  the 
joumey's  end. 


CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

CHESNEV  WOLD. 

^'-^^^HARLEY  and   I   did  not  set  off 

{fjMU'/'^-'']    alone  upon  our  expedition  into  Lin- 

A'lHW^J    colnshire.     My  Guardian  had  made 

up  his  mind  not  to  lose  sight  of  me 

until  I  was  safe  in  Mr.  Boythom's 

house ;  so  he  accompanied  us,  and 

^'yi);,'   we  were  two  days  upon  the  road.     I 

'^^^^^     found  every  breath   of  air,  and   every 

scent,  and  every  flower  and  leaf  and  blade  of 

grass,  and  every  passing  cloud,  and  everything 
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in  nature,  more  beautiful  and  wonderful  to  me 
than  I  had  ever  found  it  yet.  This  was  my 
first  gain  from  my  illness.  How  little  I  had 
lost,  when  the  wide  world  was  so  full  of  delight 
for  me. 

My  Guardian  intending  to  go  back  imme- 
diately, we  appointed,  on  our  way  down,  a  day 
when  my  dear  girl  should  come.  I  wrote  her  a 
letter,  of  which  he  took  charge  ;  and  he  left  us 
within  half  an  hour  of  our  arrival  at  our  destina- 
tion, on  a  delightful  evening  in  the  early  summer 
time. 

If  a  good  fairy  had  built  the  house  for  me 
with  a  wave  of  her  wand,  and  I  had  been  a 
princess  and  her  favoured  godchild,  I  could  not 
have  been  more  considered  in  it.  So  many 
preparations  were  made  for  me,  and  such  an 
endearing  remembrance  was  shown  of  all  my 
little  tastes  and  likings,  that  I  could  have  sat 
down,  overcome,  a  dozen  times,  before  I  had 
revisited  half  the  rooms.  1  did  better  than  that, 
however,  by  sho\\'ing  them  all  to  Charley  in- 
stead. Charley's  delight  calmed  mine ;  and 
after  we  had  had  a  walk  in  the  garden,  and 
Charley  had  exhausted  her  whole  vocabulary  of 
admiring  expressions,  I  was  as  tranquilly  happy 
as  I  ought  to  have  been.  It  Avas  a  great  com- 
fort to  be  able  to  say  to  myself  after  tea,  "  Esther, 
my  dear,  I  think  you  are  quite  sensible  enough 
to  sit  down  now,  and  write  a  note  of  thanks  to 
your  host."  He  had  left  a  note  of  welcome  for 
me,  as  sunny  as  his  own  face,  and  had  confided 
his  bird  to  my  care,  which  I  knew  to  be  his 
liighest  mark  of  confidence.  Accordingly  I 
wrote  a  little  note  to  him  in  London,  telling 
him  how  all  his  favourite  plants  and  trees  were 
looking,  and  how  the  most  astonishing  of  birds 
had  chirped  the  honours  of  the  house  to  me  in 
the  most  hospitable  manner,  and  how,  after 
singing  on  my  shoulder,  to  the  inconceivable 
rapture  of  my  little  maid,  he  was  then  at  roost 
in  the  usual  corner  of  his  cage,  but  whether 
drearrting  or  no  I  could  not  report.  My  note 
finished  and  sent  off  to  the  post,  I  made  myself 
very  busy  in  unpacking  and  arranging;  and  I 
sent  Charley  to  bed  in  good  time,  and  told  her 
I  should  want  her  no  more  that  night. 

For  I  had  not  yet  looked  in  the  glass,  and 
had  never  asked  to  have  my  own  restored  to  me. 
I  knew  this  to  be  a  weakness  which  must  be 
overcome ;  but  I  had  always  said  to  myself  that 
I  would  begin  afresh,  when  I  got  to  where  I  now 
was.  Therefore  I  had  wanted  to  be  alone,  and 
therefore  I  said,  now  alone,  in  my  own  room, 
"  Esther,  if  you  are  to  be  happy,  if  you  are  to 
have  any  right  to  pray  to  be  true-hearted,  you 
must  keep  your  word,  my  dear."     I  was  quite 


resolved  to  keep  it ;  but  I  sat  down  for  a  little 
while  first,  to  reflect  upon  all  my  blessings.  And 
then  I  said  my  prayers,  and  thought  a  little  more. 
My  hair  had  not  been  cut  off,  though  it  had 
been  in  danger  more  than  once.  It  was  long^ 
and  thick.  I  let  it  down,  and  shook  it  out,  and 
went  up  to  the  glass  upon  the  dressing-table. 
There  was  a  little  muslin  curtain  drawn  across 
it.  I  drew  it  back :  and  stood  for  a  moment 
looking  through  such  a  veil  of  my  own  hair, 
that  I  could  see  nothing  else.  Then  I  put 
my  hair  aside,  arid  looked  at  the  reflection  in 
the  mirror  ;  encouraged  by  seeing  how  placidly 
it  looked  at  me.     I  was  very  much  changed — 

0  very,  very  much.  At  first,  my  face  was  so 
strange  to  me,  that  I  think  I  should  have  put  my 
hands  before  it  and  started  back,  but  for  the  en- 
couragement I  have  mentioned.  Very  soon  it 
became  more  familiar,  and  then  I  knew  the 
extent  of  the  alteration  in  it  better  than  I  had 
done  at  first.  It  was  not  like  what  I  had  ex- 
pected ;  but  I  had  expected  nothing  definite, 
and  I  dare  say  anything  definite  would  have  sur- 
prised me. 

I  had  never  been  a  beauty,  and  had  never 
thought  myself  one ;  but  I  had  been  very  differ- 
ent from  this.  It  was  all  gone  now.  Heaven 
was  so  good  to  me,  that  I  could  let  it  go  with 
a  few  not  bitter  tears,  and  could  stand  there 
arranging  my  hair  for  the  night  quite  thankfully. 

One  thing  troubled  me,  and  I  considered  it 
for  a  long  time  before  I  went  to  sleep.  I  had 
kept  Mr.  Woodcourt's  flowers.  When  they  were 
withered  I  had  dried  them,  and  put  them  in  a 
book  that  I  was  fond  of.  Nobody  knew  this, 
not  even  Ada.  I  was  doubtful  whether  I  had 
a  right  to  preserve  what  he  had  sent  to  one  so 
different — whether  it  was  generous  towards  him 
to  do  it.  I  wished  to  be  generous  to  him,  even 
in  the  secret  depths  of  my  heart,  which  he  would 
never  know,  because  I  could  have  loved  him — 
could  have  been  devoted  to  him.  At  last  I 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  I  might  keep  them  ; 
if  I  treasured  them  only  as  a  remembrance  of 
what  was  irrevocably  past  and  gone,  never  to 
be  looked  back  on  any  more,  in  any  other  light. 

1  hope  this  may  not  seem  trivial.     I  was  very 
much  in  earnest. 

I  took  care  to  be  up  early  in  the  morning, 
and  to  be  before  the  glass  when  Charley  came  irx 
on  tiptoe. 

"  Dear,  dear,  miss  !  "  cried  Charley,  starting". 
"  Is  that  you?" 

"  Yes,  Charley,"  said  I,  quietly  putting  up  my 
hair.  "  And  I  am  ver)'  well  indeed,  and  very 
happy." 

I  saw  it  was  a  weight  off  Charley's  mind,  but 
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it  was  a  greater  weight  off  mine.  I  knew  the 
worst  now,  and  was  composed  to  it.  I  shall  not 
conceal,  as  I  go  on,  the  weaknesses  I  could  not 
quite  conquer ;  but  they  always  passed  from  me 
soon,  and  the  happier  frame  of  mind  stayed  by 
me  faithfully. 

Wishing  to  be  fully  re-established  in  my 
strength  and  my  good  spirits  before  Ada  came, 
I  now  laid  down  a  little  series  of  plans  with 
Charley  for  being  in  the  fresh  air  all  day  long. 
We  were  to  be  out  before  breakfast,  and  were  to 
dine  early,  and  were  to  be  out  again  before  and 


after  dinner,  and  were  to  walk  in  the  garden 
after  tea,  and  were  to  go  to  rest  betimes,  and 
were  to  climb  every  hill  and  explore  every  road, 
lane,  and  field  in  the  neighbourhood.  As  to 
restoratives  and  strengthening  delicacies,  Mr. 
Boythorn's  good  housekeeper  was  for  ever  trot- 
ting about  with  something  to  eat  or  drink  in  her 
hand  ;  I  could  not  even  be  heard  of  as  resting 
in  the  park,  but  she  would  come  trotting  after 
me  with  a  basket,  her  cheerful  face  shining  with 
a  lecture  on  the  importance  of  frequent  nourish- 
ment.    Then  there  was  a  pony  expressly  for  my 


"FOK.   1   AM    CONSTANTLY   BEING   TAKEN   IN   THESE   NETS,"    SAID   MR.    SKIMPOLE,    LOOKING   BE.-UUNGLV   AT    U6 
OVER  A   GLASS   OF   WINE-AND-WATER,    "  AND  AM   CONSTANTLY   BEING  BAILED   OUT — LIKE  A   BOAT." 


riding,  a  chubby  pony,  with  a  short  neck  and  a 
mane  all  o\er  his  eyes,  who  could  canter — when 
he  would — so  easily  and  quietly,  that  he  was  a 
treasure.  In  a  very  iow  days,  he  would  come 
to  me  in  the  paddock  when  I  called  him,  and 
eat  out  of  my  hand,  and  follow  me  about.  We 
arrived  at  such  a  capital  understanding,  that 
when  he  was  jogging  with  me  lazily,  and 
rather  obstinately,  down  some  shady  lane,  if 
I  patted  his  neck,  and  said,  "  Stubbs,  I  am 
surprised  you  don't  canter  when  you  know 
how  much  I  like  it ;  and  I  think  you  might 
oblige  me,  for  you  are  only  getting  stupid  and 


going  to  sleep,"  he  would  give  his  head  a  comi- 
cal shake  or  two,  and  set  off  directly  ;  while 
Charley  would  stand  still  and  laugh  with  such 
enjoyment,  that  her  laughter  was  like  music.  1 
don't  know  who  had  given  Stubbs  his  name,  but 
it  seemed  to  belong  to  him  as  naturally  as  his 
rough  coat.  Once  we  put  him  in  a  little  chaise, 
and  drove  him  triumphantly  through  the  green 
lanes  for  five  miles  ;  but  all  at  once,  as  we  were 
extolling  him  to  the  skies,  he  seemed  to  take  it 
ill  that  he  should  have  been  accompanied  so  far- 
by  the  circle  of  tantalising  little  gnats,  that  had 
been  hovering  round  and  round   his  ears  the 
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whole  way  without  appearing  to  advance  an 
inch  ;  and  stopped  to  think  about  it.  I  suppose 
he  came  to  the  decision  that  it  was  not  to  be 
borne ;  for  he  steadily  refused  to  move,  until  I 
gave  the  reins  to  Charley  and  got  out  and 
walked ;  when  he  followed  me  with  a  sturdy 
sort  of  good  humour,  putting  his  head  under  my 
aim,  and  rubbing  his  ear  against  my  sleeve.  It 
was  in  vain  for  me  to  say,  "  Now,  Stubbs,  I  feel 
quite  sure  from  what  I  know  of  you,  that  you 
will  go  on  if  I  ride  a  little  while ; "  for  the 
moment  I  left  him,  he  stood  stock  still  again. 
Consequently  I  was  obliged  to  lead  the  way,  as 
before  ;  and  in  this  order  we  returned  home,  to 
the  great  delight  of  the  village. . 

Charley  and  I  had  reas.on  to  call  it  the  most 
friendly  of  villages,  I  am  sure ;  for  in  a  week's 
time  the  people  were  so  glad  to  see  us  go  by, 
though  ever  so  frequently  in  the  course  of  a  day, 
that  there  were  faces  of  greeting  in  every  cottage. 
I  had  known  many  of  the  grown  people  before, 
and  almost  all  the  children  ;  but  now  the  very 
steeple  began  to  wear  a  familiar  and  affectionate 
look.  Among  my  new  friends  was  an  old  old 
woman  who  lived  in  such  a  little  thatched  and 
whitewashed  dwelling,  that  when  the  outside 
shutter  was  turned  up  on  its  hinges,  it  shut  up 
the  whole  house-front.  This  old  lady  had  a 
grandson  who  was  a  sailor ;  and  I  wrote  a  letter 
to  him  for  her,  and  drew  at  the  top  of  it  the 
chimney-corner  jn  which  she  had  brought  him 
up,  and  where  his  old  stool  yet  occupied  its  old 
place.  This  was  considered  by  the  whole  vil- 
lage the  most  wonderful  achievement  in  the 
world ;  but  when  an  answer  came  back  all  the 
way  from  Plymouth,  in  which  he  mentioned 
that  he  was  going  to  take  the  picture  all  the 
Avay  to  America,  and  from  America  would  write 
again,  I  got  all  the  credit  that  ought  to  have 
been  given  to  the  Post-office,  and  was  invested 
with  the  merit  of  the  whole  system. 

Thus,  what  with  being  so  much  in  the  air, 
playing  with  so  many  children,  gossiping  with 
so  many  people,  sitting  on  invitation  in  so  many 
cottages,  going  on  with  Charley's  education,  and 
writing  long  letters  to  Ada  every  day,  I  had 
scarcely  any  time  to  think  about  that  little  loss 
of  mine,  and  was  almost  always  cheerful.  If  I 
did  think  of  it  at  odd  moments  now  and  then, 
I  had  only  to  be  busy  and  forget  it.  I  felt  it 
more  than  I  had  hoped  I  should  once,  when  a 
child  said,  "  Mother,  why  is  the  lady  not  a 
pretty  lady  now,  like  she  used  to  be  ? "  But 
when  I  found  the  child  was  not  less  fond  of  me, 
and  drew  its  soft  hand  over  my  face  with  a  kind 
of  pitying  protection  in  its  touch,  that  soon  set 
me  up  again.     There  were  many  little  occur- 


rences which  suggested  to  me,  with  great  conso- 
lation, how  natural  it  is  to  gentle  hearts  to  be 
considerate  and  delicate  towards  any  inferiority. 
One  of  these  particularly  touched  me.  I  hap- 
pened to  stroll  into  the  little  church  when  a 
marriage  was  just  concluded,  and  the  young 
couple  had  to  sign  the  register.  The  bride- 
groom, to  whom  the  pen  was  handed  first,  made 
a  rude  cross  for  his  mark  ;  the  bride,  who  came 
next,  did  the  same.  Now,  I  had  known  the 
bride  when  I  was  last  there,  not  only  as  the 
prettiest  girl  in  the  place,  but  as  having  quite 
distinguished  herself  in  the  school ;  and  I  could 
not  help  looking  at  her  with  some  surprise.  She 
came  aside  and  whispered  to  me,  while'  tears  of 
honest  love  and  admiration  stood  in  her  bright 
eyes,  "  He's  a  dear  good  fellow,  miss ;  but  he 
can't  write,  yet — he's  going  to  learn  of  me; — and 
I  wouldn't  shame  him  for  the  world ! "  Why, 
what  had  I  to  fear,  I  thought,  when  there  was 
this  nobility  in  the  soul  of  a  labouring  man's 
daughter ! 

The  air  bl^was  freshly  and  revivingly  upon  me 
as  it  had  ever  blown,  and  the  healthy  colour 
came  into  my  new  face  as  it  had  come  into  my 
old  one.  Charley  was  wonderful  to  see,  she 
was  so  radiant  and  so  rosy  \  and  we  both  en- 
joyed the  whole  day,  and  slept  soundly  the 
whole  night. 

There  was  a  favourite  spot  of  mine  in  the 
park-woods  of  Chesney  Wold,  where  a  seat  had 
been  erected  commanding  a  lovely  view.  The 
wood  had  been  cleared  and  opened,  to  improve 
this  point  of  sight ;  and  the  bright  sunny  land- 
scape beyond,  was  so  beautiful  that  I  rested 
there  at  least  once  every  day.  A  picturesque 
part  of  the  Hall,  called  the  Ghost's  Walk,  was 
seen  to  advantage  from  this  higher  ground ;  and 
the  startling  name,  and  the  old  legend  in  the 
Dedlock  family  which  I  had  heard  from  Mr. 
Boy  thorn,  accounting  for  it,  mingled  with  the 
view,  and  gave  it  something  of  a  mysterious  in- 
terest, in  addition  to  its  real  charms.  There 
was  a  bank  here,  too,  which  was  a  famous  one 
for  violets;  and  as  it  was  a  daily  delight  of 
Charley's  to  gather  wild  flowers,  she  took  as 
much  to  the  spot  as  I  did. 

It  would  be  idle  to  inquire  now  why  I  never 
went  close  to  the  house,  or  never  went  inside  it. 
The  family  were  not  there,  I  had  heard  on  my 
arrival,  and  were  not  expected.  I  was  far  from 
being  incurious  or  uninterested  about  the  build- 
ing ;  on  the  contrary,  I  often  sat  in  this  place, 
wondering  how  the  rooms  ranged,  and  whethef 
any  echo  like  a  footstep  really  did  resound  at 
times,  as  the  story  said,  upon  the  Ipnely  Ghost's 
Walk.     The  indefinable  feeling  with  which  Lady 
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Dedlock  had  impressed  me,  may  have  had  some 
influence  in  keeping  me  from  the  house  even 
when  she  was  absent.  I  am  not  sure.  Her 
face  and  figure  were  associated  with  it,  naturally; 
but  I  cannot  say  that  they  repelled  me  from  it, 
though  something  did.  For  whatever  reason  or 
no  reason,  I  had  never  once  gone  near  it,  down 
to  the  day  at  which  my  story  now  arrives. 

I  was  resting  at  my  favourite  point,  after  a 
long  ramble,  and  Charley  was  gathering  violets 
at  a  little  distance  from  me.  I  had  been  look- 
ing at  the  Ghost's  Walk  lying  in  a  deep  shade 
of  masonry  afar  off,  and  picturing  to  myself  the 
female  shape  that  was  said  to-  haunt  it,  when  I 
became  aware  of  a  figure  approaching  through 
the  wood.  The  perspective  was  so  long,  and  so 
darkened  by  leaves,  and  the  shadows  of  the 
branches  on  the  ground  made  it  so  much  more 
intricate  to  the  eye,  that  at  first  I  could  not  dis- 
cern what  figure  it  was.  By  little  and  little,  it 
revealed  itself  to  be  a  woman's — a  lady's — Lady 
Dedlock's.  She  was  alone,  and  coming  to  where 
I  sat  with  a  much  quicker  step,  I  observed  to  my 
surprise,  than  was  usual  with  her. 

1  was  fluttered  by  her  being  unexpectedly  so 
near  (she  was  almost  within  speaking  distance 
before  I  knew  her),  and  would  have  risen  to 
continue  my  walk.  But  I  could  not.  I  was 
rendered  motionless.  Not  so  much  by  her  hur- 
ried gesture  of  entreaty,  not  so  much  by  her 
quick  advance  and  outstretched  hands,  not  so 
much  by  the  great  change  in  her  manner,  and 
the  absence  of  her  haughty  self-restraint,  as  by  a 
something  in  her  face  that  I  had  pined  for  and 
dreamed  of  when  I  was  a  little  child  ;  something 
I  had  never  seen  in  any  face  ;  something  I  had 
never  seen  in  hers  before. 

A  dread  and  faintness  fell  upon  me,  and  I 
called  to  Charley.  Lady  Dedlock  stopped,  upon 
tlie  instant,  and  changed  back  almost  to  what  I 
had  known  her. 

"  Miss  Summerson,  I  am  afraid  I  have  startled 
you,"  she  said,  now  advancing  slowly.  "  You 
can  scarcely  be  strong  yet.  You  have  been  very 
ill,  I  know.  I  have  been  much  concerned  to 
hear  it." 

I  could  no  more  have  removed  my  eyes  from 
her  pale  face,  than  I  could  have  stirred  from  the 
bench  on  which  I  sat.  She  gave  me  her  hand ; 
and  its  deadly  coldness,  so  at  variance  with  the 
enforced  comp.osure  of  her  features,  deepened 
the  fascination  that  overpowered  me.  I  cannot 
say  what  was  in  my  whirling  thoughts. 

"  You  are  recovering  again  ? "  she  asked 
kindly. 

"  I  was  quite  well  but  a  moment  ago,  Lady 
Dedlock." 


"  Is  this  your  young  attendant  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  \VilI  you  send  her  on  before,  and  walk 
towards  your  house  with  me  ?  " 

"  Charley,"  said  I,  "  take  your  flowers  home, 
and  I  will  follow  you  directly." 

Charley,  with  her  best  curtsey,  blushingly  tied 
on  her  bonnet,  and  went  her  way.  When  she 
was  gone,  Lady  Dedlock  sat  down  on  the  seat 
beside  me. 

I  cannot  tell  in  any  words  what  the  state  of 
my  mind  was,  when  I  saw  in  her  hand  my  hand- 
kerchief, with  which  I  had  covered  the  dead 
baby. 

I  looked  at  her ;  but  I  could  not  see  her,  I 
could  not  hear  her,  I  could  not  draw  my  breath. 
The  beating  of  my  heart  was  so  violent  and 
wild,  that  I  felt  as  if  my  life  were  breaking  from 
me.  But  W'hen  she  caught  me  to  her  breast, 
kissed  me,  wept  over  me,  compassionated  me, 
and  called  me  back  to  myself;  when  she  fell 
down  on  her  knees  and  cried  to  me,  "  O  my 
child,  my  child,  I  am  your  wicked  and  unhapp}' 
mother  !  O  try  to  forgive  me  ! " — when  I  saw 
her  at  my  feet  on  the  bare  earth  in  her  great 
agony  of  mind,  I  felt,  through  all  my  tumult  of 
emotion,  a  burst  of  gratitude  to  the  providence 
of  God  that  I  was  so  changed  as  that  I  never 
could  disgrace  her  by  any  trace  of  likeness  ;  as 
that  nobody  could  ever  now  look  at  me,  and 
look  at  her,  and  remotely  think  of  any  near 
tie  between  us. 

I  raised  my  mother  up,  praying  and  beseech- 
ing her  not  to  stoop  before  me  in  such  affliction 
and  humiliation.  I  did  so,  in  broken  incoherent 
words ;  for,  besides  the  tcouble  I  was  in,  it 
frightened  me  to  see  her  at  ?/iy  feet.  I  told  her 
— or  I  tried  to  tell  her — that  if  it  were  for  me, 
her  child,  under  any  circumstances  to  take  upon 
me  to  forgive  her,  I  did  it,  and  had  done  it, 
many,  many  years.  I  told  her  that  my  heart 
overflowed  with  love  for  her  ;  that  it  was  natural 
love,  which  nothing  in  the  past  had  changed,  or 
could  change.  That  it  was  not  for  me,  then 
resting  for  the  first  time  on  my  mother's  bosom, 
to  take  her  to  account  for  having  given  me  life ; 
but  that  my  duty  was  to  bless  her  and  receive 
her,  though  the  whole  world  turned  from  her, 
and  that  I  only  asked  her  leave  to  do  it.  I 
held  my  mother  in  my  embrace,  and  she  held 
me  in  heis ;  and  among  the  still  woods  in  the 
silence  of  the  summer  day,  there  seemed  to  be 
nothing  but  our  two  troubled  minds  that  was 
not  at  peace. 

"  To  bless  and  receive  me,"  groaned  my 
mother,  "  it  is  far  too  late.  I  must  travel  my 
dark  road  alone,  and  it  will  lead  me  where  it 
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will.  From  day  to  day,  sometimes  from  hour 
to  hour,  I  do  not  see  the  way  before  my  guilty 
feet.  This  is  the  earthly  punishment  I  have 
brought  upon  myself.     I  bear  it,  and  I  hide  it." 

Even  in  the  thinking  of  her  endurance,  she 
drew  her  habitual  air  of  proud  indifterence  about 
her  like  a  veil,  though  she  soon  cast  it  off 
again. 

"  I  must  keep  this  secret,  if  by  any  means  it 
can  be  kept,  not  wholly  for  myself  I  have  a 
husband,  wretched  and  dishonouring  creature 
that  I  am  !" 

These  words  she  uttered  Avith  a  suppressed 
ciy  of  despair,  more  terrible  in  its  sound  than 
any  shriek.  Covering  her  face  with  her  hands, 
she  shrunk  down  in  my  embrace  as  if  she  were 
unwilling  that  I  should  touch  her ;  nor  could  I, 
by  my  utmost  persuasions,  or  by  any  endear- 
ments I  could  use,  prevail  upon  her  to  rise.  She 
said,  No,  no,  no,  she  could  only  speak  to  me  so ; 
she  must  be  proud  and  disdainful  everywhere 
else  ;  she  would  be  humbled  and  ashamed  there, 
in  the  only  natural  moments  of  her  life. 

My  unhappy  mother  told  me  that  in  my  illness 
she  had  been  nearly  frantic.  She  had  but  then 
known  that  her  child  was  living.  She  could  not 
have  suspected  me  to  be  that  child  before.  ■  She 
had  followed  me  down  here,  to  speak  to  me  but 
once  in  all  her  life.  We  never  could  associate, 
never  could  communicate,  never  probably  from 
that  time  forth  could  interchange  another  word, 
on  earth.  She  put  into  my  hands  a  letter  she 
had  written  for  my  reading  only ;  and  said,  when 
I  had  read  it,  and  destroyed  it — but  not  so  much 
for  her  sake,  since  she  asked  nothing,  as  for  her 
husband's  and  my  own — I  must  evermore  con- 
sider her  as  dead.  If  I  could  believe  that  she 
loved  me,  in  this  agony  in  which  I  saw  her,  with 
a  mother's  love,  she  asked  me  to  do  that ;  for 
then  I  might  think  of  her  with  a  greater  pity, 
imagining  what  she  suffered.  She  had  put  her- 
self beyond  all  hope,  and  beyond  all  help. 
Whether  she  preserved  her  secret  until  death,  or 
it  came  to  be  discovered  and  she  brought  dis- 
honour and  disgrace  upon  the  name  she  had 
taken,  it  was  her  solitary  struggle  always  ;  and 
'  no  affection  could  come  near  her,  and  no  human 
creature  could  render  her  any  aid. 

"  But  is  the  secret  safe  so  far  ?  "  I  asked.  "  Is 
it  safe  now,  dearest  mother?" 

"  No,"  replied  my  mother.  "  It  has  been  very 
near  discovery.  It  was  saved  by  an  accident. 
It  may  be  lost  by  another  accident — to-morrow, 
any  day." 

"  Do  you  dread  a  particular  person  ?" 
"  Hush  !     Do  not  tremble  and  cry  so  much 
for  me.     I  am  not  worthy  of  these  tears,"  said 


my  mother,  kissing  my  hands.     "  I  dread  one 
person  very  much." 

"  An  enemy?" 

"  Not  a  friend.  One  who  is  too  passionless  to 
be  either.  He  is  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock's  lawyer; 
mechanically  faithful  without  attachment,  and 
very  jealous  of  the  profit,  privilege,  and  reputa- 
tion of  being  master  of  the  mysteries  of  great 
houses." 

"  Has  he  any  suspicions?" 

"  Many." 

"  Not  of  you  ?"  I  said  alarmed. 

"  Yes  !  He  is  always  vigilant,  and  always 
near  me.  I  may  keep  him  at  a  stand  still,  but  I 
can  never  shake  him  off." 

"  Has  he  so  little  pity  or  compunction  ?  " 

"He  has  none,  and  no  anger.  He  is  indif- 
ferent to  everything  but  his  calling.  His  calling 
is  the  acquisition  of  secrets,  and  the  holding 
possession  of  such  power  as  they  give  him,  with 
no  sharer  or  opponent  in  it." 

"  Could  you  trust  in  him  ?  " 

*•  I  shall  never  try.  The  dark  road  I  have 
trodden  for  so  many  years  will  end  where  it  will. 
I  follow  it  alone  to  the  end,  whatever  the  end 
be.  It  maybe  near,  it  may  be  distant;  while 
the  road  lasts,  nothing  turns  me." 

"  Dear  mother,  are  you  so  resolved  ?  " 

"  I  am  resolved.  I  have  long  outbidden  folly 
with  folly,  pride  with  pride,  scorn  with  scorn, 
insolence  with  insolence,  and  have  outlived 
many  vanities  with  many  more.  I  will  outlive 
this  danger,  and  outdie  it,  if  I  can.  It  has 
closed  around  me,  almost  as  awfully  as  if  these 
woods  of  Chesney  Wold  had  closed  around  the 
house;  but  my  course  through  it  is  the  same. 
I  have  but  one ;  I  can  have  but  one." 

"  Mr.  Jamdyce — "  I  was  beginning,  when  my 
mother  hurriedly  inquired  : 

"  Does  he  suspect  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  I.  "  No,  indeed  !  Be  assured 
that  he  does  not ! "  And  I  told  her  what  he 
had  related  to  me  as  his  knowledge  of  my 
story.  "But  he  is  so  good  and  sensible,"  said 
I,  "that  perhaps  if  he  knew " 

My  mother,  who  until  this  time  had  made  no 
change  in  her  position,  raised  her  hand  up  to 
my  lips,  and  stopped  me. 

"  Confide  fully  in  him,"  she  said,  after  a  Htde 
while.  "You  have  my  free  consent— a  small 
gift  from  such  a  mother  to  her  injured  child !— - 
but  do  not  tell  me  of  it.  Some  pride  is  left  in 
me  even  yet." 

I  explained,  as  nearly  as  I  could  then,  or  can 
recall  now — for  my  agitation  and  distress  through- 
out were  so  great  that  I  scarcely  understood 
myself,  though  every  word  that  was  uttered  in 
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the  mother's  voice,  so  unfamlhar  and  so  melan- 
choly to  me  ;  which  in  my  childhood  I  had 
never  learned  to  love  and  recognise,  had  never 
been  sung  to  sleep  with,  had  never  heard  a 
blessing  from,  had  never  had  a  hope  inspired 
by ;  made  an  enduring  impression  on  my 
memory — I  say  I  explained,  or  tried  to  do  it, 
how  I  had  only  hoped  that  Mr.  Jarndyce,  who 
had  been  the  best  of  fathers  to  me,  might  be 
able  to  afford  some  counsel  and  support  to  her. 
But  my  mother  answered  no,  it  was  impossible ; 
no  one  could  help  her.  Through  the  desert 
that  lay  before  her,  she  must  go  alone. 

"  My  child,  my  child  !  "  she  said.  "  For  the 
last  time !  These  kisses  for  the  last  time ! 
These  arms  upon  my  neck  for  the  last  time ! 
We  shall  meet  no  more.  To  hope  to  do  what 
I  seek  to  do,  I  must  be  what  I  have  been  so 
long.  Such  is  my  reward  and  doom.  If  you 
hear,  of  Lady  Dedlock,  brilliant,  prosperous,  and 
flattered ;  think  of  your  wretched  mother,  con- 
science-stricken, underneath  that  mask  !  Think 
that  the  reality  is  in  her  suffering,  in  her  useless 
remorse,  in  her  murdering  within  her  breast  the 
only  love  and  truth  of  which  it  is  capable  !  And 
then  forgive  her,  if  you  can ;  and  cry  to  Heaven 
to  forgive  her,  which  it  never  can  !  " 

We  held  one  another  for  a  little  space  yet,  but 
she  was  so  firm,  that  she  took  my  hands  away, 
and  put  them  back  against  my  breast,  and,  with 
a  last  kiss  as  she  held  them  there,  released 
them,  and  went  from  me  into  the  wood.  I  was 
alone  ;  and,  calm  and  quiet  below  me  in  the 
sun  and  shade,  lay  the  old  house,  with  its 
terraces  and  turrets,  on  which  there  had  seemed 
to  me  to  be  such  complete  repose  when  I  first 
saw  it,  but  which  now  looked  like  the  obdurate 
and  unpitying  watcher  of  my  mother's  misery. 

Stunned  as  I  was,  as  weak  and  helpless  at 
first  as  I  had  ever  been  in  my  sick  chamber,  the 
necessity  of  guarding  against  the  danger  of 
discovery  or  even  of  the  remotest  suspicion,  did 
me  service.  I  took  such  precautions  as  I  could 
to  hide  from  Charley  that  I  had  been  crying ; 
and  I  constrained  myself  to  think  of  every  sacred 
obligation  that  there  was  upon  me  to  be  careful 
and  collected.  It  was  not  a  little  while  before 
I  could  succeed,  or  could  even  restrain  bursts  of 
grief;  but  after  an  hour  or  so,- 1  was  better,  and 
felt  that  I  might  return.  I  went  home  very 
slowly,  and  told  Charley,  whom  I  found  at  the 
gate  looking  for  me,  that  I  had  been  tempted 
to  extend  my  walk  after  Lady  Dedlock  had  left 
me,  and  that  I  was  over-tired,  and  would  lie 
down.  Safe  in  my  own  room  I  read  the  letter. 
I  clearly  derived  from  it — and  that  was  much 
then — that  I  had  not  been  abandoned  by  my 


mother.  Her  elder  and  only  sister,  the  god- 
mother of  my  childhood,  discovering  signs  of  life 
in  me  when  I  had  been  laid  aside  as  dead,  had, 
in  her  stem  sense  of  duty,  with  no  desire  or 
willingness  that  I  should  live,  reared  me  in  rigid 
secrecy,  and  had  never  again  beheld  my  mother's 
face  from  within  a  few  hours  of  my  birth.  So 
strangely  did  I  hold  my  place  in  this  world, 
that,  until  within  a  short  time  back,  I  had 
never,  to  my  own  mother's  knowledge,  breathed 
— had  been  buried — had  never  been  endowed 
with  life — had  never  borne  a  name.  When  she 
had  first  seen  me  in  the  church,  she  had  been 
startled ;  and  had  thought  of  what  would  have 
been  like  me,  if  it  had  ever  lived,  and  had  lived 
on  ;  but  that  was  all,  then. 

What  more  the  letter  told  me,  needs  not  to 
be  repeated  here.  It  has  its  own  times  and 
places  in  my  story. 

My  first  care  was  to  burn  what  my  mother 
had  written,  and  to  consume  even  its  ashes.  I 
hope  it  may  not  appear  very  unnatural  or  bad 
in  me,  that  I  then  became  heavily  sorrowful  to 
think  I  had  ever  been  reared.  That  I  felt  as  if 
I  knew  it  would  have  been  better  and  happier 
for  many  people,  if  indeed  I  had  never  breathed. 
That  I  had  a  terror  of  myself,  as  the  danger  and 
the  possible  disgrace  of  my  own  mother,  and  of 
a  proud  family  name.  That  I  was  so  confused 
and  shaken,  as  to  be  possessed  by  a  belief  that 
it  was  right,  and  had  been  intended,  that  I  should 
die  in  my  birth ;  and  that  it  was  wrong,  and  not 
intended,  that  I  should  be  then  alive. 

These  are  the  real  feelings  that  I  had.  I  fell 
asleep,  worn  out ;  and  when  I  awoke,  I  cried 
afresh  to  think  that  I  was  back  in  the  world, 
with  my  load  of  trouble  for  others.  I  was  more 
than  ever  frightened  of  myself,  thinking  anew  of 
her,  against  whom  I  was  a  witness ;  of  the  owner 
of  Chesney  Wold ;  of  the  new  and  terrible  mean- 
ing of  the  old  words,  now  moaning  in  my  ear 
like  a  surge  upon  the  shore,  "  Your  mother, 
Esther,  was  your  disgrace,  and  you  are  hers. 
The  time  will  come — and  soon  enough — when 
you  will  understand  this  better,  and  will  feel  it 
too,  as  no  one  save  a  woman  can."  ^^'ith  them, 
those  other  words  returned,  "  Pray  daily  that 
the  sins  of  others  be  not  visited  upon  your 
head."  I  could  not  disentangle  all  that  was 
about  me;  and  I  felt  as  if  the  blame  and  the 
shame  were  all  in  me,  and  the  visitation  had 
come  clown. 

The  day  waned  into  a  gloomy  evening,  over- 
cast and  sad,  and  I  still  contended  with  the 
same  distress.  I  went  out  alone ;  and,  after 
walking  a  little  in  the  park,  watching  the  dark 
shades  falling  on  the  trees,  and  the  fitful  flight 
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of  the  bats,  which  sometimes  almost  touched 
me,  -was  attracteil  to  the  house  for  the  first  time. 
Perhaps  I  might  not  have  gone  near  it,  if  I  had 
been  in  a  stronger  frame  of  mind.  As  it  was,  I 
took  the  path  that  led  close  by  it. 

I  did  not  dare  to  linger  or  to  look  up,  but  I 
passed  before  the  terrace  garden  with  its  fragrant 
odours,  and  its  broad  walks,  and  its  well-kept 
beds  and  smooth  turf;  and  I  saw  how  beautiful 
anil  grave  it  was,  and  how  the  old  stone  balus- 
trades and  parapets,  and  wide  flights  of  shallow- 
steps,  were  seamed  by  time  and  weather ;  and 
how  the  trained  moss  and  ivy  grew  about  them, 
and  around  the  old  stone  pedestal  of  the  sun- 
dial; and  I  heard  the  fountain  falling.     Then 
the  way  went  by  long  lines  of  dark  windows, 
diversified  by  turreted  towers,  and  porches,  of 
eccentric  shapes,  where  old  stone  lions  and  gro- 
tesque monsters  bristled  outside  dens  of  shadow, 
and   snarled   at   the  evening  gloom    over   the 
escutcheons  they  held  in  their  grip.     Thence 
the   path   wound   underneath   a   gateway,  and 
through  a  court-yard  where  the  principal  en- 
trance was  (I  hurried  quickly  on),  and  by  the 
stables  where  none  but  deep  voices  seemed  to  be, 
whether  in  the  murmuring  of  the  Avind  through 
the  strong  mass  of  ivy  holding  to  a  high  red 
wall,  or  in  the  low  complaining  of  the  weather- 
cock, or  in  the  barking  of  the  dogs,  or  in  the 
slow  striking  of  a  clock.     So,  encountering  pre- 
sently a  sweet  smell  of  limes,  whose  rustling  I 
could  hear,  I   turned  with  the  turning  of  the 
path,  to  the  south  front ;  and  there,  above  me, 
were   the   balustrades    of   the    Ghost's    Walk, 
and    one   lighted    window   that   might   be   my 
mother's. 

The  way  was  paved  here,  like  the  terrace 
overhead,  and  my  footsteps  from  being  noise- 
less made  an  echoing  sound  upon  the  flags. 
Stopping  to  look  at  nothing,  but  seeing  all  I 
did  see  as  I  went,  I  was  passing  quickly  on, 
and  in  a  few  moments  should  have  passed  the 
lighted  window,  when  my  echoing  footsteps 
brought  it  suddenly  into  my  mind  that  there 
was  a  dreadful  truth  in  the  legend  of  the  Ghost's 
Walk ;  that  it  was  I,  who  was  to  bring  calamity 
upon  the  stately  house  ;  and  that  my  warning 
feet  were  haunting  it  even  then.  Seized  with  an 
augmented  terror  of  myself  which  turned  me 
cold,  I  ran  from  myself  and  everything,  retraced 
the  way  by  which  I  had  come,  and  never  paused 
until  I  had  gained  the  lodge-gate,  and  the  park 
lay  sullen  and  black  behind  me. 

Not  before  I  was  alone  in  my  own  room  for 
the  night,  and  had  again  been  dejected  and  un- 
happy there,  did  I  begin  to  know  how  wrong 
and  thankless  this  state  was.      But,  from  my 


darling  who  was  coming  on  the  morrow,  I  found 
a  joylul  letter,  full  of  such  loving  anticipation 
that  I  must  have  been  of  marble  if  it  had  not 
moved  me ;  from  my  Guardian,  too,  I  found 
another  letter,  asking  me  to  tell  Dame  Durden, 
if  I  should  see  that  little  woman  anywhere,  that 
they  had  moped  most  pitiably  without  her,  that 
the  housekeeping  was  going  to  rack  and  ruin, 
that  nobody  else  could  manage  the  keys,  and 
that  everybody  in  and  about  the  house  declared 
it  was  not  the  same  house,  and  was  becoming 
rebellious  for  her  return.  Two  such  letters 
together  made  me  think  how  far  beyond  my 
deserts  I  was  beloved,  and  how  happy  I  ought 
to  be.  That  made  me  think  of  all  my  past  life ; 
and  that  brought  me,  as  it  ought  to  have  done 
before,  into  a  better  condition. 

For,  I  saw  very  well  that  I  could  not  have 
been  intended  to  die,  or  I  should  never  have 
lived  ;  not  to  say  should  never  have  been  re- 
served for  such  a  happy  life.  I  saw  very  well 
how  many  things  had  worked  together  for  my 
welfare ;  and  that  if  the  sins  of  the  fathers  were 
sometimes  visited  upon  the  children,  the  phrase 
did  not  mean  what  I  had  in  the  morning  feared 
it  ineant.  I  knew  I  was  as  innocent  of  my  birth, 
as  a  queen  of  hers ;  and  that  before  my  Hea\'enly 
Father  I  should  not  be  punished  for  birth,  nor  a 
queen  rewarded  for  it.  I  had  had  experience, 
in  the  shock  of  that  very  day,  that  I  could,  even 
thus  soon,  find  comforting  reconcilements  to  the 
change  that  had  fallen  on  me.  I  renewed  my 
resolutions,  and  prayed  to  be  strengthened  in 
them ;  pouring  out  my  heart  for  myself,  and  for 
my  unhappy  mother,  and  feeling  that  the  dark- 
ness of  the  morning  was  passing  away.  It  was 
not  upon  my  sleep  ;  and  when  the  next  day's 
light  awoke  me,  it  was  gone 

My  dear  girl  was  to  arrive  at  five  o'clock  in 
the  afternoon.  How  to  help  myself  through 
the  intermediate  time  better  than  .by  taking  a 
long  walk  along  the  road  by  which  she  was  to 
come,  I  did  not  know ;  so  Charley  and  I  and 
Stubbs — Stubbs,  saddled,  for  we  never  drove 
him  after  the  one  great  occasion — made  a  long 
expedition  along  that  road,  and  back.  On  our 
return,  we  held  a  great  review  of  the  house  and 
garden;  and  saw  that  everything  was  in  its 
prettiest  conditio^,  and  had  the  bird  out  ready 
as  an  important  part  of  the  establishment. 

There  were  more  than  two  full  hours  yet  to 
elapse,  before  she  could  come ;  and  in  that  in- 
terval, which  seemed  a  long  one,  I  must  confess 
I  was  nervously  anxious  about  my  altered  looks. 
I  loved  my  darling  so  well  that  I  was  more  con- 
cerned for  their  effect  on  her  than  on  any  one. 
I  was  not  in  this  slight  distress  because  I  at  all 
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repined — I  am  quite  certain  I  did  not,  that  day 
— but,  I  thought,  would  she  be  wholly  prepared  ? 
When  she  first  saw  me,  might  she  not  be  a  Httle 
shocked  and  disappointed  ?  Might  it  not  prove 
a  little  worse  than  she  had  expected  ?  Might 
she  not  look  for  her  old  Esther,  and  not  find 
her  ?  Might  she  not  have  to  grow  used  to  me, 
and  to  begin  all  over  again  ? 

I  knew  the  various  expressions  of  my  sweet 
girl's  face  so  well,  and  it  was  such  an  honest  face 
in  its  loveliness,  that  I  was  sure,  beforehand,  she 
could  not  hide  that  first  look  from  me.  And  I 
considered  whether,  if  it  should  signify  any  one 
of  these  meanings,  which  was  so  very  likely, 
could  I  quite  answer  for  myself? 

Well,  I  thought  I  could.  After  last  night,  I 
thought  I  could.  But  to  wait  and  wait,  and 
expect  and  expect,  and  think  and  think,  was 
such  bad  preparation,  that  I  resolved  to  go 
along  the  road  again,  and  meet  her. 

So  I  said  to  Charley,  "  Charley,  I  will  go  by 
myself  and  walk  along  the  road  until  she  comes.'"' 
Charley  highly  approving  of  anything  that  pleased 
me,  I  went,  and  left  her  at  home. 

But  before  I  got  to  the  second  milestone,  I 
had  been  in  so  many  palpitations  from  seeing 
dust  in  the  distance  (though  I  knew  it  was  not, 
and  could  not  be,  the  coach  yet),  that  I  resolved 
to  turn  back  and  go  home  again.  And  when  I 
had  turned,  I  was  in  such  fear  of  the  coach 
coming  up  behind  me  (though  I  still  knew  that 
it  neither  would,  nor  could,  do  any  such  thing), 
that  I  ran  the  greater  part  of  the  way,  to  avoid 
being  overtaken. 

Then,  I  considered,  when  I  had  got  safe  back 
again,  this  was  a  nice  thing  to  have  done  !  Now 
I  was  hot,  and  had  made  the  worst  of  it,  instead 
of  the  best. 

At  last,  when  I  believed  there  was  at  least  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  more  yet,  Charley  all  at 
once  cried  out  to  me  as  I  was  trembling  in 
the  garden,  "  Here  she  comes,  miss !  Here 
she  is  ! " 

I  did  not  mean  to  do  it,  but  I  ran  up-stairs 
into  my  room,  and  hid  myself  behind  the  door. 
There  I  stood,  trembling,  even  when  I  heard 
my  darling  calling  as  she  came  up-stairs,  "  Esther, 
my  dear,  my  love,  where  are  you  ?  Little  woman, 
dear  Dame  Durden!" 

She  ran  in,  and  was  running  out  again  when 
she  saw  me.  Ah,  my  angel  girl  !  the  old  dear 
look,  all  love,  all  fondness,  all  affection.  No- 
thing else  in  it — no,  nothing,  nothing  ! 

O  how  happy  I  was,  down  upon  the  floor, 
with  my  sweet  beautiful  girl  down  upon  the  floor 
too,  holding  my  scarred  face  to  her  lovely  cheek, 
bathing  it  with  tears  and  kisses,  rocking  me  to   | 


and  fro  like  a  child,  calling  me  by  every  tender 
name  that  she  could  think  of,  and  pressing  me 
to  her  faithful  heart. 


CHAPTER  XXXVn. 

JARNDYCE    AND    JARNDYCE. 

F  the  secret  that  I  had  to  keep  had 
been  mine,  I  must  have  confided  it 
to  Ada  before .  we  had  been  long 
together.  But  it  was  not  mine  ;  and 
I  did  not  feel  that  I  had  a  right  to 
tell  it,  even  to  my  Guardian,  unless 
some  great  emergency  arose.  It  was  a 
weight  to  bear  alone ;  still  my  present 
duty  appeared  to  be  plain,  an'd,  blessed  in  the 
attachment  of  my  dear,  I  did  not  want  an  im- 
pulse and  encouragement  to  do  it.  Though  often 
when  she  Avas  asleep,  and  all  was  quiet,  the  re- 
membrance of  my  mother  kept  me  waking,  and 
made  the  night  sorrowful,  I  did  not  yield  to  it  at 
another  time  ;  and  Ada  found  me  what  I  used  to 
be — except,  of  course,  in  that  particular  of  which 
I  have  said  enough,  and  which  I  have  no  inten- 
tion of  mentioning  any  more,  just  now,  if  I  can 
help  it. 

The  difficulty  that  I  felt  in  being  quite  com- 
posed that  first  evening,  when  Ada  asked  mc, 
over  our  work,  if  the  family  were  at  the  house, 
and  when  I  was  obliged  to  answer  yes,  I  believed 
so,  for  Lady  Dedlock  had  spoken  to  me  in  the 
woods  the  day  before  yesterday,  w-as  great. 
Greater  still,  when  Ada  asked  me  what  she  had  , 
said,  and  when  I  replied  that  she  had  been  kind 
and  interested  ;  and  when  Ada,  while  admitting 
her  beauty  and  elegance,  remarked  upon  her 
proud  manner,  and  her  imperious  chilling  air. 
But  Charley  helped  me  through  unconsciously, 
by  telling  us  that  Lady  Dedlock  had  only  stayed 
at  the  House  two  nights,  on  her  way  from  Lon- 
don to  visit  at  some  other  great  house  in  the 
next  county  ;  and  that  she  had  left  early  on  the 
morning  after  we  had  seen  her  at  our  view,  as 
we  called  it.  Charley  verified  the  adage  about 
little  pitchers,  I  am  sure ;  for  she  heard  of  more 
sayings  and  doings,  in  a  day,  than  would  have 
come  to  my  ears  in  a  month. 

We  were  to  stay  a  month  at  Mr.  Boythorn's, 
My  pet  had  scarcely  been  there  a  bright  w^eek, 
as  I  recollect  the  time,  when  one  evening  after 
we  had  finished  helping  the  gardener  in  watering 
his  flowers,  and  just  as  the  candles  were  lighted, 
Charley,   appearing  with  a  very  important   air 


26o 


BLEAK  HOUSE. 


behind  Ada's  chair,  beckoned  mc  mysteriously 
out  of  the  room. 

"  Oh  !  if  you  please,  miss,"  said  Charley  in  a 
whisper,  with  her  eyes  at  their  roundest  and 
largest.    "You're  wanted  at  the  Dedlock  Arms.' 

"  Why,  Charley,"  said  I,  "  who  can  possibly 
want  me  at  the  public-house  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,  miss,"  returned  Charley,  jmt- 
ting  her  head  forward,  and  folding  her  hands 
tight  upon  the  band  of  her  little  apron  ;  which 
she  always  did,  in  the  enjoyment  of  anything 
mysterious  or  confidential;  "but  it's  a  gentle- 
man, miss,  and  his  compliments,  and  will  you 
please  to  come  without  saying  anything  about  it.-*" 

"Whose  compliments,  Charley?" 

"  His'n,  miss,"  returned  Charley :  whose 
grammatical  education  was  advancing,  but  not 
very  rapidly. 

"  And  how  do  you  come  to  be  the  messenger, 
Charley  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  the  messenger,  if  you  please, 
miss,"  returned  my  little  maid.  "  It  was  W, 
■Grubble,  miss." 

"  And  who  is  W.  Grubble,  Charley  ?  " 

"  Mister  Grubble,  miss,"  returned  Charley. 
"  Don't  you  know,  miss  ?  The  Dedlock  Arms, 
by  AV.  Grubble,"  which  Charley  delivered  as  if 
she  were  slowly  spelling  out  the  sign. 

"  Ay  ?     The  landlord,  Charley  ?  " 

"  Yes,  miss.  If  you  please,  miss,  his  wife  is  a 
beautiful  woman,  but  she  broke  her  ankle  and 
It  never  joined.  And  her  brother's  the  sawyer, 
that  was  put  in  the  cage,  miss,  and  they  expect 
he'll  drink  himself  to  death  entirely  on  beer," 
said  Charley. 

Not  knowing  what  might  be  the  matter,  and 
being  easily  apprehensive  now,  I  thought  it  best 
to  go  to  this  place  by  myself.  I  bade  Charley 
be  quick  with  my  bonnet  and  veil,  and  my 
shawl ;  and  having  put  them  on,  went  away 
down  the  little  hilly  street,  where  I  was  as  much 
at  home  as  in  Mr.  Boy  thorn  s  garden. 

Mr.  Grubble  was  standing  in  his  shirt  sleeves 
at  the  door  of  his  very  clean  little  tavern,  wait- 
ing for  me.  He  lifted  off  his  hat  with  both 
hands  when  he  saw  me  coming,  and  carrying  it 
so,  as  if  it  were  an  iron  vessel  (it  looked  as 
heavy),  preceded  me  along  the  sanded  passage 
to  his  best  parlour:  a  neat  cr^-*-ted  room,  with 
more  plants  in  it  than  were  qr  j  convenient,  a 
coloured  print  of  Queen  Caroline,  several  shells, 
a  good  many  tea-trays,  two  stuffed  and  dried 
fish  in  glass  cases,  and  either  a  curious  egg  or  a 
curious  pumpkin  (but  I  don't  know  which,  and 
I  doubt  if  many  people  did)  hanging  from  the 
ceihng.  I  knew  Mr.  Grubble  very  well  by 
sight,  from  his  often  standing  at  his  door.     A 


pleasant-looking,  stoutish,  middle-aged  man,  who 
never  seemed  to  consider  himself  cosily  dressed 
for  his  own  fireside  without  his  hat  and  top-boots, 
but  who  never  wore  a  coat  except  at  church. 

He  snuffed  the  candle,  and  backing  away  a 
little  to  see  how  it  looked,  backed  out  of  the 
room — unexpectedly  to  me,  for  I  was  going  to 
ask  him  by  whom  he  had  been  sent.  The  door  of 
the  opposite  parlour  being  then  opened,  I  heard 
some  voices,  familiar  in  my  ears,  I  thought, 
which  stopped.  A  quick  light  step  approached 
the  room  in  which  I  was,  and  who  should  stand 
before  me,  but  Richard  ! 

"  My  dear  Esther ! "  he  said,  "  my  best  friefid ! " 
and  he  really  was  so  warm-hearted  and  earnest, 
that  in  the  first  surprise  and  pleasure  of  his 
brotherly  greeting,  I  could  scarcely  find  breath 
to  tell  him  that  Ada  was  well. 

"  Answering  my  very  thoughts — always  the 
same  dear  girl ! "  said  Richard,  leading  me  to  a 
chair,  and  seating  himself  beside  me. 

I  put  my  veil  up,  but  not  quite. 

"  Always  the  same  dear  girl !  "  said  Richard, 
just  as  heartily  as  before. 

I  put  my  veil  up  altogether,  and  laying  my 
hand  on  Richard's  sleeve,  and  looking  in  his 
face,  told  him  how  much  I  thanked  him  for  his 
kind  welcome,  and  how  greatly  I  rejoiced  to  see 
him  ^  the  more  so,  because  of  the  determination 
I  had  made  in  my  illness,  which  I  now  conveyed 
to  him. 

"  My  love,"  said  Richard,  "  there  is  no  one 
with  whom  I  have  a  greater  wish  to  talk,  than 
you,  for  I  want  you  to  understand  me." 

"  And  I  want  you,  Richard,"  said  I,  shaking 
my  head,  "  to  understand  some  one  else." 

"  Since  you  refer  so  immediately  to  John 
Jarndyce,"  said  Richard — "  I  suppose  you  mean 
him  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  do." 

"  Then,  I  may  say  at  once  that  I  am  glad  of 
it,  because  it  is  on  that  subject  that  I  am  anxious 
to  be  understood.  By  you,  mind — you,  my 
dear !  I  am  not  accountable  to  Mr.  Jarndyce, 
or  Mr.  Anybody." 

I  was  pained  to  find  him  taking  this  tone,  and 
he  observed  it. 

"Well,  well,  my  dear,"  said  Richard,  "we 
won't  go  into  that  now.  I  want  to  appear 
quietly  in  your  country  house  here,  with  you 
under  my  arm,  and  give  my  charming  cousin  a 
surprise.  I  suppose  your  loyalty  to  John  Jarn- 
(l}ce  will  allow  that?" 

"  ]\Iy  dear  Richard,"  I  returned,  "you  know 
you  would  be  heartily  welcome  at  his  house — 
your  home,  if  you  will  but  consider  it  so ;  and 
you  are  as  heartily  welcome  here." 
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"Spoken  like  the  best  of  little  women  !"  cried 
Richard,  gaily. 

I  asked  him  how  he  liked  his  profession  ? 

"  Oh,  I  like  it  well  enough  ! "  said  Richard. 
"  It's  all  right.  It  does  as  well  as  anything  else, 
for  a  time.  I  don't  know  that  I  shall  care  about 
it  when  I  come  to  be  settled  ;  but  I  can  sell  out 
then,  and — however,  never  mind  all  that  bother- 
ation at  present." 

So  young  and  handsome,  and  in  all  respects 
so  perfectly  the  opposite  of  Miss  Flite !     And 


yet,  in  the  clouded,  eager,  seeking  look  that 
passed  over  him,  so  dreadfully  like  her  ! 

"  I  am  in  town  on  leave,  just  now,"  said 
Richard. 

''Indeed?'' 

'•  Yes.  I  have  rim  over  to  look  after  my — my 
Chancery  interests,  before  the  long  vacation,'"' 
said  Richard,  forcing  a  careless  laugh.  "We 
are  beginning  to  spin  along  with  that  old  suit  at 
last,  I  promise  you." 

No  wonder  that  I  shook  my  head  ! 


WE  DANCED  FOR  AN  HOUR  WITH  GREAT  GRAVITY." 


"  As  you  say,  it's  not  a  pleasant  subject." 
Richard  spoke  with  the  same  shade  crossing  his 
face  as  before.  "  Let  it  go  to  the  four  winds 
for  to-night. — Puff!  Gone  ! — Who  do  you  sup- 
pose is  with  me  ?" 

"  Was  it  Mr.  Skimpole's  voice  I  heard?" 

"  That's  the  man  !  He  does  me  more  good 
than  anybody.     What  a  fascinating  child  it  is  !" 

I  asked  Richard  if  any  one  knew  of  their 
coming  down  together?  He  answered,  No, 
nobody.  He  had  been  to  call  upon  the  dear  old 
Bleak  House,  18. 


infant — so  he  called  Mr.  Skimpole — and  the 
dear  old  infant  had  told  him  where  we  were, 
and  he  had  told  the  dear  old  infant  he  was  bent 
on  coming  to  s,?q,  us,  and  the  dear  old  infant 
had  direcdy  i,  ed  to  come  too  ;  and  so  he  had 
brought  him.  '  And  he  is  worth — not  to  say 
his  sordid  expenses— but  thrice  his  weight  in 
gold,"  said  Richard.  "  He  is  such  a  cheery 
fellow.  No  worldliness  about  him.  Fresh  and 
green-hearted  !" 

I  certainly   did    not   sec   the   proof  of  ISIr. 
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Skimpole's  unworldliness  in  his  having  his  ex- 
penses paid  by  Richard ;  but  I  made  no  remark 
about  that.  Indeed,  he  came  in,  and  turned 
our  conversation.  He  was  charmed  to  see  me ; 
said  he  had  been  shedding  dcUcious  tears  of  joy 
and  sympathy,  at  intervals  for  six  weeks,  on  my 
account;  had  never  been  so  happy  as  in  hearing 
of  my  progress ;  began  to  understand  the  mix- 
ture of  good  and  evil  in  the  world  now ;  felt  that 
he  appreciated  health  the  more,  when  somebody 
else  Avas  ill ;  didn't  know  but  what  it  might  be 
in  the  scheme  of  things  that  A  should  squint  to 
make  B  happier  in  looking  straight ;  or  that  C 
should  carry  a  wooden  leg,  to  make  D  better 
satisfied  with  his  flesh  and  blood  in  a  silk 
stocking. 

"My  dear  Miss  Summcrson,  here  is  our  friend 
Richard,"  said  Mr.Skimpole,  "full  of  the  brightest 
visions  of  the  future,  which  he  evokes  out  of  the 
darkness  of  Chancery.  Now  that's  delightful, 
that's  inspiriting,  that's  full  of  poetry !  In  old 
times,  the  woods  and  solitudes  were  made  joyous 
to  the  shepherd  by  the  imaginary  piping  and 
dancing  of  Pan  and  the  Nymphs.  This  present 
shepherd,  our  pastoral  Richard,  brightens  the 
dull  Inns  of  Court  by  making  Fortune  and  her 
train  sport  through  them  to  the  melodious  notes 
of  a  judgment  from  the  bench.  That's  very 
pleasant,  you  know !  Some  ill-conditioned, 
growling  fellow  may  say  to  me,  '  What's  the  use 
of  these  legal  and  equitable  abuses  ?  How  do  you 
defend  them  ?'  I  reply,  '  My  growling  friend,  I 
don't  defend  them,  but  they  are  very  agreeable 
to  me.  There  is  a  shepherd-youth,  a  friend  of 
mine,  who  transmutes  them  into  something  highly 
fascinating  to  my  simplicity.  I  don't  say  it  is 
for  this  that  they  exist — for  I  am  a  child  among 
you  worldly  grumblers,  and  not  called  upon  to 
account  to  you  or  myself  for  anything — but  it 
may  be  so.' " 

I  began  seriously  to  tliink  that  Richard  could 
scarcely  have  found  a  worse  friend  than  this.  It 
made  me  uneasy  that  at  such  a  time,  when  he 
most  required  some  right  principle  and  purpose, 
he  should  have  this  captivating  looseness  and 
putting-ofif  of  everything,  this  airy  dispensing  with 
all  principle  and  purpose,  at  his  elbow.  I 
thought  I  could  understand  how  such  a  nature 
as  my  Guardian's,  experienced  in  the  world, 
and  forced  to  contemplate  the  miserable  eva- 
sions and  contentions  of  the  family  misfortune, 
found  an  immense  relief  in  Mr.  Skimpole's 
avowal  of  his  weaknesses  and  display  of  guile- 
less candour ;  but  I  could  not  satisfy  myself 
that  it  was  as  artless  as  it  seemed  ;  or  that  it 
did  not  serve  Mr.  Skimpole's  idle  turn  quite  as 
well  as  any  other  part,  and  with  less  trouble. 


They  both  walked  back  with  me  ;  and  ]\Ir. 
Skimpole  leaving  us  at  the  gate,  I  walked 
softly  in  with  Richard,  and  said,  "  Ada,  my 
love,  I  have  brought  a  gentleman  to  visit  you." 
It  was  not  difficult  to  read  the  blushing,  startled 
face.  She  loved  him  dearly,  and  he  knew  it, 
and  I  knew  it.  It  was  a  very  transparent 
business,  that  meeting  as  cousins  only. 

I  almost  mistrusted  myself,  as  growing  quite 
wicked  in  my  suspicions,  but  I  was  not  so  sure 
that  Richard  loved  her  dearly.  He  admired 
her  very  much — any  one  must  have  done  that — 
and  I  dare  say,  would  have  renewed  their 
youthful  engagement  with  great  pride  and 
ardour,  but  that  he  knew  how  she  would  re- 
spect her  promise  to  my  Guardian.  Still,  I  had 
a  tormenting  idea  that  the  influence  upon  him 
extended  even  here  :  that  he  was  postponing 
his  best  truth  and  earnestness,  in  this  as  in  all 
things,  until  Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce  should  be 
off  his  mind.  Ah  me  !  what  Richard  would  have 
been  without  that  blight,  I  never  shall  know  now  I 

He  told  Ada,  in  his  most  ingenuous  way^ 
that  he  had  not  come  to  make  any  secret 
inroad  on  the  terms  she  had  accepted  (rather 
too  implicitly  and  confidingly,  he  thought)  from 
Mr.  Jarndyce  ;  that  he  had  come  openly  to  see 
her,  and  to  see  me,  and  to  justify  himself  for 
the  present  terms  on  which  he  stood  with  ]\In 
Jarndyce.  As  the  dear  old  infant  would  be 
with  us  directly,  he  begged  that  I  would  make 
an  appointment  for  the  morning,  when  he  might 
set  himself  right,  through  the  means  of  an  un- 
reserved conversation  with  me.  I  proposed  to 
walk  with  him  in  the  park  at  seven  o'clock,  and 
this  was  arranged.  Mr.  Skimpole  soon  after- 
wards appeared,  and  made  us  merry  for  an 
hour.  He  particularly  requested  to  see  Little 
Coavinses  (meaning  Charley),  and  told  her, 
with  a  patriarchal  air,  that  he  had  given  her 
late  father  all  the  business  in  his  power  ;  and 
that  if  one  of  her  little  brothers  would  make 
haste  to  get  set-up  in  the  same  profession,  he 
hoped  he  should  still  be  able  to  put  a  good  deal 
of  employment  in  his  way. 

"  For  I  am  constantly  being  taken  in  these 
nets,"  said  Mr.  Skimpole,  looking  beamingly  at 
us  over  a  glass  of  wine-and-water,  "and  am 
constantly  being  bailed  out — like  a  boat.  Or 
paid  off — like  a  ship's  company.  Somebody 
always  does  it  for  me.  /  can't  do  it,  you  know, 
for  I  never  have  any  money.  But  Some- 
body does  it.  I  get  out  by  Somebody's  means ; 
I  am  not  like  the  starling ;  I  get  out.  If  you 
were  to  ask  me  who  Somebody  is,  upon  my 
word  I  couldn't  tell  you.  Let  us  drink  to 
Somebody.     God  bless  him  !" 
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Richard  was  a  little  late  in  the  morning,  but 
I  had  not  to  wait  for  him  long,  and  we  turned 
into  the  park.  The  air  was  bright  and  dewy, 
and  the  sky  without  a  cloud.  The  birds  sang 
delightfully ;  the  sparkles  in  the  fern,  the  grass, 
and  trees,  were  exquisite  to  see  ;  the  richness 
of  the  woods  seemed  to  have  increased  twenty- 
fold  since  yesterday,  as  if,  in  the  still  night, 
when  they  had  looked  so  massively  hushed  in 
sleep,  Nature,  through  all  the  minute  details  of 
every  wonderful  leaf,  had  been  more  wakeful 
than  usual  for  the  glory  of  that  day. 

"  This  is  a  lovely  place,"  said  Richard,  look- 
ing round.  "  None  of  the  jar  and  discord  of 
law-suits  here ! " 

But  there  was  other  trouble. 

"  I  tell  you  what,  my  dear  girl,"  said  Richard, 
"when  I  get  affairs  in  general  settled,  I  shall 
come  down  here,  I  think,  and  rest." 

"  Would  it  not  be  better  to  rest  now  ? "  I 
asked. 

"  Oh,  as  to  resting  fiozc"  said  Richard,  "  or  as 
to  doing  anything  very  definite  Ji07C',  that's  not 
easy.  In  short,  it  can't  be  done;  /  can't  do  it 
at  least." 

"Why  not?"  said  I. 

"  You  know  why  not,  Esther.  If  you  were 
living  in  an  unfinished  house,  liable  to  have  the 
roof  put  on  or  taken  off — to  be  from  top  to 
bottom  pulled  down  or  built  up — to-morrow, 
next  day,  next  week,  next  month,  next  year — 
you  would  find  it  hard  to  rest  or  settle.  So  do  I. 
Now  ?     There's  no  now  for  us  suitors." 

I  could  almost  have  believed  in  the  attraction 
on  which  my  poor  little  wandering  friend  had 
expatiated,  when  I  saw  again  the  darkened  look 
of  last  night.  Terrible  to  think,  it  had  in  it 
also,  a  shade  of  that  unfortunate  man  who  hatl 
died. 

"  My  dear  Richard,"  said  I,  "  this  is  a  bad 
beginning  of  our  conversation." 

"  I  knew  you  would  tell  me  so.  Dame  Bur- 
den." 

"And  not  I  alone,  dear  Richard.  It  was 
not  I  who  cautioned  you  once,  never  to  found 
a  hope  or  expectation  on  the  family  curse." 

"  There  you  come  back  to  John  Jarndyce!" 
said  Richard,  impatiently.  "  Well !  We  must 
approach  him  sooner  or  later,  for  he  is  the 
staple  of  what  I  have  to  say :  and  it's  as  well  at 
once.  My  dear  Esther,  how  can  you  be  so 
blind  ?  Don't  you  sec  that  he  is  an  interested 
party,  and  that  it  may  be  very  well  for  him  to 
wish  me  to  know  nothing  of  the  suit,  and  care 
nothing  about  it,  but  that  it  may  not  be  quite 
so  well  for  me  ?  " 

"  O  Richard,"  I  remonstrated,  "  is  it  possible 


that  you  can  ever  have  seen  him  and  heard  him, 
that  you  can  ever  have  lived  under  his  roof  and 
known  him,  and  can  yet  breathe,  even  to  me  in 
this  solitary  place  where  there  is  no  one  to  hear 
us,  such  unworthy  suspicions  ?  " 

He  reddened  deeply,  as  if  his  natural  gene- 
rosity felt  a  pang  of  reproach.  He  was  silent 
for  a  little  while,  before  he  replied  in  a  subdued 
voice  : 

"Esther,  I  am  sure  you  know  that  I  am  not 
a  mean  fellow,  and  that  I  have  some  sense  of 
suspicion  and  distrust  being  poor  qualities  in 
one  of  my  years." 

"  I  know  it  very  well,"  said  I.  "  I  am  not 
more  sure  of  anything." 

"  That's  a  dear  girl!"  retorted  Richard,  "  and 

like  you,  because  it  gives  me  comfort.     I  had 

need  to  get  some  scrap  of  comfort  out  of  all 

this  business,  for  it's  a  bad  one  at  the  best,  as 

j   I  have  no  occasion  to  tell  you." 

j       "  I  know  perfectly,"  said  I,  '"'  I  know  as  well, 

I   Richard — what  shall  I  say  ?  as  well  as  ycRi  do — 

that  such  misconstructions  are  foreign  to  your 

nature.     And    I    know,  as  well  as   you  know, 

what  so  changes  it." 

"  Come,  sister,  come,"  said  Richard,  a  little 
more  gaily,  "  you  will  be  fair  with  me  at  all 
events.  If  I  have  the  misfortune  to  be  under 
that  influence,  so  has  he.  If  it  has  a  little 
twisted  me,  it  may  have  a  little  twisted  him, 
too.  I  don't  say  that  he  is  not  an  honourable 
man,  out  of  all  this  complication  and  uncer- 
tainty;  I  am  sure  he  is.  But  it  taints  every- 
body. You  know  it  taints  everybody.  You 
have  heard  him  say  so  fifty  times.  Then  why 
should  /ic  escape  ?  " 

"  Because,"  said  I,  '•  his  is  an  uncommon 
character,  and  he  has  resolutcl}-  kept  himself 
outside  the  circle,  Richard." 

"  Oh,  because  and  because !  "  replied  Richard, 
in  his  vivacious  way.  "  I  am  not  sure,  my  dear 
girl,  but  that  it  may  be  wise  and  specious  to 
preserve  that  outward  indift'erence.  It  may 
cause  other  parties  interested  to  become  lax 
about  their  interests ;  and  people  may  die  off, 
and  points  may  drag  themselves  out  of  memory, 
and  many  things  may  smoothly  happen  that  are 
convenient  enough." 

I  was  so  touched  with  pity  for  Richard,  that 
I  could  not  reproach  him  any  more,  even  by  a 
look.  I  remembered  my  Guardian's  gentleness 
towards  his  errors,  and  with  what  perfect  free- 
dom from  resentment  he  had  spoken  of  them. 

"  Esther,"  Richard  resumed,  "  you  are  not 
to  suppose  that  I  have  come  here  to  make 
under-handed  charges  against  John  Jarndyce. 
I  have  only  come  to  justify  myself.      What  I 
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say  is,  it  is  all  \cxy  well,  and  we  got  on  very 
well,  while  I  was  a  boy,  utterly  regardless  of 
this  same  suit ;  but  as  soon  as  I  began  to  take 
an  interest  in  it,  and  to  look  into  it,  then  it  was 
quite  another  thing.  Then  John  Jarndyce  dis- 
covers that  Ada  and  I  must  break  oti",  and 
that  if  I  don't  amend  that  very  objectionable 
course,  I  am  not  fit  for  her.  Now,  Esther,  I 
don't  mean  to  amend  that  very  objectionable 
course  :  I  will  not  hold  John  Jarndyce's  favour 
on  those  unfliir  terms  of  compromise,  which  he 
has  no  right  to  dictate.  Whether  it  pleases 
him  or  displeases  him,  I  must  maintain  my 
rights,  and  Ada's.  I  have  been  thinking  about 
it  a  good  deal,  and  this  is  the  conclusion  I  have 
come  to." 

Poor  dear  Richard  !  He  had  indeed  been 
thinking  about  it  a  good  deal.  His  face,  his 
voice,  his  manner,  all  showed  that,  too  plainly. 

•'  So  I  tell  him  honourably  (you  are  to  know 
I  have  written  to  him  about  all  this),  that  we 
are  at  issue,  and  that  we  had  better  be  at  issue 
openly  than  covertly.  I  thank  him  for  his 
good-will  and  his  protection,  and  he  goes  his 
road,  and  I  go  mine.  The  fact  is,  our  roads 
are  not  the  same.  Under  one  of  the  wills  in 
dispute,  I  should  take  much  more  than  he.  I 
don't  mean  to  say  that  it  is  the  one  to  be 
established ;  but  there  it  is,  and  it  has  its 
chance." 

"I  have  not  to  learn  from  you,  my  dear 
Richard,"  said  I,  "  of  your  letter.  I  had  heard 
of  it  already,  without  an  offended  or  angry 
word." 

"  Indeed  ?  "  repHed  Richard,  softening.  "  I 
am  glad  I  said  he  was  an  honourable  man,  out 
of  all  this  wretched  affair.  But  I  always  say 
that,  and  have  never  doubted  it.  Now,  my  dear 
Esther,  I  know  these  views  of  mine  appear  ex- 
tremely harsh  to  you,  and  will  to  Ada  when  you 
tell  her  what  has  passed  between  us.  But  if  you 
had  gone  into  the  case  as  I  have,  if  you  had 
only  applied  yourself  to  the  papers  as  I  did 
when  I  was  at  Kenge's,  if  you  only  knew  what 
an  accumulation  of  charges  and  counter-charges, 
and  suspicions  and  cross-suspicions,  they  involve, 
you  would  think  me  moderate  in  comparison."' 

"  Perhaps  so,"  said  I.  "  But  do  you  think 
that,  among  those  many  papers,  there  is  much 
truth  and  justice,  Richard  ?" 

"  There  is  truth  and  justice  somewhere  in  the 
case,  Esther. " 

"  Or  was  once,  long  ago,"  said  I. 

/'  Is  —  is  —  must  be  somewhere,"  pursued 
Richard,  impetuously,  "  and  must  be  brought 
out.  To  allow  Ada  to  be  made  a  bribe  and 
hush-money  of,  is  not  the  way  to  bring  it  out. 


You  say  the  suit  is  changing  me ;  John  Jarndyce 
says  it  changes,  has  changed,  and  will  change 
everybody  who  has  any  share  in  it.  Then  the 
greater  right  I  have  on  my  side,  when  I  resolve 
to  do  all  1  can  to  bring  it  to  an  end." 

"  All  you  can,  Richard  !  Do  you  think  that 
in  these  many  years  no  others  have  done  all 
they  could  ?  Has  the  difficulty  grown  easier 
because  of  so  many  failures  ?  " 

"  It  can't  last  for  ever,"  returned  Richard, 
with  a  fierceness  kindling  in  him  which  again 
presented  to  me  that  last  sad  reminder.  "  I 
am  young  and  earnest ;  and  energy  and  de- 
termination have  done  wonders  many  a  time. 
Others  have  only  half  thrown  themselves  into  it. 
I  devote  myself  to  it.  I  make  it  the  object  of 
my  life." 

■'  O,  Richard,  my  dear,  so  much  the  worse,  so 
much  the  worse  !  " 

"  No,  no,  no,  don't  you  be  afraid  for  mc,"  he 
returned,  affectionately.  "  You're  a  dear,  good, 
wise,  quiet,  blessed  girl ;  but  you  have  your  pre- 
possessions. So  I  come  round  to  John  Jarndyce. 
I  tell  you,  my  good  Esther,  when  he  and  I  were 
oij  those  terms  which  he  found  so  convenient, 
we  were  not  on  natural  terms." 

"  Are  division  and  animosity  your  natural 
terms,  Richard  ?  " 

"  No,  I  don't  say  that.  I  mean  that  all  this 
business  puts  us  on  unnatural  terms,  with  which 
natural  relations  are  incompatible.  See  another 
reason  for  urging  it  on  !  I  may  find  out,  when 
it's  over,  that  I  have  been  mistaken  in  John 
Jarndyce.  My  head  may  be  clearer  when  I  am 
free  of  it,  and  I  may  then  agree  with  what  you 
say  to-day.  Very  well.  Then  I  shall  acknow- 
ledge it,  and  make  him  reparation." 

Everything  postponed  to  that  imaginary  time  ! 
Everything  held  in  confusion  and  indecision 
until  then  ! 

"  Now,  my  best  of  confidantes,"  said  Richard, 
"  I  want  my  cousin,  Ada,  to  understand  that  I 
am  not  captious,  fickle,  and  wilful  about  John 
Jarndyce  ;  but  that  I  have  this  purpose  and 
reason  at  my  back.  I  wish  to  represent  myself 
to  her  through  you,  because  she  has  a  great 
esteem  and  respect  for  her  cousin  John  ;  and  I 
know  you  will  soften  the  course  I  take,  even 
though  you  disapprove  of  it ;  and — and  in  short," 
said  Richard,  who  had  been  hesitating  through 
these  words,  "  I — I  don't  like  to  represent  my- 
self in  this  litigious,  contentious,  doubting  cha- 
racter, to  a  confiding  girl  like  Ada." 

I  told  him  that  he  was  more  like  himself  in 
those  latter  words,  than  in  anything  he  had  said 
yet. 

"  Why,"  acknowledged  Richard,  "  that  may 


ADA'S  LETTER  TO  RICHARD. 


265 


be  true  enough,  my  love.  I  rather  feel  it  to  be 
so.  But  I  shall  be  able  to  give  myself  fair-play 
by-and-by.  I  shall  come  all  right  again,  then, 
don't  you  be  afraid." 

I  asked  him  if  this  were  all  he  wished  me  to 
tell  Ada? 

"  Not  quite,"  said  Richard.  "  I  am  bound 
not  to  withhold  from  her  that  John  Jarndyce 
answered  my  letter  in  his  usual  manner,  address- 
ing me  as  '  My  dear  Rick,'  trying  to  argue  me 
out  of  my  opinions,  and  telling  me  that  they 
should  make  no  difference  in  him.  (All  very 
well  of  course,  but  not  altering  the  case.)  I  also 
want  Ada  to  know,  that  if  I  see  her  seldom  just 
now,  I  am  looking  after  her  interests  as  well  as 
my  own — we  two  being  in  the  same  boat  exactly 
— and  that  I  hope  she  will  not  suppose,  from  any 
flying  rumours  she  may  hear,  that  I  am  at  all 
light-headed  or  imprudent ;  on  the  contrary,  I 
am  always  looking  forward  to  the  termination 
of  the  suit,  and  always  planning  in  that  direc- 
tion. Being  of  age  now,  and  having  taken  the 
step  I  have  taken,  I  consider  myself  free  from 
any  accountability  to  John  Jarndyce ;  but  Ada 
being  still  a  ward  of  the  Court,  I  don't  yet  ask 
her  to  renew  our  engagement.  When  she  is  free 
to  act  for  herself,  I  shall  be  myself  once  more, 
and  we  shall  both  be  in  very  different  worldly 
circumstances,  I  believe.  If  you  will  tell  her  all 
this  with  the  advantage  of  your  considerate  way, 
you  will  do  me  a  very  great  and  a  very  kind 
service,  my  dear  Esther ;  and  I  shall  knock 
Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce  on  the  head  with  greater 
vigour.  Of  course  I  ask  for  no  secrecy  at  Bleak 
House." 

"  Richard,"  said  I,  "  you  place  great  con- 
fidence in  me,  but  I  fear  you  will  not  take 
advice  from  me?" 

"  It's  impossible  that  I  can  on  this  subject, 
my  dear  girl.     On  any  other,  readily." 

As  if  there  were  any  other  in  iiis  life  !  As  if 
his  whole  career  and  character  were  not  being 
dyed  one  colour  ! 

"  But  I  may  ask  you  a  question,  Richard  ?" 

*'  I  think  so,"  said  he,  laughing.  "  I  don't 
know  who  may  not,  if  you  may  not." 

"  You  say,  yourself,  you  are  not  leading  a  very 
settled  life?" 

"  How  can  I,  my  dear  Esther,  with  nothing 
settled?" 

"  Are  you  in  debt  again?" 

"  Why  of  course  I  am,"  said  Richard,  asto- 
nished at  my  simplicity. 

"  Is  it  of  course?" 

"  My  dear  child,  certainly.  I  can't  throw 
myself  into  an  object  so  completely,  without 
expense.     You    forget,    or    perhaps   you    don't 


know,  that  under  either  of  the  wills  Ada  and  I 
take  something.  It's  only  a  question  between 
the  larger  sum  and  the  smaller.  I  shall  be 
within  the  mark  any  way.  Bless  your  heart, 
my  excellent  girl,"  said  Richard,  quite  amused 
with  me,  "  I  shall  be  all  right.  I  shall  pull 
through,  my  dear!" 

I  felt  so  deeply  sensible  of  the  danger  in 
which  he  stood,  that  I  tried,  in  Ada's  name,  in 
my  Guardian's,  in  my  own,  by  every  fervent 
means  that  I  could  think  of,  to  warn  him  of  it, 
and  to  show  him  some  of  his  mistakes.  He 
received  everything  I  said  with  patience  and 
gentleness,  but  it  all  rebounded  from  him  with- 
out taking  the  least  effect.  I  could  not  wonder 
at  this,  after  the  reception  his  pre-occupied 
mind  had  given  to  my  Guardian's  letter;  but  I 
determined  to  try  Ada's  influence  yet. 

So,  when  our  walk  brought  us  round  to  the 
village  again,  and  I  went  home  to  breakfast,  I 
prepared  Ada  for  the  account  I  was  going  to 
give  her,  and  told  her  exactly  what  reason  we 
had  to  dread  that  Richard  was  losing  himself, 
and  scattering  his  whole  life  to  the  winds.  It 
made  her  very  unhapi)y,  of  course ;  though  she 
had  a  far,  far  greater  reliance  on  his  correcting 
his  errors  than  I  could  have — which  was  so 
natural  and  loving  in  my  dear  ! — and  she  pre- 
sently wrote  him  this  little  letter : 

IMv  Dearest  Cousin, 

Esther  has  told  me  all  you  said  to  her  this  mom- 
ing.  I  write  this,  to  repeat  most  earnestly  for  myself  alt 
that  she  said  to  you,  and  to  let  you  know  how  sure  I  am 
that  you  will  sooner  or  later  iind  our  cousin  John  a 
pattern  of  truth,  sincerity,  and  goodness,  when  you  will 
deeply,  deeply  grieve  to  have  done  him  (without  intend- 
ing it)  so  much  wrong. 

I  do  not  quite  know  how  to  write  what  I  wish  to  say 
ne.xt,  but  I  trust  you  will  understand  it  as  I  mean  it.  I 
have  some  fears,  my  dearest  cousin,  that  it  may  be  partly 
for  my  sake  you  are  now  laying  up  so  much  unhappiness  for 
yourself — and,  if  for  yourself,  for  me.  In  case  this  should 
be  so,  or  in  case  you  should  entertain  much  thought  of 
me  in  what  you  are  doing,  I  most  earnestly  entreat  and 
beg  you  to  desist.  You  can  do  nothing  for  my  sake 
that  will  make  me  half  so  happy,  as  for  e%er  turning  your 
back  upon  the  shadow  in  which  we  both  were  born.  Do 
not  be  angry  with  mc  for  saying  this.  Pray,  pray,  dear 
Richard,  for  my  sake,  and  for  your  own,  and  in  a  natural 
repugnance  for  that  source  of  trouble  which  had  its 
share  in  making  us  both  orphans  when  we  were  very 
young,  pray,  pray,  let  it  go  for  ever.  We  have  reason  to 
know,  by  this  time,  that  there  is  no  good  in  it,  and  no 
hope  ;  tliat  there  is  nothing  to  be  got  from  it  but  sorrow. 

My  dearest  cousin,  it  is  needless  for  me  to  say  that 
you  arc  quite  free,  and  that  it  is  very  likely  you  may  find 
some  one  whom  you  will  love  much  better  than  your 
first  fancy.  I  am  quite  sure,  if  you  will  let  me  say  so, 
that  the  object  of  your  choice  would  greatly  prefer  to 
follow  your  foi  tunes  (;ir  and  wide,  however  moderate  or 
poor,  and  see  you  happy,  doing  your  duty  and  pursui;;g 
your  chosen  way;  than  to  have  the  hope  of  being,  or 
even  to  be,  very  rich  with  you  (if  such  a  thing  were  pos- 
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sible),  at  the  cost  of  dragging  years  of  procrastination 
and  anxiety,  and  of  your  indifference  to  other  aims. 
You  may  wonder  at  my  saying  this  so  confidently  %vith 
so  little  knowlctlge  or  experience,  but  I  know  it  for  a 
certainty  from  my  own  heart. 

Ever,  my  dearest  cousin, 

Your  most  allectionate, 

iVDA. 


This  note  brought  Ricliard  to  us  very  soon  ; 
but  it  made  httle  change  in  him,  if  any.  We 
would  fairly  try,  he  said,  who  was  right  and  who 
was  wrong — he  would  show  us — we  should  see  ! 
He  was  animated  and  glowing,  as  if  Ada's  ten- 
derness had  gratified  him ;  but  I  could  only 
hope,  with  a  sigh,  that  the  letter  might  have 
some  stronger  effect  upon  his  mind  on  re-perusal, 
than  it  assuredly  had  then. 

As  they  were  to  remain  with  us  that  day,  and 
had  taken  their  places  to  return  by  the  coach 
next  morning,  I  sought  an  opportunity  of  speak- 
ing to  i\Ir.  Skimpole.  Our  out-of-door  life  easily 
threw  one  in  my  way ;  and  I  delicately  said, 
that  there  was  a  responsibility  in  encouraging 
Richard. 

"  Responsibility,  my  dear  Miss  Summerson," 
he  repeated,  catching  at  the  word  with  the 
pleasantest  smile,  "  I  am  the  last  man  in  the 
world  for  such  a  thing.  I  never  was  responsible 
in  my  life — I  can't  be." 

"  I  am  afraid  everybody  is  obliged  to  be," 
said  I,  timidly  enough  :  he  being  so  much  older 
and  more  clever  than  I. 

''No,  really?"  said  Mr.  Skimpole,  receiving 
this  new  light  with  a  most  agreeable  jocularity 
of  surprise.  "  But  every  man's  not  obliged  to 
be  solvent?  I  am  not.  I  never  was.  See,  my 
dear  Miss  Summerson,"  he  took  a  handful  of 
loose  silver  and  halfpence  from  his  pocket, 
"  there's  so  much  money.  I  have  not  an  idea 
how  much.  I  have  not  the  power  of  counting. 
Call  it  four  and  ninepence — call  it  four  pound 
nine.  They  tell  me  I  owe  more  than  that.  I 
dare  say  I  do.  I  dare  say  I  owe  as  much  as 
good-natured  people  will  let  me  owe.  If  they 
don't  stop,  why  should  I  ?  There  you  have 
Harold  Skimpole  in  little.  If  that's  responsi- 
bility, I  am  responsible.'"' 

The  perfect  ease  of  manner  with  which  he  put 
the  money  up  again,  and  looked  at  me  with  a 
smile  on  his  refined  face,  as  if  he  had  been 
mentioning  a  curious  little  fact  about  somebody 
else,  almost  made  me  feel  as  if  he  really  had 
nothing  to  do  with  it. 

"  Now  when  you  mention  responsibility,"  he 
resumed,  "  I  am  disposed  to  say,  that  I  never 
had  the  happiness  of  knowing  any  one  whom  I 
should  consider  so  refreshingly  responsible  as 


yourself.  You  appear  to  me  to  be  the  very 
touchstone  of  responsibility.  When  I  see  you, 
my  dear  Miss  Summerson,  intent  upon  the  per- 
fect working  of  the  whole  little  orderly  system 
of  which  you  are  the  centre,  I  feel  inclined  to 
say  to  m}self — in  fact  I  do  say  to  myself,  very 
often — thafs  responsibility." 

It  was  difficult,  after  this,  to  explain  what  I 
meant ;  but  I  persisted  so  far  as  to  say,  that  we 
all  hoped  he  would  check  and  not  confirm 
Richard  in  the  sanguine  views  he  entertained 
just  then. 

"  Most  willingly,"  he  retorted,  "  if  I  could. 
But,  my  dear  Miss  Summerson,  I  have  no  art, 
no  disguise.  If  he  takes  me  by  the  hand,  and 
leads  me  through -Westminster  Hall  in  an  airy 
procession  after  Fortune,  I  must  go.  If  he 
says,  'Skimpole,  join  the  dance!'  I  must  join 
it.  Common  sense  wouldn't,  I  know ;  but  I 
have  no  common  sense." 

"  It  was  very  unfortunate  for  Richard,"  I 
said. 

"Do  you  think  so  !"  returned  Mr.  Skimpole. 
"  Don't  say  that,  don't  say  that.  Let  us  suppose 
him  keeping  company  with  Common  Sense — an 
excellent  man — a  good  deal  wrinkled — dread- 
fully practical — change  for  a  ten-pound  note 
in  every  pocket — ruled  account-book  in  his 
hand — say,  upon  the  whole,  resembling  a  tax- 
gatherer.  Our  dear  Richard,  sanguine,  ardent, 
overleaping  obstacles,  bursting  with  poetry  like 
a  young  bud,  says  to  this  highly  respectable 
companion,  '  I  ■  see  a  golden  prospect  before 
me  ;  it's  very  bright,  it's  very  beautiful,  it's  very 
joyous  ;  here  I  go,  bounding  over  the  landscape 
to  come  at  it ! '  The  respectable  .companion 
instantly  knocks  him  down  with  the  ruled  ac- 
count-book j  tells  him,  in  a  literal  prosaic  way, 
that  he  sees  no  such  thing;  shows  him  it's 
nothing  but  fees,  fraud,  horsehair  wigs,  and 
black  gowns.  Now  you  know  that's  a  painful 
change ; — sensible  in  the  last  degree,  I  have  no 
doubt,  but  disagreeable.  /  can't  do  it.  I 
haven't  got  the  ruled  account-book,  I  have  none 
of  the  tax-gathering  elements  in  my  composi- 
tion, I  am  not  at  all  respectable,  and  I  don't 
Avant  to  be.     Odd  perhaps,  but  so  it  is  !" 

It  was  idle  to  say  more ;  so  I  proposed  that 
we  should  join  Ada  and  Richard,  who  were  a 
little  in  advance,  and  I  gave  up  Mr.  Skimpole 
in  despair.  He  had  been  over  the  Hall  in  the 
course  of  the  morning,  and  whimsically  de- 
scribed the  family  pictures  as  we  walked.  There 
were  such  portentous  shepherdesses  among  the 
Ladies  Dedlock  dead  and  gone,  he  told  us, 
that  peaceful  crooks  became  weapons  of  assault 
in    their    hands.       They    tended    their    flocks 
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severely  in  buckram  and  powder,  and  put  their 
sticking-plaster  patches  on  to  terrify  commoners, 
as  the  chiefs  of  some  other  tribes  put  on  their 
^var-paint.  There  was  a  Sir  Somebody  Dedlock, 
with  a  battle,  a  sprung-mine,  volumes  of  smoke, 
flashes  of  lightning,  a  town  on  fire,  and  a  stormed 
fort,  all  in  full  action  between  his  horse's  two 
hind  legs  :  showing,  he  supposed,  how  little  a 
Dedlock  made  of  such  trifles.  The  whole  race 
he  represented  as  having  evidently  been  in  life, 
what  he  called  "  stuffed  people," — a  large  col- 
lection, glassy  eyed,  set  up  in  the  most  approved 
manner  on  their  various  twigs  and  perches, 
very  correct,  perfectly  free  from  animation,  and 
always  in  glass  cases. 

I  was  not  so  easy  now,  during  any  reference 
to  the  name,  but  that  I  felt  it  a  relief  when 
Richard,  with  an  exclamation  of  surprise,  hurried 
away  to  meet  a  stranger  whom  he  first  descried 
coming  slowly  towards  us. 

"  Dear  me  !  "  said  Mr.  Skimpole.  '•' Vholes!'* 
We  asked  if  that  were  a  friend  of  Richard's. 
"  Friend  and  legal  adviser,"  said  Mr.  Skim- 
pole. "  Now,  my  dcr.r  Miss  Summerson,  if  you 
want  common  sense,  responsibility,  and  respect- 
ability, all  united — if  you  want  an  exemplary 
man — Vholcs  is  the  man." 

We  had  not  known,  we  said,  that  Richard 
was  assisted  by  any  gentleman  of  tliat  name. 

"  When  he  emerged  from  legal  infancy,"  re- 
turned Mr.  Skimpole,  "  he  parted  from  our  con- 
versational friend  Kenge,  and  took  up,  I  believe, 
with  Vholes.  Indeed,  I  know  he  did,  because 
I  introduced  him  to  Vholes." 

"  Had  you  known  him  long  ?  "  asked  Ada. 
"  Vholes  ?  My  dear  Miss  Clare,  I  had  had 
that  kind  of  acquaintance  with  him  which  I  have 
had  with  several  gentlemen  of  his  profession. 
He  had  done  something  or  other,  in  a  very 
agreeable,  civil  manner — taken  proceedings,  I 
think,  is  the  expression — which  ended  in  the 
proceeding  of  his  taking  me.  Somebody  was  so 
good  as  to  step  in  and  pay  the  money — some- 
thing and  fourpence  was  the  amount ;  I  forget 
the  pounds  and  shillings,  but  I  know  it  ended 
with  fourpence,  because  it  struck  me  at  the  time 
as  being  So  odd  that  I  could  owe  anybody  four- 
pence — and  after  that,  I  brought  them  together. 
Vholes  asked  me  for  the  introduction,  and  I, 
gave  it.  Now  I  come  to  think  of  it,'' he  looked' 
inijuiringly  at  us  with  his  frankest  smile  as  he 
made  the  discovery,  "  Vholes  bribed  me,  per- 
haps ?  He  gave  me  something,  and  called  it 
commission.  Was  it  a  five-pound  note?  Do 
you  know,  I  think  it  must  have  been  a  five- 
pound  note ! " 

His  further  consideration   of  the  point  was  | 


prevented  by  Richard's  coming  back  to  us  in  an 
excited  state,  and  hastily  presenting  Mr.  Vholes 
— a  sallow  man  with  pinched  lips  that  looked 
as  if  they  were  cold,  a  red  eruption  here  and 
there  upon  his  face,  tall  and  thin,  about  fifty 
years  of  age,  high-shouldered  and  stooping. 
Dressed  in  black,  black-gloved,  and  buttoned  to 
the  chin,  there  was  nothing  so  remarkable  in 
him  as  a  lifeless  manner,  and  a  slow  fixed  way 
he  had  of  looking  a#Richard. 

"  I  hope  I  don't  disturb  you,  ladies,"  said  Mr, 
Vholes ;  and  now  I  observed  that  he  was  further 
remarkable  for  an  inward  manner  of  speaking. 
"  I  arranged  with  Mr.  Carstone  that  he  should 
always  know  when  his  cause  was  in  the  Chan- 
cellor's paper,  and  being  informed  by  one  of  my 
clerks  last  night  after  post  time  that  it  stood, 
rather  unexpectedly,  in  the  paper  for  to-morrow, 
I  put  myself  into  the  coach  early  this  morning 
and  came  down  to  confer  with  him." 

"  Yes  ! "  said  Richard,  flushed,  and  looking 
triumphantly  at  Ada  and  me,  *•  we  don't  do 
these  things  in  the  old  slow  way,  now.  We 
spin  along,  now  !  Air.  Vholes,  we  must  hire 
something  to  get  over  to  the  post  town  in,  and 
catch  the  mail  to-night,  and  go  up  by  it !  " 

"  Anything  you  please,  sir,"  returned  Air. 
Vholes.     "  I  am  quite  at  your  service." 

"  Let  me  see,"  said  Richard,  looking  at  his 
watch.  "  If  I  run  down  to  the  Dedlock,  and 
get  my  portmanteau  fastened  up,  and  order  a 
gig,  or  a  chaise,  or  whatever's  to  be  got,  we 
shall  have  an  hour  then  before  starting.  I'll  come 
back  to  tea.  Cousin  Ada,  will  you  and  Esther 
take  care  of  Mr.  Vholes  while  I  am  gone  ?  " 

He  was  away  directly,  in  his  heat  and  hurr)% 
and  was  soon  lost  in  the  dusk  of  evening.  ^Ve 
who  were  left  walked  on  towards  the  house. 

"  Is   Mr,    Carstone's   presence   necessary  to- 
morrow, sir  ?  "  said  I.     "  Can  it  do  any  good  ?  " 
"  No,  miss,"  Mr.  Vholes  replied.     '"  I  am  no" 
aware  that  it  can." 

Both  Ada  and  I  expressed  our  regret  that  he 
should  go,  then,  only  to  be  disappointed. 

''  Air.  Carstone  has  laid  down  the  principle  of 
watching  his  own  interests,"  said  Mr.  Vholes, 
"  and  when  a  client  lays  down  his  own  princij^le, 
and  it  is  not  immoral,  it  devolves  upon  me  to 
carry  it  out.  I  wish  in  business  to  be  exact  and 
open.  I  am  a  widower  with  three  dauciucrs — 
Emma,  Jane,  and  Caroline — and  my  desire  is  so 
to  discharge  the  duties  of  life  as  to  leave  them  a 
good  name.  This  appears  to  be  a  pleasant  spot, 
miss." 

The  remark  being  made  to  me,  in  consequence 
of  my  being  next  him  as  we  walked,  I  assented, 
and  enumerated  its  chief  attractions. 
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"  Indeed  ?  "  said  Mr.  \Tioles.  "  I  have  the 
privilege  of  supporting  an  aged  father  in  the 
Vale  of  Taunton — his  native  place — and  I  ad- 
mire that  country  very  much.  I  had  no  idea 
there  was  anything  so  attractive  here." 

To  keep  up  the  conversation,  I  asked  Mr. 
Vholes  if  he  would  like  to  live  altogether  in  the 
country  ? 

"  There,  miss,"  said  he,  'iyou  touch  me  on  a 
tender  string.  My  healtlr  is  not  good  (my 
digestion  being  much  impaired),  and  if  I  had 
only  myself  to  consider,  I  should  take  refuge  in 
rural  habits  ;  especially  as  the  cares  of  business 
have  prevented  me  from  ever  coming  much  into 
contact  with  general  society,  and  particularly 
with  ladies'  society,  which  I  have  most  wished 
to  mix  in.  But  with  my  three  daughters,  Emma, 
Jane,  and  Caroline — and  my  aged  father — I 
cannot  afford  to  be  selfish.  It  is  true,  I  have 
no  longer  to  maintain  a  dear  grandmother  who 
died  in  her  hundred-and-second  year ;  but 
enough  remains  to  render  it  indispensable  that 
the  mill  should  be  always  going." 

It  required  some  attention  to  hear  him,  on 
account  of  his  inward  speaking  and  his  lifeless 
manner. 

"  You  will  excuse  my  having  mentioned  my 
daughters,"  he  said,  "  They  are  my  weak  point. 
I  wish  to  leave  the  poor  girls  some  little  inde- 
pendence, as  well  as  a  good  name.'' 

We  now  arrived  at  Mr.  Boythorn's  house, 
where  the  tea-table,  all  prepared,  was  awaiting 
us.  Richard  came  in,  restless  and  hurried, 
shortly  afterwards,  and  leaning  over  Mr.  Vholes's 
chair,  whispered  something  in  his  ear.  Mr. 
Vholes  replied  aloud — or  as  nearly  aloud  I  sup- 
pose as  he  ever  replied  to  anything — "  You  will 
drive  me,  will  you,  sir  ?  It  is  all  the  same  to 
me,  sir.  Anything  you  please.  I  am  quite  at 
your  service." 

We  understood  from  what  followed  that  Mr. 
Skimpole  was  to  be  left  until  the  morning  to 
occupy  the  two  places  which  had  been  already 
paid  for.  As  Ada  and  I  were  both  in  low 
spirits  concerning  Richard,  and  very  sorry  so  to 
part  with  him,  we  made  it  as  plain  as  we  politely 
could  that  we  should  leave  Mr.  Skimpole  to  the 
Uedlock  Arms,  and  retire  when  the  night- 
travellers  were  gone. 

Richard's  high  spirits  carrying  everything  be- 
fore them,  we  all  went  out  together  to  the  top 
of  the  hill  above  the  village,  where  he  had 
ordered  a  gig  to  wait ;  and  where  we  found  a 
man  with  a  lantern  standing  at  the  head  of  the 
gaunt  pale  horse  that  had  been  harnessed  to  it. 

I  never  shall  forget  those  two  seated  side  by 
side  in  the  lantern's  light ;  Richard  all  flush  and 


fire  and  laughter,  with  the  reins  in  his  hand  ; 
Mr.  Vholes,  quite  still,  black-gloved,  and  but- 
toned up,  looking  at  him  as  if  he  were  looking 
at  his  prey  and  charming  it.  I  have  before  me 
the  whole  ])icture  of  the  warm  dark  night,  the 
summer  lightning,  the  dusty  track  of  road  closed 
in  by  hedgerows  and  high  trees,  the  gaunt  pale 
horse  with  his  ears  pricked  up,  and  the  driving 
away  at  speed  to  Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce. 

My  dear  girl  told  me,  that  night,  how  Richard's 
being  thereafter  prosperous  or  ruined,  befriended 
or  deserted,  could  only  make  this  difference  to 
her,  that  the  more  he  needed  love  from  one  un- 
changing heart,  the  more  love  that  unchanging 
heart  would  have  to  give  him  ;  how  he  thought 
of  her  through  his  present  errors,  and  she  would 
think  of  him  at  all  times  ;  never  of  herself,  if  she 
could  devote  herself  to  him  :  never  of  her  own 
delights,  if  she  could  minister  to  his. 

And  she  kept  her  word  ? 

I  look  along  the  road  before  me,  where  the 
distance  already  shortens  and  the  journey's  end 
is  growing  visible ;  and,  true  and  good  above 
the  dead  sea  of  the  Chancery  suit,  and  all  the 
ashey  fruit  it  casts  ashore,  I  think  I  see  my 
darlinof. 


been 


CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

A   STRUGGLE. 

jHEN  our  time  came  for  returning  to 
Bleak  House  again,  we  were  punc- 
tual to  the  day,  and  were  received 
with  an  overpowering  welcome. 
i  ;t;  ,^1  I  was  perfectly  restored  to  health 
^'^  and  strength;  and  finding  my 
housekeeping  keys  laid  ready  for  me  in 
my  room,  rang  myself  in  as  if  I  had 
a  new  year,  with  a  merry  little  peal. 
"  Once  more,  duty,  duty,  Esther,"  said  I;  "and 
if  you  are  not  overjoyed  to  do  it,  more  than 
cheerfully  and  contentedly,  through  anything 
and  everything,  you  ought  to  be.  That's  all  I 
have  to  say  to  you,  my  dear !" 

The  first  few  mornings  were  mornings  of  so 
much  bustle  and  business,  devoted  to  such 
.settlements  of  accounts,  such  repeated  journeys 
to  and  fro  between  the  Growlery  and  all  other 
parts  of  the  house,  so  many  re-arrangements  of 
drawers  and  presses,  and  such  a  general  new 
beginning  altogether,  that  I  had  not  a  moment's 
leisure.  But  when  these  arrangements  were 
completed,  and  everything  was  in  order,  I  paid 
a  visit  of  a  few  hours  to  London,  which  some- 
thing? in  the  letter  I  had  destroyed  at  Chesney 
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Wold  had  induced  me  to  decide  upon  in  my 
own  mind. 

I  made  Caddy  Jellyby — her  maiden  name 
was  so  natural  to  me  that  I  always  called  her 
by  it — the  pretext  for  this  visit ;  and  wrote  her 
a  note  previously,  asking  the  favour  of  her  com- 
pany on  a  little  business  expedition.  Leaving 
home  very  early  in  the  morning,  I  got  to  Lon- 
don by  stage-coach  in  such  good  time,  that  I 
walked  to  Newman  Street  with  the  day  before 
me. 

Caddy,  who  had  not  seen  me  since  her  wed- 
ding-day, was  so  glad  and  so  affectionate  that  I 


was  half  inclined  to  fear  I  should  make  her 
husband  jealous.  But  he  was,  in  his  way,  just 
as  bad — I  mean  as  good ;  and  in  short  it  was 
the  old  story,  and  nobody  would  leave  me  any 
possibility  of  doing  anything  meritorious. 

The  elder  Mr.  Turveydrop  was  in  bed,  I 
found,  and  Caddy  was  milling  his  chocolate, 
which  a  melancholy  little  boy  who  was  an  ap- 
prentice— it  seemed  such  a  curious  thing  to  be 
apprenticed  to  the  trade  of  dancing — was  wait- 
ing to  carry  up-stairs.  Her  father-in-law  was 
extremely  kind  and  considerate,  Caddy  told  me, 
and  they  lived  most  happily  together.     (When 


.NlADK    SO    .Mil  M)     III-     l.An.UlKR  ;    BUT   SHE     ROLLED   HER    HEAD,    AND    SHOOlv    II',    A.\.;    I'll 
KERCHIEF   TO   HER   MOUTH,   AND  APPEALED   TO   CADDY   WITH   HER   ELBOW." 


she  spoke  of  their  living  together,  she  meant 
that  the  old  gentleman  had  all  the  good  things 
and  all  the  good  lodging,  while  she  and  her 
husband  had  what  they  could  get,  and  were 
poked  into  two  corner  rooms  over  the  Mews.) 

"  And  how  is  your  mamma,  Caddy?"  said  I. 

''  Why,  I  hear  of  her,  Esther,"  rei)lied  Caddy, 
"  through  Pa  ;  but  I  see  very  little  of  her.  We 
are  good  friends,  I  am  glad  to  say ;  but  Ma 
thinks  there  is  something  absurd  in  my  having 
married  a  dancing  master,  and  she  is  rather 
afraid  of  its  extending  to  her." 


It  struck  me  that  if  Mrs.  Jellyby  had  dis- 
charged her  own  natural  duties  and  obligations, 
before  she  swept  the  horizon  with  a  telescope 
in  search  of  others,  she  would  have  taken  the 
best  precautions  against  becoming  absurd  ;  but 
I  need  scarcely  observe  that  I  kept  this  to  my- 
selr. 

"  And  your  papa,  Caddy  ?" 

"  He  comes  here  every  evening,"  returned 
Caddy,  "  and  is  so  fond  of  sitting  in  the  corner 
there,  that  it's  a  treat  to  see  him." 

Looking  at  the  corner,  I  plainly  perceived  the 
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mark  of  Mr.  Jellyby's  head  against  the  wall.  It 
was  consolatory  to  know  that  he  had  found  such 
a  resting-place  for  it. 

"  And  you,  Caddy,"  said  I,  "  you  are  always 
busy,  I'll  be  bound?" 

"  Well,  my  dear,"  returned  Caddy,  "  I  am  in- 
deed ;  for  to  tell  you  a  grand  secret,  I  am 
qualifying  myself  to  give  lessons.  Prince's 
health  is  not  strong,  and  I  want  to  be  able  to 
assist  him.  What  with  schools,  and  classes 
here,  and  private  pupils,  and  the  apprentices,  he 
really  has  too  much  to  do,  poor  fellow  ! " 

The  notion  of  the  apprentices  was  still  so  odd 
to  me,  that  I  asked  Caddy  if  there  were  many 
of  them  ? 

"  Four,"  said  Caddy.  "  One  in-door,  and 
three  out.  They  are  very  good  children ;  only 
when  they  get  together  they  will  play — children- 
like — instead  of  attending  to  their  work.  So 
the  little  boy  you  saw  just  now  waltzes  by  him- 
self in  the  empty  kitchen,  and  we  distribute  the 
others  over  the  house  as  well  as  we  can." 

"That  is  only  for  their  steps,  of  course?" 
said  I. 

"  Only  for  their  steps,"  said  Caddy.  "  In 
that  way  they  practise,  so  many  hours  at  a  time, 
whatever  steps  they  happen  to  be  upon.  They 
dance  in  the  academy ;  and  at  this  time  of  year 
we  do  Figures  at  five  every  morning." 

"  Why,  what  a  laborious  life  ! "  I  exclaimed. 

"I  assure  you,  my  dear,"  returned  Caddy, 
smiling,  "when  the  out-door  apprentices  ring 
us  up  in  the  morning  (the  bell  rings  into  our 
room,  not  to  disturb  old  Mr.  Turveydrop),  and 
when  I  put  up  the  window,  and  see  them  stand- 
ing on  the  door-step  with  their  little  pumps 
under  their  arms,  I  am  actually  reminded  of  the 
Sweeps." 

All  this  presented  the  art  to  me  in  a  singular 
light,  to  be  sure.  Caddy  enjoyed  the  effect  of 
her  communication,  and  cheerfully  recounted 
the  particulars  of  her  own  studies. 

"  You  see,  my  dear,  to  save  expense,  I  ought 
to  know  something  of  the  Piano,  and  I  ought  to 
know  something  of  the  Kit  too,  and  conse- 
quently I  have  to  practise  those  two  instru- 
ments as  well  as  the  details  of  our  profession. 
If  Ma  had  been  like  anybody  else,  I  might 
have  had  some  little  musical  knowledge  to  begin 
upon.  However,  I  hadn't  any;  and  that  part 
of  the  work  is,  at  first,  a  little  discouraging,  I 
must  allow.  But  I  have  a  very  good  ear,  and 
I  am  used  to  drudgery— I  have  to  thank  Ma 
for  that,  at  all  events — and  where  there's  a  will 
there^'s  a  way,  you  know,  Esther,  the  world 
over."  Saying  these  words,  Caddy  laughingly 
sat  down  at  a  little  jingling  square  piano,  and 


really  rattled  off  a  quadrille  with  great  spirit. 
Then  she  good-humouredly  and  blubhingly  got 
up  again,  and  while  she  still  laughed  herself, 
said,  "  Don't  laugh  at  me,  please ;  that's  a  dear 
girl!" 

I  would  sooner  have  cried,  but  I  did  neither. 
I  encouraged  her,  and  praised  her  with  all  my 
heart.  For  I  conscientiously  believed,  dancing- 
master's  wii"e  though  she  was,  and  dancing-mis- 
tress though  in  her  limited  ambition  she  aspired 
to  be,  she  had  struck  out  a  natural,  wholesome, 
loving  course  of  industry  and  perseverance  that 
was  (juite  as  good  as  a  Mission. 

"  My  dear,"  said  Caddy,  delighted,  "  you 
can't  think  how  you  cheer  me.  I  shall  owe 
you,  you  don't  know  how  much.  What  changes, 
Esther,  even  in  my  small  world !  You  recol- 
lect that  first  night  when  I  was  so  unpolite  and 
inky.  Who  would  have  thought,  then,  of  my 
ever  teaching  people  to  dance,  of  all  other  pos- 
sibilities and  impossibilities  ! " 

Her  husband,  who  had  left  us  while  we  had 
this  chat,  now  coming  back,  preparatory  to  exer- 
cising the  apprentices  in  the  ball-room,  Caddy 
informed  me  she  was  quite  at  my  disposal.  But 
it  was-  not  my  time  yet,  I  was  glad  to  tell  her  ; 
for  I  should  have  been  vexed  to  take  her  away 
then.  Therefore  we  three  adjourned  to  the 
apprentices  together,  and  I  made  one  in  the 
dance. 

The  apprentices  were  the  queerest  little  peo- 
ple. Besides  the  melancholy  boy,  who,  I  hoped, 
had  not  been  made  so  by  waltzing  alone  in  the 
empty  kitchen,  there  were  two  other  boys,  and 
one  dirty  little  limp  girl  in  a  gauzy  dress.  Such 
a  precocious  little  girl,  with  such  a  dowdy  bon- 
net on  (that,  too,  of  a  gauzy  texture),  who 
brought  her  sandalled  shoes  in  an  old  thread- 
bare velvet  reticule.  Such  mean  little  boys, 
when'  they  were  not  dancing,  with  string,  and 
marbles,  and  cramp-bones  in  their  pockets,  and 
the  most  untidy  legs  and  feet — and  heels  par- 
ticularly, I  asked  Caddy  what  had  made  their 
parents  choose  this  profession  for  them  ?  Caddy 
said  she  didn't  know;  perhaps  they  were  de- 
signed for  teachers ;  perhaps  for  the  stage. 
They  were  all  people  in  humble  circumstances, 
and  the  melancholy  boy's  mother  kept  a  ginger- 
beer  shop. 

We  danced  for  an  hour  with  great  gravity ; 
the  melancholy  child  doing  wonders  with  his 
lower  extremities,  in  which  there  appeared  to  be 
some  sense  of  enjoyment,  though  it  never  rose 
above  his  waist.  Caddy,  while  she  was  observ- 
ant of  her  husband,  and  was  evidently  founded 
upon  him,  had  acquired  a  grace  and  self-pos- 
session of  her  own,  which,  united  to  her  pretty 
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face  and  figure,  was  uncommonly  agreeable. 
She  already  relieved  him  of  much  of  the  instruc- 
tion of  these  young  people  ;  and  he  seldom  in- 
terfered, except  to  walk  his  part  in  'the  figure  if 
he  had  anything  to  do  in  it.  He  always  played 
the  tune.  The  alTectation  of  the  gauzy  child, 
and  her  condescension  to  the  boys,  was  a  sight. 
And  thus  we  danced  an  hour  by  the  clock. 

When  the  practice  was  concluded,  Caddy's 
husband  made  himself  ready  to  go  out  of  town 
to  a  school,  and  Caddy  ran  away  to  get  ready 
to  go  out  with  me.  I  sat  in  the  ball-room  in 
the  interval,  contemplating  the  apprentices. 
The  two  out-door  boys  went  upon  the  staircase 
to  put  on  their  half-boots,  and  pull  the  in-door 
boy's  hair ;  as  I  judged  from  the  nature  of  his 
objections.  Returning  with  their  jackets  but- 
toned, and  their  pumps  stuck  in  them,  they  then 
produced  packets  of  cold  bread  and  meat,  and 
bivouacked  under  a  painted  I^tc  on  the  wall. 
The  little  gauzy  child,  having  whisked  her  san- 
dals into  the  reticule  and  put  on  a  trodden- 
down  pair  of  shoes,  shook  her  head  into  the 
dowdy  bonnet  at  one  shake  ;  and  answering  my 
inquiry  whether  she  liked  dancing  by  replying, 
"not  with  boys,"  tied  it  across  her  chin  and 
went  home  contemptuous. 

"  Old  Mr,  Turveydrop  is  so  sorry,"  said 
Caddy,  "  that  he  has  not  finished  dressing  yet, 
and  cannot  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you 
before  you  go.  You  are  such  a  favourite  of  his, 
Esther." 

I  expressed  myself  mucli  obliged  to  him,  but 
did  not  think  it  necessary  to  add  that  I  readily 
dispensed  with  this  attention. 

"  It  takes  him  a  long  time  to  dress,"  said 
Caddy,  "  because  he  is  very  much  looked  up  to 
in  such  things,  you  know,  and  has  a  reputation 
to  support.  You  can't  think  how  kind  he  is  to 
Pa.  He  talks  to  Pa,  of  an  evening,  about  the 
Prince  Regent,  and  J  never  saw  Pa  so  in- 
terested."' 

There  was  something  in  the  picture  of  Mr. 
Turveydrop  bestowing  his  Deportment  on  Mr. 
Jellyby,  that  quite  took  my  fancy.  I  asked 
Caddy  if  he  brought  her  papa  out  much  ? 

"  No,"  said  Caddy,  "  I  don't  know  that  he 
does  that ;  but  he  talks  to  Pa,  and  Pa  greatly 
admires  him,  and  listens,  and  likes  it.  Of 
course  I  am  aware  that  Pa  has  hardly  any 
claims  to  Deportment,  but  they  get  on  together 
delightfully.  You  can't  think  what  good  com- 
panions they  make.  I  never  saw  Pa  take  snuff 
before  in  my  life ;  but  he  takes  one  pinch  out 
of  Mr.  Tui-veydrop's  box  regularly,  and  keeps 
putting  it  to  liis  nose  and  taking  it  away  again, 
all  the  evening." 


That  old  Mr.  Tur\'eydrop  should  ever,  in  the 
chances  and  changes  of  life,  have  come  to  the 
rescue  of  Mr.  Jellyby  from  Borrioboola-Gha, 
appeared  to  me  to  be  one  of  the  pleasantest  of 
oddities. 

"As  to  Peepy,"  said  Caddy,  with  a  little 
hesitation,  "  whom  I  was  most  afraid  of— next 
to  having  any  family  of  my  own,  Esther— as  an 
inconvenience  to  Mr,  Turveydrop,  the  kindness 
of  the  old  gentleman  to  that  child  is  beyond 
everything.  He  asks  to  see  him,  my  dear ! 
He  lets  him  take  the  newspaper  up  to  him  in 
bed ;  he  gives  him  the  crusts  of  his  toast  to  eat; 
he  sends  him  on  little  errands  about  the  house ; 
he  tells  him  to  come  to  me  for  sixpences.  In 
short,"  said  Caddy  cheerily,  "  and  not  to  prose, 
I  am  a  very  fortunate  girl,  and  ought  to  be  very 
grateful.     Where  are  we  going,  Esther?" 

"  To  the  Old  Street  Road,"  said  I,  "  where  I 
have  a  few  Avords  to  say  to  the  solicitor's  clerk, 
who  was  sent  to  meet  me  at  the  coach-office  on 
the  very  day  when  I  came  to  London,  and  first 
saw  you,  my  dear.  Now  I  think  of  it,  the 
gentleman  who  brought  us  to  your  house." 

"  Then,  indeed,  I  seem  to  be  naturally  the 
person  to  go  with  you,"  returned  Caddy. 

To  the  Old  Street  Road  we  went,  and  there 
inquired  at  Mrs.  Guppy's  residence  for  Mrs. 
Guppy.  Mrs,  Guppy,  occupying  the  parlours, 
and  having  indeed  been  visibly  in  danger  of 
cracking  herself  like  a  nut  in  the  front  parlour 
door  by  peeping  out  before  she.  was  asked  for, 
immediately  presented  herself,  and  requested  us 
to  walk  in.  She  was  an  old  lady  in  a  large  cap, 
with  rather  a  red  nose  and  rather  an  unsteady 
eye,  but  smiling  all  over.  Her  close  little 
sitting-room  was  prepared  for  a  visit ;  and  there 
was  a  portrait  of  her  son  in  it,  which,  I  had 
almost  written  here,  was  more  like  than  life ;  it 
insisted  upon  him  with  such  obstinacy,  and  was 
so  determined  not  to  let  him  otif. 

Not  only  was  the  portrait  there,  but  we  found 
the  original  there  too.  He  was  dressed  in  a 
great  many  colours,  and  was  discovered  at  a 
table  reading  law-papers  with  his  forefinger  to 
his  forehead. 

"  INIiss  Summerson, '  said  Mr.  Guppy,  rising, 
'■'  this  is  indeed  an  Oasis.  Mother,  will  you  be 
so  good  as  to  put  a  chair  for  the  other  lady, 
anti  get  out  of  the  gangway  ?  " 

Mrs.  Guppy,  whose  incessant  smiling  gave 
her  quite  a  waggish  appearance,  did  as  her  son 
requested ;  and  then  sat  down  in  a  corner, 
holding  her  pocket-handkerchief  to  her  chest, 
like  a  fomentation,  with  both  hands. 

I  presented  Caddy,  and  Mr.  Guppy  said 
that   any  friend   of  mine  was  more  tlian   wel- 


come.     I   then  proceeded  to  the  object  of  my 

visit. 

"  I  took  the  liberty  of  sending  you  a  note, 

sir,"  said  I. 

Mr.  Guppy  acknowledged  its  receipt  by 
taking  it  out  of  his  breast-pocket,  putting  it  to 
his  lips,  and  returning  it  to  his  pocket  with  a 
bow.  Mr.  Guppy 's  mother  was  so  diverted 
that  she  rolled  her  head  as  she  smiled,  and 
made  a  silent  appeal  to  Caddy  with  her  elbow. 

"  Could  I  speak  to  you  alone  for  a  moment?" 
said  I. 

Anything  like  the  jocoseness  of  Mr.  Guppy's 
mother,  now,  I  think  I  never  saw.  She  made 
no  sound  of  laughter  ;  but  she  rolled  her  head, 
and  shook  it,  and  put  her  handkercliief  to  her 
mouth,  and  appealed  to  Caddy  with  her  elbow, 
and  her  hand,  and  her  shoulder,  and  was  so 
unspeakably  entertained  altogether  that  it  was 
with  some  difficulty  she  could  marshal  Caddy 
through  the  little  folding-door  into  her  bedroom 
ailjoining. 

"Miss  Summerson,"  said  Mr.  Guppy,  "you 
will  excuse  the  waywardness  of  a  parent  ever 
mindful  of  a  son's  appiness.  My  mother, 
though  highly  exasperating  to  the  feelings,  is 
actuated  by  maternal  dictates." 

I  could  hardly  have  believed  that  anybody 
could  in  a  moment  have  turned  so  red,  or 
changed  so  much,  as  Mr.  Guppy  did,  when  I 
now  put  up  my  veil. 

"  I  asked  the  favour  of  seeing  you  for  a  few 
moments  here,"  said  I,  "in  preference  to  calling 
at  Mr.  Kenge's,  because,  remembering  what 
you  said  on  an  occasion  when  you  spoke  to  me 
in  confidence,  I  feared  I  might  otherwise  cause' 
you  some  embarrassment,  Mr.  Guppy." 

I  caused  him  embarrassment  enough  as  it 
was,  I  am  sure.  I  never  saw  such  faltering, 
such  confusion,  such  amazement  and  appre- 
hension. 

'•  Miss  Summerson,"  stammered  Mr.  Guppy, 
"  I — I — beg  your  pardon,  but  in  our  profession 
— we — we — find  it  necessary  to  be  explicit. 
You  have  referred  to  an  occasion,  miss,  when 
I — when  I  did  myself  the  honour  of  making  a 
declaration  which " 

Something  seemed  to  rise  in  his  throat  that 
he  could  not  possibly  swallow.  He  put  his 
hand  there,  coughed,  made  faces,  tried  again  to 
swallow  it,  coughed  again,  made  faces  again, 
looked  all  round  the  room,  and  fluttered  his 
papers. 

"A  kind  of  giddy  sensation  has  come  upon 
me,  miss,"  he  explained,  "  which  rather  knocks 
me  over.  I_er— a  little  subject  to  this  sort  of 
thing — er— By  George  !" 


I  gave  him  a  little  time  to  recover.  He  con- 
sumed it  in  putting  his  hand  to  his  forehead 
and  taking  it  away  again,  and  in  backing  his 
chair  into  the  corner  behind  him. 

"  My  intention  was  to  remark,  miss,"  said 
Mr.  Guppy,  "  — dear  me — something  bronchial, 
I  think — hem  ! — to  remark  that  you  was  so 
good  on  that  occasion  as  to  repel  and  repudiate 
that  declaration.  You — you  wouldn't  perhaps 
object  to  admit  that?  Though  no  witnesses 
are  present,  it  might  be  a  satisfaction  to — to 
your  mind — if  you  was  to  put  in  that  admis- 
sion." 

"  There  can  be  no  doubt,"  said  I,  "  that  I 
declined  your  proposal  without  any  reservation 
or  qualification  whatever,  Mr.  Guppy." 

"  Thank  you,  miss,"  he  returned,  measuring 
the  table  with  his  troubled  hands.  "  So  far 
that's  satisfactory,  and  it  does  you  credit.  Er — 
this  is  certainly  bronchial ! — must  be  in  the 
tubes — er — you  wouldn't  perhaps  be  offended 
if  I  was  to  mention — not  that  it's  necessary,  for 
your  own  good  sense  or  any  person's  sense 
must  show  'em  that — if  I  was  to  mention  that 
such  declaration  on  my  part  was  final,  and  there 
terminated  ?  " 

"  I  quite  understand  that,"  said  I. 

"  Perhaps — er— it  may  not  be  worth  the 
form,  but  it  might  be  a  satisfaction  to  your 
mind— perhaps  you  wouldn't  object  to  admit 
that,  miss  ?"  said  Mr.  Guppy. 

"  I  admit  it  most  fully  and  freely,"  said  I. 

"  Thank  you,"  returned  Mr.  Guppy.  "  Very 
honourable,  I  am  sure.  I  regret  that  my  arrange- 
ments in  life,  combined  with  circumstances  over 
which  I  have  no  control,  w-ill  put  it  out  of  my 
power  ever  to  fall  back  upon  that  offer,  or  to 
renew  it  in  any  shape  or  form  whatever ;  but  it 
will  ever  be  a  retrospect  entwined — er — with 
friendship's  bowers."  Mr.  Guppy's  bronchitis 
came  to  his  relief,  and  stopped  his  measure- 
ment of  the  table. 

"  I  may  now  perhaps  mention  what  I  wished 
to  say  to  you  ?"  I  began. 

"  I  shall  be  honoured,  I  am  sure,"  said  Mr. 
Guppy.  "  I  am  so  persuaded  that  your  own 
good  sense  and  right  feeling,  miss,  will — will 
keep  you  as  square  as  possible — that  I  can 
have  nothing  but  pleasure,  I  am  sure,  in  hearing 
any  observations  you  may  wish  to  oflTer." 

"You  were  so  good  as  to  imply,  on  that 
occasion "        » 

"  Excuse  me,  miss,"  said  Mr,  Guppy,  "but 
we  had  better  not  travel  out  of  the  record  into 
implication,  I  cannot  admit  that  I  implied 
anything." 

"  You  said  on  that  occasion,"  I  recommenced, 
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that  you  might  possibly  have  the  means  of  ad- 
vancing my  interests,  and  promoting  my  for- 
tunes, by  making  discoveries  of  which  I  should 
be  the  subject.  I  presume  that  you  founded 
that  behef  upon  your  general  knowledge  of  my 
being  an  orphan  girl,  indebted  for  everything  to 
the  benevolence  of  Mr.  Jarndyce.  Now,  the 
beginning  and  the  end  of  what  I  have  come  to 
beg  of  you  is,  Mr.  Guj)py,  that  you  will  have 
the  kindness  to  relinquish  all  idea  of  so  serving 
me.  I  have  thought  of  this  sometimes,  and  I 
have  thought  of  it  most  Ir.tely — since  I  have 
been  ill.  At  length  I  have  decided,  in  case 
you  should  at  any  time  recall  that  purpose,  and 
act  upon  it  in  any  way,  to  come  to  you,  and 
assure  you  that  you  are  altogether  mistaken. 
You  could  make  no  discovery  in  reference  to 
me  that  would  do  me  the  least  service,  or  give 
me  the  least  pleasure.  I  am  acquainted  with 
my  personal  history ;  and  I  have  it  in  my 
power  to  assure  you  that  you  never  can  advance 
my  welfare  by  such  means.  You  may,  perhaps, 
have  abandoned  this  project  a  long  time.  If 
so,  excuse  my  giving  you  unnecessary  trouble. 
If  not,  I  entreat  you,  on  the  assurance  I  have 
given  you,  henceforth  to  lay  it  aside.  I  beg 
you  to  do  this,  for  my  peace." 

"I  am  bound  to  confess,"  said  Mr.  Guppy, 
"  that  you  express  yourself,  miss,  with  that  good 
sense  and  right  feeling  for  which  I  gave  you 
credit.  Nothing  can  be  more  satisfactory  than 
such  right  feeling,  and  if  I  mistook  any  inten- 
tions on  your  part  just  now,  T  am  prepared  to 
tender  a  full  apology.  I  should  wish  to  be  un- 
derstood, miss,  as  hereby  offering  that  apology 
— limiting  it,  as  your  own  good  sense  and  right 
feeling  will  point  out  the  necessity  of,  to  the 
present  proceedings." 

I  must  say  for  Mr.  Guppy  that  the  shuliling 
manner  he  had  had  upon  him  improved 
very  much.  He  seemed  truly  glad  to  be  able 
to  do  something  I  asked,  and  he  looked 
ashamed. 

"  If  you  will  allow  me  to  finish  what  I  have 
to  say  at  once,  so  that  I  may  have  no  occasion 
to  resume,"  I  went  on,  seeing  him  about  to 
speak,  "  you  will  do  me  a  kindness,  sir.  I  come 
to  you  as  privately  as  possible,  because  you 
announced  this  impression  of  yours  to  me  in  a 
confidence  which  I  have  really  wished  to  re- 
spect— and  which  I  always  have  respected,  as 
you  remember.  I  have  mentioned  my  illness. 
There  really  is  no  reason  why  I  should  hesitate 
to  say  that  I  know  very  well  that  any  little 
delicacy  I  might  have  had  in  making  a  request 
to  you  is  quite  removed.  Therefore  I  make  the 
entreaty  I  have  now  preferred ;  and  I  hope  you 


will  have  sufficient  consideration  for  me  to 
accede  to  it." 

I  must  do  Mr.  Guppy  the  further  justice  of 
saying  that  he  had  looked  more  and  more 
ashamed,  and  that  he  looked  most  ashamed, 
and  very  earnest,  when  he  now  replied  with  a 
burning  face  : 

"  Upon  my  word  and  honour,  upon  my  life, 
upon  my  soul,  Miss  Summerson,  as  I  am  a 
living  man,  I'll  act  according  to  your  wish !  I'll 
never  go  another  step  in  opposition  to  it.  I'll 
take  my  oath  to  it,  if  it  will  be  any  satisfaction 
to  you.  In  what  I  promise  at  this  present 
time  touching  the  matters  now  in  question," 
continued  Mr.  Guppy,  rapidly,  as  if  he  were 
repeating  a  familiar  form  of  words,  "  I  speak 
the  truth,  the  whole  truth,  and  nothing  but  the 
truth,  so " 

"  I  am  quite  satisfied,"  said  I,  rising  at  this 
point,  "  and  I  thank  you  very  much.  Caddy, 
my  dear,  I  am  ready  !" 

Mr.  Guppy's  mother  returned  with  Caddy 
(now  making  me  the  recipient  of  her  silent 
laughter  and  her  nudges),  and  we  took  our 
leave.  Mr.  Guppy  saw  us  to  the  door  with  the 
air  of  one  who  was  either  imperfectly  awake  or 
walking  in  his  sleep  ;  and  we  left  him  there, 
staring. 

But  in  a  minute  he  came  after  us  down  the 
street  without  any  hat,  and  with  his  long  hair  all 
blown  about,  and  stopped  us,  saying  fervently  : 

'•  Miss  Summerson,  upon  my  honour  and 
soul,  you  may  depend  upon  me  !" 

"  I  do,"  said  I,  "  quite  confidently." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  miss,"  said  Mr.  Guppy, 
going  with  one  leg  and  staying  with  the  other, 
"  but  this  lady  being  present — your  own  witness 
— it  might  be  a  satisfaction  to  your  mind  (which 
I  should  wish  to  set  at  rest)  if  you  was  to  repeat 
those  admissions." 

"  Well,  Caddy,"  said  I,  turning  to  her,  "  per- 
haps you  will  not  be  surprised  when  I  tell  you, 
my  dear,  that  there  never  has  been  any  engage- 
ment— " 

"  No  proposal  or  promise  of  marriage  what- 
soever," suggested  Mr.  Guj^j^y. 

"  No  proposal  or  promise  of  marriage  what- 
soever," said  I,  "between  this  gentleman — " 

"  William  Guppy  of  Penton  Place,  Penton- 
ville,  ill  the  county  of  Middlesex,"  he  mur- 
mured. 

"Between  this  gentleman,  Mr.  William  Guppy, 
of  Penton  Place,  Pentonville,  in  the  county  of 
Middlesex,  and  myself." 

"  Thank  you,  miss,"  said  Mr.  Guppy.  "  Very 
full, — er — excuse  me — lady's  name,  Christian 
and  surname  both?" 


274 


BLEAK  HOUSE. 


I  gave  them. 

"  ^Iarried  woman,  I  believe?"  said  Mr. 
Guppy.  "  Married  woman.  Thank  you.  For- 
merly CaroHneJellyby,  spinster,  then  of  Thavies' 
Inn,  within  the  city  of  London,  but  extra- 
parochial  ;  now  of  Newman  Street,  Oxford 
Street.     Much  obliged." 

He  ran  home  and  came  running  back  again. 

"  Touching  that  matter,  you  know,  I  really  and 
trul)^  am  very  sorry  that  my  arrangements  in  life, 
combined  with  circumstances  over  which  I  have 
no  control,  should  prevent  a  renewal  of  what 
was  wholly  terminated  some  time  back,"  said 
j^.lr.  Guppy  to  me,  forlornly  and  despondently, 
*■  but  it  couldn't  be.  Now  could  it,  you  know .? 
I  only  put  it  to  you." 

I  replied  it  certainly  could  not.  The  subject 
did  not  admit  of  a  doubt.  He  thanked  me,  and 
ran  to  his  mother's  again — and  back  again. 

"  It's  very  honourable  of  you,  miss,  I  am  sure," 
said  IMr.  Guppy.  "  If  an  altar  could  be  erected 
in  the  bowers  of  friendship — but,  upon  my  soul, 
you  may  rely  upon  me  in  every  respect,  save 
and  except  the  tender  passion  only  !" 

The  struggle  in  Mr.  Guppy's  breast,  and  the 
numerous  oscillations  it  occasioned  him  between 
his  mother's  door  and  us,  were  sufficiently  con- 
spicuous in  the  windy  street  (particularly  as  his 
hair  wanted  cutting),  to  make  us  hurry  away.  I 
did  so  with  a  lightened  heart ;  but  when  we  last 
looked  back,  Mr.  Guppy  Avas  still  oscillating  in 
the  same  troubled  state  of  mind. 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

.\TTORNEY  AND   CLIENT. 

^"^IR^  HE  name  of  Mr.  Vholes,  preceded 
kl^^Tlp^"^-  by  the  legend  Ground  Floor, 
'i,'' '.' 'I '.  '    is    inscribed    upon   a  door-post    in 


.^, 


Symond's   Inn,    Chancery    Lane :  a 


...  ,  "^"^  little,  pale,  wall-eyed,  woe-begone, 
^ik)  ^'"^i"')  like  a  large  dust-bin  of  two  compart- 
^^  ments  and  a  sifter.  It  looked  as  if  Sy- 
^^  mond  were  a  sparing  man  in  his  day,  and 
constructed  his  inn  of  old  building  materials, 
which  took  kindly  to  the  dry  rot  and  to  dirt  and 
all  things  decaying  and  dismal,  and  perpetuated 
Symond's  memory  with  congenial  shabbiness. 
Quartered  in  this  dingy  hatchment  commemo- 
rative of  Symond,  are  the  legal  bearings  of  Mr. 
Vholes. 

^fr.  Vholes's  office,  in  disposition  retiring  and 
in  situation  retired,  is  squeezed  up  in  a  corner, 
and  blinks  at  a  dead  wall.    Three  feet  of  knotty 


floored  dark  passage  bring  the  client  to  Vlx. 
Vholes's  jet  black  door,  in  an  angle  profoundly 
dark  on  the  brightest  midsummer  morning,  and 
incumbered  by  a  black  bulk-head  of  cellarage 
staircase,  against  which  belated  civilians  gene- 
rally strike  their  brows.  Mr.  Vholes's  chambers 
are  on  so  small  a  scale,  that  one  clerk  can  open 
the  door  without  getting  off  his  stool,  while  the 
other  who  elbows  him  at  the  same  desk  has 
equal  facilities  for  poking  the  fire.  A  smell  as 
of  unwholesome  sheep,  blending  with  the  smell 
of  must  and  dust,  is  referable  to  the  nightly 
(and  often  daily)  consumption  of  mutton  fat  in 
candles,  and  to  the  fretting  of  parchment  forms 
and  skins  in  greasy  drawers.  The  atmosphere 
is  otherwise  stale  and  close.  The  place  was  last 
painted  or  whitewashed  beyond  the  memory  of 
man,  and  the  two  chimneys  smoke,  and  there  is 
a  loose  outer  surface  of  soot  everywhere,  and 
the  dull  cracked  windows  in  their  heavy  frames 
have  but  one  piece  of  character  in  them,  which 
is  a  determination  to  be  always  dirty,  and 
always  shut,  unless  coerced.  This  accounts  for 
the  phenomenon  of  the  weaker  of  the  two  usually 
having  a  bundle  of  firewood  thrust  between  its 
jaws  in  hot  weather. 

Mr.  Vholes  is  a  very  respectable  man.  He 
has  not  a  large  business,  but  he  is  a  very  re- 
spectable man.  He  is  allowed  by  the  greater 
attorneys  who  have  made  good  fortunes,  or  are 
making  them,  to  be  a  most  respectable  man. 
He  never  misses  a  chance  in  his  practice;  which 
is  a  mark  of  respectability.  He  never  takes 
any  pleasure ;  which  is  another  mark  of  respect- 
ability. He  is  reserved  and  serious ;  which  is 
another  mark  of  respectability.  His  digestion 
is  impaired ;  which  is  highly  respectable.  And 
he  is  making  hay  of  the  grass  which  is  flesh,  for 
his  three  daughters.  And  his  father  is  dependent 
on  him  in  the  Vale  of  Taunton. 

The  one  great  principle  of  the  English  law  is, 
to  make  business  for  itself.  There  is  no  other 
principle  distinctly,  certainly,  and  consistently 
maintained  through  all  its  narrow  turnings. 
Viewed  by  this  light  it  becomes  a  coherent 
scheme,  and  not  the  monstrous  maze  the  laity 
are  apt  to  think  it.  Let  them  but  once  clearly 
perceive  that  its  grand  principle  is  to  make  busi- 
ness for  itself  at  their  expense,  and  surely  they 
will  cease  to  grumble. 

But,  not  perceiving  this  quite  plainly — only 
seeing  it  by  halves  in  a  confused  way — the  laity 
sometimes  suffer  in  peace  and  pocket,  with  a 
bad  grace,  and  do  grumble  very  much.  Then 
this  respectability  of  Mr.  Vholes  is  brought  into 
powerful  play  against  them.  "  Repeal  this 
statute,  my  good"  sir  ? "  says  Mr.  Kenge,  to  a 
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smarting  client,  "  repeal  it,  my  clear  sir  ?  Nev^er, 
with  my  consent.  Alter  this  law,  sir,  and  what 
will  be  the  effect  of  your  rash  proceeding  on  a 
class  of  practitioners  very  worthily  represented, 
allow  me  to  say  to  you,  by  the  opposite  attorney 
in  the  case,  Mr.  Vholes  ?  Sir,  that  class  of  prac- 
titioners would  be  swept  from  the  face  of  the 
earth.  Now  you  cannot  afford — I  would  say,  the 
social  system  cannot  afford — to  lose  an  order 
of  men  like  Mr.  Vholes.  Diligent,  persevering, 
steady,  acute  in  business.  My  dear  sir,  I  under- 
stand your  present  feelings  against  the  existing 
state  of  things,  which  I  grant  to  be  a  little  hard 
in  your  case  ;  but  I  can  never  raise  my  voice 
for  the  demolition  of  a  class  of  men  like  Mr. 
Vholes."  The  respectability  of  Mr.  Vholes  has 
even  been  cited  with  crushing  effect  before  Par- 
liamentary committees,  as  in  the  following  blue 
minutes  of  a  distinguished  attorney's  evidence. 
"  Question  (number  five  hundred  and  seventeen 
thousand  eight  hundred  and  sixty-nine).  If  I 
understand  you,  these  forms  of  practice  indis- 
putably occasion  delay  ?  Answer.  Yes,  some 
delay.  Question.  And  great  expense  ?  Answer. 
Most  assuredly  they  cannot  be  gone  through  for 
nothing.  Question.  And  unspeakable  vexation  ? 
Answer.  I  am  not  prepared  to  say  that.  They 
have  never  given  me  any  vexation  ;  quite  the 
contrary.  Question.  But  you  think  that  their 
abolition  would  damage  a  class  of  practitioners  ? 
Answer.  I  have  no  doubt  of  it.  Question.  Can 
you  instance  any  type  of  that  class  ?  Answer. 
Yes.  I  would  unhesitatingly  mention  Mr.  Vholes. 
He  would  be  ruined.  Question.  Mr.  Vholes  is 
considered,  in  the  profession,  a  respectable  man? 
Answer" — which  proved  fatal  to  the  inquiry  for 
ten  years — "  Mr.  Vholes  is  considered,  in  the 
profession,  a  most  respectable  man." 

So  in  familiar  conversation,  private  authorities 
no  less  disinterested  will  remark  that  they  don't 
know  what  this  age  is  coming  to ;  that  we  are 
plunging  down  precipices;  that  now  here  is 
something  else  gone  ;  that  these  changes  are 
death  to  people  like  Vholes  :  a  man  of  un- 
doubted respectability,  with  a  father  in  the  Vale 
of  Taunton,  and  three  daughters  at  home.  Take 
a  few  steps  more  in  this  direction,  say  they,  and 
what  is  to  become  of  Vholes's  father  ?  Is  he  to 
perish  ?  And  of  Vholes's  daughters  ?  Are  they 
to  be  shirt-makers,  or  governesses  ?  As  though, 
Mr.  Vholes  and  his  relations  being  minor  canni- 
bal chiefs,  and  it  being  proposed  to  abolish  can- 
nibalism, indignant  champions  were  to  put  the 
case  thus  :  Make  man-eating  unlawful,  and  you 
starve  the  Vholeses  ! 

In  a  word,  Mr.  Vholes,  with  his  three  daugh- 
ters and  his  father  in  the  Vale  of  Taunton,  is 


continually  doing  duty,  .like  a  piece  of  timber, 
to  shore  up  some  decayed  foundation  that  has 
become  a  pit-fall  and  a  nuisance.  And  with  a 
great  many  people,  in  a  great  many  instances, 
the  question  is  never  one  of  a  change  from 
Wrong  to  Right  (which  is  quite  an  extraneous 
consideration),  but  is  always  one  of  injury  or 
advantage  to  that  eminently  respectable  legion, 
Vholes. 

The  Chancellor  is,  within  these  ten  minutes, 
"  up  "  for  the  long  vacation.  Mr.  Vholes  and 
his  young  client,  and  several  blue  bags  hastily 
stuffed,  out  of  all  regularity  of  form,  as  the 
larger  sort  of  serpents  are  in  their  first  gorged 
state,  have  returned  to  the  official  den.  Mr. 
Vholes,  quiet  and  unmoved,  as  a  man  of  so 
much  respectability  ought  to  be,  takes  off  his 
close  black  gloves  as  if  he  were  skinning  his 
hands,  lifts  off  his  tight  hat  as  if  he  were  scalp- 
ing himself,  and  sits  down  at  his  desk.  The 
client  throws  his  hat  and  gloves  upon  the  ground 
— tosses  them  anywhere,  without  looking  after 
them  or  caring  where  they  go;  flings  himself 
into  a  chair,  half  sighing  and  half  groaning; 
rests  his  aching  head  upon  his  hand,  and  looks 
the  portrait  of  Young  Despair. 

"  Again  nothing  done  ! "  says  Richard. 
"  Nothing,  nothing  done  !  " 

'■  Don't  say  nothing  done,  sir,"  returns  the 
placid  Vholes.  "That  is  scarcely  fair,  sir.  scarcely 
fair  !  " 

"  Why,  what  is  done  ?"'  says  Richard,  turning 
gloomily  upon  him. 

"  That  may  not  be  the  whole  question,"  re- 
turns Vholes.  "The  question  may  branch  off 
into  what  is  doing,  what  is  doing  ? "' 

"  And  what  is  doing?"  asks  the  moody  client. 

Vholes,  sitting  with  his  arms  on  his  desk, 
quietly  bringing  die  tips  of  his  five  right  fingers 
to  meet  the  tips  of  his  five  left  fingers,  and 
quietly  separating  them  again,  and  fixedly  and 
slowly  looking  at  his  client,  replies  : 

"  A  good  deal  is  doing,  sir.  We  have  put 
our  shoulders  to  the  wheel,  Mr.  Carstone,  and 
the  wheel  is  going  round."' 

"  Yes,  with  Ixion  on  it.  How  am  I  to  get 
through  tlie  next  four  or  five  accursed  months?" 
exclaims  the  young  man,  rising  from  his  chair 
and  walking  about  the  room. 

'•  Mr.  C,"  returns  Vholes,  following  him  close 
with  his  eyes  wherever  he  goes,  "  your  spirits 
are  hasty,  and  I  am  sorry  for  it  on  your  account. 
Excuse  me  if  I  recommend  you  not  to  chafe  so 
much,  not  to  be  so  impetuous,  not  to  wear  your- 
self out  so.  You  should  have  more  patience. 
You  should  sustain  yourself  better." 

"  I  ought  to  imitate  you,  in  fact,  Mr.  Vholes?" 
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says  Richard,  sitting  down  again  with  an  impa- 
tient laugh,  and  beating  the  Devil's  Tattoo  with 
his  boot  on  the  patternless  carpet. 

'•  Sir,"  returns  Vholes,  always  looking  at  the 
client,  as  if  he  were  making  a  lingering  meal  of 
him  with  his  eyes  as  well  as  with  his  jirofessional 
appetite.  "Sir,"  returns  Vholes,  with  his  in- 
ward manner  of  speech  and  his  bloodless 
(juietude  ;  "  I  should  not  have  had  the  presump- 
tion to  propose  myself  as  a  model,  for  your 
imitation  or  any  man's.  Let  me  but  leave  the 
good  name  to  my  three  daughters,  and  that  is 
enough  for  me  ;  I  am  not  a  self-seeker.  But, 
since  you  mention  me  so  pointedly,  I  will  ac- 
knowledge that  I  should  like  to  impart  to  you  a 
little  of  my — come,  sir,  you  are  disposed  to  call 
it  insensibility,  and  I  am  sure  I  have  no  objec- 
tion— say  insensibility — a  little  of  my  insensi- 
bility." 

"  Mr.  Vholes,"  explains  the  client,  somewhat 
abashed,  "  I  had  no  intention  to  accuse  you  of 
insensibility." 

''  I  think  you  had,  sir,  without  knowing  it," 
returns  the  equable  Vholes.  "  Very  naturally. 
It  is  my  duty  to  attend  to  your  interests  with  a 
cool  head,  and  I  can  quite  understand  that  to 
your  excited  feelings  I  may  appear,  at  such 
times  as  the  present,  insensible.  My  daughters 
may  know  me  better  ;  my  aged  father  may  know 
me  better.  But  they  have  known  me  much 
longer  than  you  have,  and  the  confiding  eye  of 
affection  is  not  the  distrustful  eye  of  business. 
Not  that  I  complain,  sir,  of  the  eye  of  business 
being  distrustful ;  quite  the  contrary.  In  attend- 
ing to  your  interests,  I  wish  to  have  all  possible 
checks  upon  me ;  it  is  right  that  I  should  liave 
them ;  I  court  inquiry.  But  your  interests  de- 
mand that  I  should  be  cool  and  methodical, 
Mr.  Carstone ;  and  I  cannot  be  otherwise — no, 
sir,  not  even  to  please  you." 

Mr.  Vholes,  after  glancing  at  the  official  cat 
who  is  patiently  watching  a  mouse's  hole,  fi.xes 
his  charmed  gaze  again  on  his  young  client,  and 
proceeds  in  his  buttoned-up  half-audible  voice, 
as  if  there  were  an  unclean  spirit  in  him  that 
will  neither  come  out  nor  speak 'Out : 

"  What  are  you  to  do,  sir,  you  inquire,  during 
the  vacation.  I  should  hope  you  gentlemen  of 
the  army  may  find  many  means  of  amusing 
yourselves,  if  you  give  your  minds  to  it.  If  you 
had  asked  me  what  /  was  to  do,  during  the 
vacation,  I  could  have  answered  you  more 
readily.  I  am  to  attend  to  your  interests.  I  am 
to  be  found  here,  day  by  day,  attending  to  your 
interests.  That  is  my  duty,  Mr.  C. ;  and  term 
time  or  vacation  makes  no  difference  to  me.  If 
you  wish  to  consult  me  as  to  your  interests,  you 


will  find  me  here  at  all  times  alike.  Other  pro- 
fessional men  go  out  of  town.  I  don't.  Not 
that  I  blame  them  for  going  ;  I  merely  say,  I 
don't  go.     This  desk  is  your  rock,  sir  !  " 

Mr.  Vholes  gives  it  a  rap,  and  it  sounds  as 
hollow  as  a  coffin.  Not  to  Richard,  though. 
There  is  encouragement  in  the  sound  to  him. 
Perhaps  Mr.  Vholes  knows  there  is. 

"  I  am  perfectly  aware,  Mr.  Vholes,"  says 
Richard,  more  familiarly  and  good-humouredly, 
"  that  you  are  the  most  reliable  fellow  in  the 
world  ;  and  that  to  have  to  do  with  you,  is  to 
have  to  do  with  a  man  of  business  who  is  not  to 
be  hoodwinked.  But  put  yourself  in  my  case, 
dragging  on  this  dislocated  life,  sinking  deej)er 
and  deeper  into  difficulty  every  day,  continually 
hoping  and  continually  disappointed,  conscious 
of  change  upon  change  for  the  worse  in  myself, 
and  of  no  change  for  the  better  in  anything  else  ; 
and  you  will  find  it  a  dark-looking  case  some- 
times, as  I  do." 

"  You  know,"  says  Mr.  Vholes,  "  that  I  never 
give  hopes,  sir.  I  told  you  from  the  first,  Mr.  C, 
that  I  never  give  hopes.  Particularly  in  a  case 
like  this,  where  the  greater  part  of  the  costs  comes 
out  of  the  estate,  I  should  not  be  considerate  of 
my  good  name,  if  I  gave  hopes.  It  might  seem 
as  if  costs  were  my  object.  Still,  when  you  say 
there  is  no  change  for  the  better,  I  must,  as  a 
bare  matter  of  fact,  deny  that." 

"Ay?"  returns  Richard,  brightening.  "But 
how  do  you  make  it  out  ?  " 

"  Mr.  Carstone,  you  are  represented  by " 

"  You  said  just  now — a  rock." 

"  Yes,  sir,"  says  Mr.  Vholes,  gently  shaking 
his  head  and  rapping  the  hollow  desk,  with  a 
sound  as  if  ashes  were  falling  on  ashes,  and 
dust  on  dust,  "  a  rock.  That's  something.  You 
are  separately  represented,  and  no  longer  hidden 
and  lost  in  the  interests  of  others.  That's  some- 
thing. The  suit  does  not  sleep  ;  we  wake  it  up, 
we  air  it,  we  walk  it  about.  That's  something. 
It's  not  all  Janidyce,  in  fact  as  well  as  in  name. 
That's  something.  Nobody  has  it  all  his  own 
way  now,  sir.     And  that's  something,  surely." 

Richard,  his  face  flushing  suddenly,  strikes 
the  desk  with  his  clenched  hand. 

"  Mr.  Vholes  !  If  any  man  had  told  me, 
when  I  first  went  to  John  Jarndyce's  house,  that 
he  was  anything  but  the  disinterested  friend  he 
seemed — that  he  was  what  he  has  gradually 
turned  out  to  be — I  could  have  found  no  words 
strong  enough  to  repel  the  slander ;  I  could  not 
have  defended  him  too  ardently.  So  little  did 
I  know  of  the  world  !  Whereas,  now,  I  do  de- 
clare to  you  that  he  becomes  to  me  the  embodi- 
ment of  the  suit ;  that,  in  place  of  its  being  an 
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abstraction,  it  is  John  Jarndyce  ;  that  tlie  more 
I  suffer,  the  more  indignant  I  am  with  him; 
that  every  new  delay,  and  every  new  disap- 
pointment, is  only  a  new  injury  from  John  Jarn- 
dyce's  hand.'' 

"  No,  no,"  says  Vholes.  "  Don't  say  so.  We 
ought  to  have  patience,  all  of  us.  Besides,  I 
never  disparage,  sir.     I  never  disparage." 

'  Mr.  Vholes,"  returns  the  angry  client.  "You 


know  as  well  as  I,  that  he  would  have  strangled 
the  suit  if  he  could." 

"  He  was  not  active  in  it,"  Mr.  \'lioles  admits, 
with  an  appearance  of  reluctance.  "  He  cer- 
tainly was  not  active  in  it.  But  however,  but 
however,  he  might  have  had  amiable  intentions. 
Who  can  read  the  heart,  Mr.  C.  '." 

"  You  can,"  returns  Richard. 

''I,  Mr.  C?" 


"  Vor    ARE    TO    DE    CONGRATrLATED,    MR.    GUIU'Y;     YOU    ARE   A    Ei.iRlLNAlE    \nl.\; 


'  "  Well  enough  to  know  what  his  intentions 
were.  Are,  or  are  not,  our  interests  conflicting  ? 
Tell — me — that  ?  "  says  Richard,  accompanying 
his  last  three  words  with  three  raps  on  his  rock 
of  trust. 

"  Mr.  C,"  returns  Vholes,  immovable  in  atti- 
tude and  never  winking  his  hungry  eyes,  "  I 
should  be  wanting  in  my  duty  as  your  profes- 
sional adviser,  I  sliould  be  departing  from  my 
fidelity  to  your  interests,  if  I  represented  those 
interests  as  identical  with  the  interests  of  'Mr. 
Jarnd}ce.  They  are  no  such  thing,  sir.  I  never 
impute  motives  ;  I  both  have,  and  am,  a  father. 
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and  I  never  impute  motives.  But  I  must  not 
shrink  from  a  ]:)rofessional  dut}-,  even  if  it  sows 
dissension  in  families.  I  understand  you  to  be 
now  consulting  me  professionally  as  to  your  in- 
terests ?  You  are  so  ?  I  reply  then,  they  are 
not  identical  with  those  of  Mr.  Jarndyce." 

"  Of  course  they  are  not ! "  cries  Richard. 
'*You  found  that  out,  long  ago." 

"  Mr.  C,"  returns  Vholes,  "  I  wish  to  say  no 
more  of  any  third  party  than  is  necessary.  I  wish 
to  leave  my  good  name  unsullied,  together  with 
any  little  property  of  which  I  may  become  pos- 
sessed through  industry  and  perseverance,  to  my 
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daughters  Emma,  Jane,  and  Caroline.  I  also 
desire  to  live  in  amity  with  my  professional 
brethren.  When  Mr.  Skimpole  did  me  the 
honour,  sir — I  will  not  say  the  very  high  honour, 
for  I  never  stoop  to  flattery — of  bringing  us 
together  in  this  room,  I  mentioned  to  you  that 
I  could  offer  no  opinion  or  advice  as  to  your 
interests,  while  those  interests  were  intrusted  to 
another  member  of  the  profession.  And  I  spoke 
in  such  terms  as  I  was  bound  to  speak,  of  Kenge 
and  Carboy's  office,  whicla  stantls  high.  You, 
sir,  thought  fit  to  withdraw  your  interests  from 
that  keeping  nevertheless,  and  to  offer  them  to 
me.  You  brought  them  with  clean  hands,  sir, 
and  I  accepted  them  with  clean  hands.  Those 
interests  are  now  paramount  in  this  office.  My 
digestive  functions,  as  you  may  have  heard  me 
mention,  are  not  in  a  good  state,  and  rest  might 
improve  them  ;  but  I  shall  not  rest,  sir,  while  I 
am  •  your  representative.  Whenever  you  want 
me,  you  will  find  me  here.  Summon  me  any- 
where, and  I  will  come.  During  the  long  vaca- 
tion, sir,  1  shall  devote  my  leisure  to  studying 
your  interests  more  and  more  closely,  and  to 
making  arrangements  for  moving  heaven  and 
earth  (including,  of  course,  the  Chancellor)  after 
Michaelmas  term  ;  and  when  I  ultimately  con- 
gratulate you,  sir,"  says  Mr.  Vholes,  with  the 
severity  of  a  determined  man, "  when  I  ultimately 
congratulate  you,  sir,  with  all  my  heart,  on  your 
accession  to  fortune — which,  but  that  I  never 
give  hopes,  I  might  say  something  further  about 
— you  will  owe  me  nothing,  beyond  whatever 
little-  balance  may  be  then  outstanding  of  the 
costs  as  between  solicitor  and  client,  not  in- 
cluded in  the  taxed  costs  allowed  out  of  the 
estate.  I  pretend  to  no  claim  upon  you,  Mr.  C, 
but  for  the  zealous  and  active  discharge — not  the 
languid  and  routine  discharge,  sir :  that  much  credit 
I  stipulate  for — of  my  professional  duty.  My 
duty  prosperously  ended,  all  between  us  is  ended." 

Vholes  finally  adds,  by  way  of  rider  to  this 
declaration  of  his  principles,  that  as  Mr.  Car- 
stone  is  about  to  rejoin  his  regiment,  perhaps 
Mr.  C.  will  favour  him  with  an  order  on  his 
agent  for  twenty  pounds  on  account. 

"  For  there  have  been  many  little  consulta- 
tions and  attendances  of  late,  sir,"  observes 
Vholes,  turning  over  the  leaves  of  his  Diary, 
"  and  these  things  mount  up,  and  I  don't  pro- 
fess to  be  a  man  of  capital.  When  we  first 
entered  on  our  present  relations,  I  stated  to 
you  openly — it  is  a  principle  of  mine  that  there 
never  can  be  too  much  openness  between 
solicitor  and  client — that  I  was  not  a  man  of 
capital ;  and  that  if  capital  was  your  object,  you 
had  better  leave  your  papers  in  Kenge's  office. 


No,  Mr.  C,  you  will  find  none  of  the  advantages, 
or  disadvantages,  of  capital  here,  sir.  This," 
Vholes  gives  the  desk  one  hollow  blow  again,  "  is 
your  rock  ;  it  pretends  to  be  nothing  more." 

The  client,  with  his  dejection  insensibly 
relieved,  and  his  vague  hopes  rekindled,  takes 
pen  and  ink  and  writes  the  draft;  not  without 
perplexed  consideration  and  calculation  of  the 
date  it  may  bear,  implying  scant  effects  in  the 
agent's  hands.  All  the  while,  Vholes,  buttoned 
up  in  body  and  mind,  looks  at  him  attentivelv. 
All  the  while,  Vholes's  official  cat  watches  the 
mouse's  hole. 

Lastly,  the  client,  shaking  hands,  beseeches 
Mr.  Vholes,  for  Heaven's  sake  and  Earth's  sake, 
to  do  his  utmost,  to  "  pull  him  through  "  the 
Court  of  Chancery.  Mr.  Vholes,  who  never 
gives  hopes,  lays  his  palm  upon  the  client's 
shoulder,  and  answers  with  a  smile,  "  Always 
here,  sir.  Personally,  or  by  letter,  you  will 
always  find  me  here,  sir,  wiUi  my  shoulder  to 
the  wheel."  Thus  they  part ;  and  Vholes,  left 
alone,  employs  himself  in  carrying  sundry  little 
matters  out  of  his  Diary  into  his  draft  bill  book, 
for  the  ultimate  behoof  of  his  three  daughters. 
So  might  an  industrious  fox,  or  bear,  make  up 
his  account  of  chickens  or  stray  travellers  with 
an  eye  to  his  cubs  ;  not  to  disparage  by  that 
word  the  three  raw-visaged,  lank,  and  buttoned- 
up  maidens,  who  dwell  with  the  parent  Vholes 
in  an  earthy  cottage  situated  in  a  damp  garden 
at  Kennington. 

Richard,  emerging  from  the  heavy  shade  of 
Symond's  Inn  into  the  sunshine  of  Chancery 
Lane — for  there  happens  to  be  sunshine  there 
to-day — walks  thoughtfully  on,  and  turns  into 
Lincoln's  Inn,  and  passes  under  the  shadow  of 
the  Lincoln's  Inn  trees.  On  many  such  loungers 
have  the  speckled  shadows  of  those  trees  often 
fallen  ;  on  the  like  bent  head,  the  bitten  nail, 
the  lowering  eye,  the  lingering  step,  the  pur- 
poseless and  dreamy  air,  the  good  consuming 
and  consumed,  the  life  turned  sour.  This 
lounger  is  not  shabby  yet,  but  that  may  come. 
Chancery,  which  knows  no  wisdom  but  in  Pre- 
cedent, is  very  rich  in  such  Precedents ;  and 
why  should  one  be  difterent  from  ten  thousand  ? 

Yet  the  time  is  so  short  since  his  deprecia- 
tion began,  that  as  he  saunters  away,  reluctant 
to  leave  the  spot  for  some  long  months  together, 
though  he  hates  it,  Richard  himself  may  feel 
his  own  case  as  if  it  were  a  startling  one.  While 
his  heart  is  heavy  with  corroding  care,  suspense, 
distrust,  and  doubt,  it  may  have  room  for  some 
sorrowful  wonder  when  he  recalls  how  difterent 
his  first  visit  there,  how  different  he,  how  dif- 
ferent all  the  colours  of  his  mind.    But  injustice 
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f^reeds  injustice ;  the  fighting  with  shadows  and 
being  defeated  by  them,  necessitates  the  setting 
up  of  substances  to  combat ;  from  the  impal- 
pable suit  which  no  man  alive  can  understand, 
the  time  for  that  being  long  gone  by,  it  has 
become  a  gloomy  relief  to  turn  to  the  palpable 
figure  of  the  friend  who  would  have  saved  him 
from  this  ruin,  and  make  him  his  enemy. 
Richard  has  told  Vholes  the  truth.  Is  he  in  a 
hardened  or  a  softened  mood,  he  still  lays  his 
injuries  equally  at  that  door ;  he  was  thwarted 
in  that  quarter,  of  a  set  purpose,  and  that  pur- 
pose could  only  originate  in  the  one  subject 
that  is  resolving  his  existence  into  itself ;  besides, 
it  is  a  justification  to  him  in  his  own  eyes  to 
have  an  embodied  antagonist  and  oppressor. 

Is  Richard  a  monster  in  all  this, — or  would 
Chancery  be  found  rich  in  such  Precedents  too, 
if  they  could  be  got  for  citation  from  the  Re- 
cording Angel? 

Two  pairs  of  eyes  not  unused  to  such  peojile 
look  after  him,  as,  biting  his  nails  and  brooding, 
he  crosses  the  square,  and  is  swallowed  up  by 
the  shadow  of  the  southern  gateway.  Mr. 
Guppy  and  Mr.  Weevle  are  the  possessors  of 
those  eyes,  and  they  have  been  leaning  in  con- 
versation against  the  low  stone  parapet  under 
the  trees.  He  passed  close  by  them,  seeing 
nothing  but  the  ground. 

"William,"  says  Mr.  Weevle,  adjusting  his 
whiskers ;  "  there's  combustion  going  on  there  ! 
It's  not  a  case  of  Spontaneous,  but  it's  smoul- 
dering combustion  it  is." 

"  Ah  ! "  says  Mr.  Guppy,  "  he  wouldn't  keep 
out  of  Jarndyce,  and  I  suppose  he's  over  head 
and  ears  in  debt.  I  never  knew  much  of  him. 
He  was  as  high  as  the  Monument  when  he  was 
on  trial  at  our  place.  A  good  riddance  to  me, 
whether  as  clerk  or  client  !  Well,  Tony,  that 
as  I  was  mentioning  is  what  they're  up  to." 

Mr.  Guppy,  refolding  his  arms,  resettles  him- 
self against  the  parapet,  as  resuming  a  conver- 
sation of  interest. 

"  They  are  still  up  to  it,  sir,"  says  Mr.  Guppy, 
■'  still  taking  stock,  still  examining  papers,  still 
going  over  the  heaps  and  heaps  of  rubbish.  At 
this  rate  they'll  be  at  it  these  seven  years." 

"  And  Small  is  helping  ?'' 

"  Small  left  us  at  a  week"s  notice.  Told 
Kenge,  his  grandfather's  business  was  too  much 
for  the  old  gentleman,  and  he  could  better  him- 
self by  undertaking  it.  There  had  been  a  cool- 
ness between  myself  and  Small  on  account  of 
his  being  so  close.  But  he  said  you  and  I 
began  it ;  and  as  he  had  me  there — for  we  did 
■ — I  put  our  acquaintance  on  the  old  footing. 
That's  how  I  come  to  know  what  they're  up  to." 


"  You  haven't  looked  in  at  all  ?" 

"  Tony,"  says  Mr.  Guppy,  a  little  discon- 
certed, "  to  be  unreserved  with  you,  I  don't 
greatly  relish  the  house,  except  in  your  company, 
and  therefore  I  have  not ;  and  therefore  I  pro- 
posed this  little  appointment  for  our  fetching 
away  your  things.  There  goes  the  hour  by  the 
clock!  Tony;"  Mr.  Guppy  becomes  mysteri- 
ously and  tenderly  elocjuent ;  "  it  is  necessary 
that  I  should  impress  upon  your  mind  once 
more,  that  circumstances  over  which  I  have  no 
control,  have  made  a  melancholy  alteration  in 
my  most  cherished  plans,  and  in  that  unrequited 
image  which  I  formerly  mentioned  to  you  as  a 
friend.  That  image  is  shattered,  and  that  idol 
is  laid  low.  My  only  wish  now,  in  connection 
with  the  objects  which  I  had  an  idea  of  carrying 
out  in  the  court,  with  your  aid  as  a  friend,  is  to 
let  'em  alone  and  bury  'em  in  oblivion.  Do 
you  think  it  possible,  do  you  think  it  at  all 
likely  (I  put  it  to  you,  Tony,  as  a  friend),  from 
your  knowledge  of  that  capricious  and  deep  old 
character  who  fell  a  prey  to  thd — Spontaneous 
element ;  do  you,  Tony,  think  it  at  all  likely 
that,  on  second  thoughts,  he  put  those  letters 
away  anywhere,  after  you  saw  him  alive,  and 
that  they  were  not  destroyed  that  night?" 

Mr.  Weevle  reflects  for  some  time.  Shakes 
his  head.     Decidedly  thinks  not. 

"  Tony,"  says  Mr.  Gupj:)}-,  as  they  walk 
towards  the  court,  "  once  again  understand  me, 
as  a  friend.  "Without  entering  into  further  ex- 
planations, I  may  repeat  that  the  idol  is  down. 
I  have  no  purpose  to  serve  now,  but  burial  in 
oblivion.  To  that  I  have  pledged  myself.  I 
I  owe  it  to  the  shattered 
circumstances  over  which 
If  you  was  to  express  to 
me  by  a  gesture,  by  a  wink,  that  you  saw  lying 
anywhere  in  your  late  lodgings,  any  papers 
that  so  much  as  looked  like  the  pajiers  in 
question,  I  would  pitch  them  into  the  fire,  sir, 
on  my  own  responsibility."' 

Mr.  Weevle  nods.  Mr.  Guppy,  mucli  elevated 
in  his  own  opinion  by  having  delivered  these 
observations,  with  an  air  in  ])art  forensic  and  in 
part  romantic — this  gentleman  having  a  passion 
for  conducting  anything  in  the  form  of  an  e.\- 
amination,  or  delivering  anything  in  the  form  of 
a  summing  up  or  a  speech — accompanies  his 
friend  with  dignity  to  the  court. 

Never  since  it  has  been  a  court,  has  it  had 
such  a  Fortunatus's  purse  of  gossip  as  in  the 
j)roceedings  at  the  rag  and  bottle  shop.  Regu- 
larly, every  morning  at  eight,  is  the  elder  Mr. 
Smallweed  brought  down  to  the  comer  and 
carried   in,  accompanied  by  Mrs.    Smallweed, 


owe  it  to  myself,  and 
image,  as  also  to  the 
I  have  no  control. 
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Judy,  and  Bart ;  and  regularly,  all  day,  do  they 
all  remain  there  until  nine  at  night,  solaced  by 
gij)sy  cHnners,  not  abundant  in  quantity,  from  the 
cook's  sliop ;  rummaging  and  searching,  digging, 
delving,  and  diving  among  the  treasures  of  the 
late  lamented.  What  those  treasures  are,  they 
keep  so  secret,  that  the  court  is  maddened.  In 
its  delirium  it  imagines  guineas  pouring  out  of 
teapots,  crown-pieces  overflowing  punch-bowls, 
old  chairs  and  mattresses  stuftetl  Avith  Uank  of 
England  notes.  It  possesses  itself  of  the  six- 
penny history  {with  highly-coloured  folding 
frontispiece)  of  Mr.  Daniel  Dancer  and  his 
sister,  and  also  of  Mr.  Elwes,  of  Suffolk,  and 
transfers  all  the  facts  from  those  authentic  nar- 
ratives to  Mr.  Krook.  Twice  when  the  dust- 
man is  called  in  to  carry  off  a  cartload  of  old 
paper,  ashes,  and  broken  bottles,  the  whole 
court  assembles  and  pries  into  the  baskets  as 
they  come  forth.  Many  times  the  two  gentle- 
men who  write  with  the  ravenous  little  pens  on 
the  tissue  paper  are  seen  prowling  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood— shy  of  each  other,  their  late  partner- 
ship being  dissolved.  The  Sol  skilfully  carries 
a  vein  of  the  prevailing  interest  through  the 
Harmonic  nights.  Little  Swills,  in  what  are 
professionally  known  as  "  patter "  allusions  to 
the  subject,  is  received  with  loud  applause ;  and 
the  same  vocalist  "gags"  in  the  regular  business 
like  a  man  inspired.  Even  Miss  M.  INIelville-  | 
son,  in  the  revived  Caledonian  melody  of  "We're 
a'  nodding,"  points  the  sentiment  that  "  the  dogs 
love  broo  "  (whatever  the  nature  of  that  refresh- 
ment may  be)  with  such  archness,  and  such  a 
turn  of  the  head  towards  next  door,  that  she  is 
immediately  understood  to  mean  j\Ir.  Smallweed 
loves  to  find  money,  and  is  nightly  honoured 
with  a  double  encore.  For  all  this,  the  court 
discovers  nothing ;  and,  as  ]Mrs.  Piper  and  Mrs. 
Perkins  now  communicate  to  the  late  lodger, 
whose  appearance  is  the  signal  lor  a  general 
rally,  it  is  in  one  continual  ferment  to  discover 
everything,  and  more. 

Mr.  Weevle  and  Mr.  Guppy,  with  every  eye 
in  the  court's  head  upon  them,  knock  at  the 
closed  door  of  the  late  lamented  house,  in  a 
high  state  of  popularity.  But,  being  contrary  to 
the  court's  expectation  admitted,  they  imme- 
diately become  unpopular,  and  are  considered  to 
mean  no  good. 

The  shutters  are  more  or  less  closed  all  over 
the  house,  and  the  ground-floor  is  sufficiently 
dark  to  require  candles.  Introduced  into  the 
back  shop  by  jSIr.  Smallweed  the  younger,  they, 
fresh  from  the  sunlight,  can  at  first  see  nothing 
save  darkness  and  shadows  ;  but  they  gradually 
discern  the  elder  Mr.  Smallweed,  seated  in  his 


chair  upon  the  brink  of  a  well  or  grave  of  waste 
paper ;  the  virtuous  Judy  groping  therein,  like 
a  female  sexton  ;  and  Mrs.  Smallweed  on  the 
level  ground  in  the  vicinity,  snowed  up  in  a 
heap  of  paper  fragments,  print  and  manuscript, 
which  would  appear  to  be  the  accumulated  com- 
pliments that  have  been  sent  flying  at  her  in  the 
course  of  tlie  day.  The  whole  party.  Small 
included,  are  blackened  with  dust  and  dirt,  and 
present  a  fiendish  appearance  not  relieved  by 
the  general  aspect  of  the  room.  There  is  more 
Utter  and  lumber  in  it  than  of  old,  and  it  is 
dirtier  if  possible;  likewise,  it  is  ghostly  with 
traces  of  its  dead  inhabitant,  and  even  with  his 
chalked  writing  on  the  wall. 

On  the  entrance  of  visitors,  Mr.  Smallweed 
and  Judy  simultaneously  fold  their  arms  and 
stop  in  their  researches. 

"Aha!"  croaks  the  old  gentleman.  "How 
de  do,  gentlemen,  how  de  do  !  Come  to  fetch 
your  property,  ]\Ir.  Weevle?  That's  well,  thats 
well.  Ha  !  ha  !  We  should  have  been  forced 
to  sell  you  up,  sir,  to  pay  your  >varehouse  room, 
if  you  had  left  it  here  much  longer.  You  feel 
quite  at  home  here,  again,  I  dare  say  ?  Glad  to 
see  you,  glad  to  see  you  ! " 

Air.  Weevle,  thanking  him,  casts  an  eye 
about.  Mr.  Guppy's  eye  follows  Mr.  Weevle's 
eye,  Mr.  Weevle's  eye  comes  back  without 
any  new  intelligence  in  it.  Mr.  Guppy's  eye 
comes  back,  and  meets  Mr.  Smallweed's  eye. 
That  engaging  old  gentleman  is  still  murmuring, 
like  some  wound-up  instrument  running  down, 

"  How  de  do,  sir — how  de — how ."     And 

then  having  run  down,  he  lapses  into  grinning 
silence,  as  Mr.  Guppy  starts  at  seeing  Mr. 
Tulkinghorn  standing  in  the  darkness  opposite, 
with  his  hands  behind  him. 

"  Gentleman  so  kind  as  to  act  as  my  solicitor," 
says  Grandfather  Smallweed.  "  I  am  not  the 
sort  of  client  for  a  gentleman  of  such  note  ;  but 
he  is  so  good  !" 

Mr.  Guppy  slightly  nudging  his  friend  to  take 
another  look,  makes  a  shuffling  bow  to  Mr. 
Tulkinghorn,  who  returns  it  with  an  easy  nod. 
Mr.  Tulkinghorn  is  looking  on  as  if  he  had 
nothing  else  to  do,  and  Avere  rather  amused  by 
the  novelty. 

"  A  good  deal  of  property  here,  sir,  I  should 
say,"  Mr.  Guppy  observes  to  Mr.  Smallweed. 

"  Principally  rags  and  rubbish,  my  dear  friend  ! 
rags  and  rubbish  !  Me  and  Bart,  and  my  grand- 
daughter Judy,  are  endeavouring  to  make  out 
an  inventory  of  what's  worth  anything  to  sell. 
But  w-e  haven't  come  to  much  as  yet,  we — haven't 
— come — to — hah  !" 

Mr.  Smallweed  has  run  down  again  ;  while 
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Mr.  Weevle's  eye,  attended  by  Mr.  Guppy's  eye, 
has  again  gone  round  the  room  and  come  back. 
"Well,  sir,"  says  Mr.  Weevle.  "We  won't 
intrude  any  longer,  if  you'll  allow  us  to  go 
up-stairs." 

"  Anywhere,  my  dear  sir,  anywhere  !  You're 
at  home.  Make  yourself  so,  pray  !" 
-  As  they  go  up-stairs,  Mr.  Guppy  lifts  his 
eyebrows  inquiringly,  and  looks  at  Tony.  Tony 
shakes  his  head.  They  find  the  old  room  very 
dull  and  dismal,  with  the  ashes  of  the  fire  that 
was  burning  on  that  memorable  night  yet  in  the 
discoloured  grate.  They  have  a  great  disinclina- 
tion to  touch  any  object,  and  carefully  blow  the 
dust  from  it  first.  Nor  are  they  desirous  to 
prolong  their  visit :  packing  the  few  movables 
with  all  possible  speed,  and  never  speaking 
above  a  whisper. 

"  Look  here,"  says  Tony,  recoiling.  "  Here's 
that  horrible  cat  coming  in  !" 

Mr.  Guppy  retreats  behind  a  chair.  "  Small 
told  me  of  her.  She  went  leaping  and  bound- 
ing and  tearing  about,  that  night,  like  a  Dragon, 
and  got  out  on  the  house-top,  and  roamed 
about  up  there  for  a  fortnight,  and  then  came 
tumbling  down  the  chimney  very  thin.  Did  you 
ever  see  such  a  brute  ?  Looks  as  if  she  knew 
all  about  it,  don't  she  ?  Almost  looks  as  if  she 
was  Krook.    Shoohoo  I    Get  out,  you  goblin  ! " 

Lady  Jane  in  the  doorway,  with  her  tiger-snarl 
from  ear  to  ear,  and  her  club  of  a  tail,  shows  no 
intention  of  obeying;  but  Mr.  Tulkinghorn 
stumbling  over  her,  she  spits  at  his  rusty  legs, 
and  swearing  wrathfull)',  takes  her  arched  back 
up-stairs.  Possibly  to  roam  the  house-tops  again, 
and  return  by  the  chimney. 

"Mr,  Guppy,"  says  Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  "could 
I  have  a  word  with  you  ?  " 

Mr.  Guppyis  engaged  in  collecting  the  Galaxy 
Gallery  of  ISritish  Beauty  from  the  wall,  and 
depositing  those  works  of  art  in  their  old  ignoble 
band-bo.\.  "  Sir,"  he  returns,  reddening,  "  I  wish 
to  act  with  courtesy  towards  every  member  of 
the  profession,  and  especially,  I  am  sure,  towards 
a  member  of  it  so  well  known  as  yourself — I 
will  truly  add,  sir,  so  distinguished  as  yourself. 
Still,  Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  sir,  I  must  stipulate  that 
if  you  have  any  word  with  me,  tliat  word  is 
spoken  in  the  presence  of  my  friend." 
"Oh,  indeed?"  says  Mr.  Tulkinghorn. 
"  Yes,  sir.  My  reasons  are  not  of  a  personal 
nature  at  all ;  but  they  are  amply  sufficient  for 
myself." 

"  No  doubt,  no  doubt."  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  is 
as  imperturbable  as  the  hearth-stone  to  which  he 
has  quietly  walked.  "  The  matter  is  not  of  that 
consequence  that  I  need  put  you  to  the  trouble 


of  making  any  conditions,  Mr.  Guppy."  He 
pauses  here  to  smile,  and  his  smile  is  as  dull  and 
rusty  as  his  pantaloons.  "  You  are  to  be  con- 
gratulated, Mr.  Guppy ;  you  are  a  fortunate 
young  man,  sir." 

"  Pretty  well  so,  Mr.  Tulkinghorn ;  I  don't 
complain." 

"  Complain  ?  High  friends,  free  admission  to 
great  houses,  and  access  to  elegant  ladies ! 
Why,  Mr.  Guppy,  there  are  people  in  London 
who  would  give  their  ears  to  be  you.'' 

Mr.  Guppy,  looking  as  if  he  would  give  his 
own  reddening  and  still  reddening  ears  to  be 
one  of  those  people  at  present  instead  of  him- 
self, replies,  "  Sir,  if  I  attend  to  my  profession, 
and  do  v.-hat  is  right  by  Kenge  and  Carboy,  my 
friends  and  acquaintances  are  of  no  consequence 
to  them,  nor  to  any  member  of  the  profession, 
not  excepting  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  of  the  Fields. 
I  am  not  under  any  obligation  to  explain  myself 
further :  and  with  all  respect  for  you,  sir,  and 
without  offence — I  repeat,  without  oftence " 

"Oh,  certainly!" 

"  —  I  don't  intend  to  do  it." 

"  Quite  so,"  says  Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  with  a 
calm  nod.  "  Very  good  ;  I  see  by  these  por- 
traits that  you  take  a  strong  interest  in  the 
fashionable  great,  sir?" 

He  addresses  this  to  the  astounded  Tony, 
who  admits  the  soft  impeachment. 

"  A  virtue  in  which  few  Englishmen  are 
deficient,"  observes  Mr.  Tulkinghorn.  He  has 
been  standing  on  the  hearth-stone  with  his  back 
to  the  smoked  chimney-piece,  and  now  turns 
round  with  his  glasses  to  his  eyes.  "Who  is 
this  ?  '  Lady  Dedlock.'  Ha  !  A  very  good 
likeness  in  its  way,  but  it  wants  force  of  cha- 
racter. Good  day  to  you,  gentlemen;  good 
day!" 

When  he  has  walked  out,  Mr.  Gujipy,  in  a 
great  perspiration,  nerves  himself  to  the  hasty 
completion  of  the  taking  down  of  the  Galaxy 
Gallery,  concluding  with  Lady  Dedlock. 

"  Tony,"  he  says  hurriedly  to  his  astonished 
companion,  "  let  us  be  quick  in  putting  the 
things  together,  and  in  getting  out  of  this  place. 
It  were  in  \ain  longer  to  conceal  from  you, 
Tony,  that  between  m3self  and  one  of  the  mem- 
bers of  a  swan-like  aristocracy  whom  I  now 
hold  in  my  hand,  there  has  been  undivulged 
communication  and  association.  The  time 
might  have  been,  when  I  niight  have  revealed 
it  to  you.  It  never  will  be  more.  It  is  due 
alike  to  the  oath  I  have  taken,  alike  to  the 
shattered  idol,  and  alike  to  circumstances  over 
which  I  have  no  control,  that  the  whole  should 
be  buried  in  oblivion.    I  charge  you  as  a  friend, 
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by  tlie  interest  you  have  ever  testifietl  in  the 
fashionable  inteUigence,  and  by  any  little  ad- 
vances with  which  I  may  have  been  able  to 
accommodate  you,  so  to  bury  it  without  a  word 
of  inquiry !" 

This  charge  Mr.  Guppy  delivers  in  a  state 
little  short  of  forensic  lunacy,  while  his  friend 
shows  a  dazed  mind  in  his  whole  head  of  hair, 
and  even  in  his  cultivated  whiskers. 


CHAPTER  XL. 


NATIONAL  AND  DOMESTIC. 


NGLAND  has  been  in  a  dreadful 
gi^T^  state  for  some  weeks.  Lord  Goodie 
"^^  ■  '  would  go  out,  Sir  Thomas  Doodle 
^1  wouldn't  come  in,  and  there  being 
nobody  in  Great  Britain  (to  speak 
of)  except  Goodie  and  Doodle,  there 
has  been  no  Government.  It  is  a  mercy 
that  the  hostile  meeting  between  those 
two  great  men,  which  at  one  time  seemed  in- 
evitable, did  not  come  off;  because  if  both 
pistols  had  tajcen  effect,  and  Goodie  and  Doodle 
had  killed  each  other,  it  is  to  be  presumed  that 
England  must  have  waited  to  be  governed  until 
young  Goodie  and  young  Doodle,  now  in  frocks 
and  long  stockings,  were  grown  up.  This  stu- 
pendous national  calamity,  however,  was  averted 
by  Lord  Goodie's  making  the  timely  discovery, 
that  if  in  the  heat  of  debate  he  had  said  that 
he  scorned  and  despised  the  whole  ignoble 
career  of  Sir  Thomas  Doodle,  he  had  merely 
meant  to  say  that  party  differences  should  never 
induce  him  to  withhold  from  it  the  tribute  of 
his  warmest  admiration  ;  while  it  as  opi:)ortunely 
turned  out,  on  the  other  hand,  that  Sir  Thomas 
Doodle  had  in  his  own  bosom  expressly  booked 
Lord  Goodie  to  go  down  to  posterity  as  the 
mirror  of  virtue  and  honour.  Still  England  has 
been  some  weeks  in  the  dismal  strait  of  having 
no  pilot  (as  w^as  well  observed  by  Sir  Leicester 
Dedlock)  to  weather  the  storm ;  and  the  mar- 
vellous part  of  the  matter  is,  that  England  has 
not  appeared  to  care  very  much  about  it,  but 
has  gone  on  eating  and  drinking,  and  marrying 
and  giving  in  marriage,  as  the  old  world  did  in 
the  days  before  the  flood.  But  Goodie  knew 
the  danger,  and  Doodle  knew  the  danger,  and 
all  their  followers  and  hangers-on  had  the 
clearest  possible  perception  of  the  danger.  At 
last  Sir  Thomas  Doodle  has  not  only  con- 
descended to  come  in,  but  has  done  it  hand- 
somely, bringing  in  with  him  all  liis  nephews, 


the   Doodleites  and 
assist    Britannia   in 


all  his  male  cousins,  and  all  his  brothers-in-law. 
So  there  is  hope  for  the  old  ship  yet. 

Doodle  has  found  that  he  must  throw  him- 
self upon  the  countr}' — chiefly  in  the  form  of 
sovereigns  and  beer.  In  this  metamorphosed 
state  he  is  available  in  a  good  many  places 
simultaneously,  and  can  throw  himself  upon  a 
considerable  portion  of  the  country  at  one  time. 
Britannia  being  much  occupied  in  pockedng 
Doodle  in  the  form  of  sovereigns,  and  swallow- 
ing Doodle  in  the  form  of  beer,  and  in  swearing 
herself  black  in  the  ftice  that  she  does  neither — 
plainly  to  the  advancement  of  her  glory  and 
morality  —  the  London  season  comes  to  a 
sudden  end,  through  all 
Goodlcites  dispersing  to 
those  religious  exercises. 

Hence  Mrs.  Rouncewell,  housekeeper  at 
Ghesney  Wold,  foresees,  though  no  instructions 
have  yet  come  down,  that  the  family  may 
shortly  be  expected,  together  with  a  pretty 
large  accession  of  cousins  and  others  who  can 
in  any  way  assist  the  great  Gonstitutional  work. 
And  hence  the  stately  old  dame,  taking  Time  by 
the  forelock,  leads  him  up  and  down  the  stair- 
cases, and  along  the  galleries  and  passages  and 
through  the  rooms,  to  witness  before  he  grows 
any  older  that  everything  is  ready ;  that  floors 
are  rubbed  bright,  carpets  spread,  curtains 
shaken  out,  beds  puft'ed  and  patted,  still-room 
and  kitchen  cleared  for  action,  all  things  pre- 
pared as  beseems  the  Dedlock  dignity. 

This  present  summer  evening,  as  the  sun  goes 
down,  the  preparations  are  complete.  Dreary 
and  solemn  the  old  house  looks,  with  so  many 
appliances  of  habitation,  and  with  no  inhabit- 
ants except  the  pictured  forms  upon  the  walls. 
So  did  these  come  and  go,  a  Dedlock  in  pos- 
session might  have  ruminated  passing  along  ; 
so  did  they  see  this  gallery  hushed  and  quiet, 
as  I  see  it  now  ;  so  think,  as  I  think,  of  the  gap 
that  they  would  make  in  this  domain  when  they 
were  gone  ;  so  find  it,  as  I  find  it,  difficult  to 
believe  that  it  could  be  without  them ;  so  pass 
from  my  world,  as  I  pass  from  theirs,  now 
closing  the  reverberating  door ;  so  leave  no 
blank  to  miss  them,  and  so  die. 

Through  some  of  the  fiery  windows,  beautiful 
from  without,  and  set,  at  this  sunset  hour,  not 
in  dull  grey  stone  but  in  a  glorious  house  of 
gold,  the  light  excluded  at  the  other  windows 
])Ours  in,  rich,  lavish,  oveiflowing  like  the 
summer  plenty  in  the  land.  Then  do  the  fiozen 
Dedlocks  thaw.  Strange  movements  come 
upon  their  features,  as  the  shadows  of  leaves 
play  there.  A  dense  Justice  in  a  corner  is 
beguiled  into  a  wink.     A   staring  Baronet,  with 
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a  truncheon,  gets  a  dimple  in  his  chin.  Down 
■into  the  bosom  of  a  stony  shepherdess  there 
steals  a  fleck  of  light  and  warmth,  that  would 
have  done  it  good  a  hundred  years  ago.  One 
ancestress  of  Volumnia,  in  high-heeled  shoes, 
very  like  her — casting  the  shadow  of  that  virgin 
event  before  her  full  two  centuries — shoots  out 
into  a  halo  gnd  becomes  a  saint.  A  maid  of 
honour  of  the  court  of  Charles  the  Second,  with 
large  round  eyes  (and  other  charms  to  corre- 
spond), seems  to  bathe  in  glowing  water,  and  it 
ripples  as  it  glows. 

But  the  tire  of  the  sun  is  dying.  Even  now 
the  floor  is  dusky,  and  shadow  slowly  mounts 
the  walls,  bringing  the  Dedlocks  down  like  age 
and  death.  And  now,  upon  my  Lady's  picture 
over  the  great  chimney-piece,  a  weird  shade 
falls  from  some  old  tree,  that  turns  it  pale,  and 
flutters  it,  and  looks  as  if  a  great  arm  held  a 
veil  or  hood,  watching  an  opportunity  to  draw 
it  over  her.  Higher  and  darker  rises  shadow 
on  the  wall — now  a  red  gloom  on  the  ceiling — 
now  the  fire  is  out. 

All  that  prospect,  wliich  from  the  terrace 
looked  so  near,  has  moved  solemnly  away,  and 
changed — not  the  first  or  the  last  of  beautiful 
things  that  look  so  near  and  will  so  change — 
into  a  distant  phantom.  Light  mists  arise,  and 
the  dew  falls,  and  all  the  sweet  scents  in  the 
garden  are  heavy  in  the  air.  Now,  the  woods 
settle  into  great  masses  as  if  they  were  each  one 
profound  tree.  And  now  the  moon  rises, 
to  separate  them,  and  to  glimmer  here  and 
there  in  horizontal  lines  behind  their  stems, 
and  to  make  the  avenue  a  pavement  of 
light  among  high  cathedral  arches  fantastically 
broken. 

Now,  the  moon  is  high  ;  and  the  great 
liouse,  needing  habitation  more  than  ever,  is 
like  a  body  without  life.  Now,  it  is  even 
awful,  stealing  through  it,  to  think  of  the  live 
])eople  who  have  slept  in  the  solitary  bed-rooms: 
to  say  nothing  of  the  dead.  Now  is  the  time 
for  shadow,  when  every  corner  is  a  cavern,  and 
every  downward  step  a  ]nt,  when  the  stained 
glass  is  reflected  in  pale  and  faded  hues  upon 
the  floors,  when  anything  and  everything  can 
be  made  of  the  heavy  staircase  beams  excepting 
their  own  proper  shapes,  when  the  armour  has 
dull  lights  upon  it  not  easily  to  be  distinguished 
from  stealthy  movement,  and  when  barred  hel- 
mets are  frightl'ully  suggestive  of  heads  inside. 
But,  of  all  the  shadows  in  Chesney  Wold,  the 
shadow  in  tlie  long  tlrawing-room  upon  my 
Lady's  picture  is  the  first  to  come,  the  last  to 
be  disturbed.  At  this  hour  and  by  this  light 
it  changes  into    threatening   hands  raised   up, 


and  menacing  the  handsome  face  with  every 
breath  that  stirs. 

"  She  is  not  well,  ma'am,"  says  a  groom  in 
Mrs.  Rouncewell's  audience-chamber. 

"  My  Lady  not  well  ?     What's  the  matter  ?  " 

"  Why,  my  Lady  has  been  but  poorly,  ma'am, 
since  she  was  last  here — I  don't  mean  with  the 
family,  ma'am,  but  when  she  was  here  as  a  bird 
of  passage-like.  My  Lady  has  not  been  out 
much,  for  her,  and  has  kept  her  room  a  good 
deal." 

"  Chesney  Wold,  Thomas,"  rejoins  the  house- 
keeper, with  proud  complacency,  '"  will  set  my 
Lady  up  !  There  is  no  finer  air,  and  no  healthier 
soil,  in  the  world  !  " 

Thomas  may  have  his  own  personal  opinions 
on  this  subject ;  probably  hints  them,  in  his 
manner  of  smoothing  his  sleek  head  from  the 
nape  of  his  neck  to  his  temples  ;  but  he  forbears 
to  express  them  further,  and  retires  to  the  ser- 
vants' hall  to  regale  on  cold  meat-pie  and  ale. 

This  groom  is  the  pilot-fish  before  the  nobler 
shark.  Next  evening,  down  come  Sir  Leicester 
and  my  Lady  with  their  largest  retinue,  and 
down  come  the  cousins  and  others  from  all  the 
points  of  the  compass.  Thenceforth  for  some 
weeks,  backward  and  forward  rush  mysterious 
men  with  no  names,  who  fly  about  all  those 
particular  parts  of  the  country  on  which  Doodle 
is  at  present  throwing  himself  in  an  auriferous 
and  malty  shower,  but  who  are  merely  persons 
of  a  restless  disposition  and  never  do  anything 
anywhere. 

On  these  national  occasions,  Sir  Leicester 
finds  the  cousins  useful.  A  better  man  than  the 
Honourable  Bob  Stables  to  meet  the  Hunt  at 
dinner,  there  could  not  possibly  be.  Better  got 
up  gentlemen  than  the  other  cousins,  to  ride 
over  to  polling-booths  and  hustings  here  and 
there,  and  show  themselves  on  the  side  of  Eng- 
land, it  would  be  hard  to  find.  Volumnia  is  a 
little  dim,  but  she  is  of  the  true  descent  ;  and 
there  are  many  who  appreciate  her  sprightly 
conversation,  her  French  conundrums  so  old  as 
to  have  become  in  the  cycles  of  time  almost  new 
again,  the  honour  of  taking  the  fiiir  Dedlock  in 
to  dinner,  or  even  the  privilege  of  her  hand  in 
the  dance.  On  these  national  ocaisions,  dancing 
may  be  a  patriotic  service ;  and  Volumnia  is 
constantly  seen  hopping  about,  for  the  good  of 
an  ungrateful  and  unpensioning  country. 

My  Lady  takes  no  great  pains  to  entertain 
the  numerous  guests,  and,  being  still  unwell, 
rarely  appears  until  late  in  the  day.  But,  at  all 
the  dismal  dinners,  leaden  luncheons,  basilisk 
balls,  and  other  melancholy  pageants,  her  mere 
appearance  is  a  relief.     As  to  Sir  Leicester,  he 
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conceives  it  utterly  impossible  that  anything  can 
be  wanting,  in  any  direction,  by  any  one  who 
has  the  good  fortune  to  be  received  under  that 
roof;  and  in  a  state  of  sublime  satisfiiction,  he 
moves  among  the  company,  a  magnificent  refri- 
gerator. 

Daily  the  cousins  trot  through  dust,  and  canter 
over  roadside  turf,  away  to  hustings  and  polling- 
booths  (with  leather  gloves  and  hunting-whips 
for  the  counties,  and  kid  gloves  and  riding-canes 
for  the  boroughs),  and  daily  bring  back  reports 
on  which  Sir  Leicester  holds  forth  after  dinner. 
Daily  the  restless  men  who  have  no  occupation 
in  life,  present  the  appearance  of  being  rather 
busy.  Daily,  Volumnia  has  a  little  cousinly  talk 
with  Sir  Leicester  on  the  state  of  the  nation, 
from  which  Sir  Leicester  is  disposed  to  conclude 
that  Volumnia  is  a  more  reflecting  woman  than 
he  had  thought  her. 

"  How  are  we  getting  on  ?"  says  Miss  Volum- 
nia, clasping  her  hands.     '■'■Arc  we  safe  ?" 

The  mighty  business  is  nearly  over  by  this 
time,  and  Doodle  will  throw  himself  off  the 
country  in  a  few  days  more.  Sir  Leicester  has 
just  appeared  in  the  long  drawing-room  after 
dinner ;  a  bright  particular  star,  surrounded  by 
clouds  of  cousins. 

"  Volumnia,"  replies  Sir  Leicester,  who  has  a 
list  in  his  hand,  "  we  are  doing  tolerably." 

"  Only  tolerably  !  " 

Although  it  is  summer  weather,  Sir  Leicester 
always  has  his  own  particular  fire  in  the  evening. 
He  takes  his  usual  screened  seat  near  it,  and 
repeats,  with  much  firmness  and  a  little  displea- 
sure, as  who  should  say,  I  am  not  a  common 
man,  and  when  I  say  tolerably,  it  must  not  be 
understood  as  a  common  expression  :  "  Volum- 
nia, we  are  doing  tolerably." 

"  At  least  there  is  no  opposition  to  jw/," 
Volumnia  asserts  with  confidence. 

"  No,  Volumnia.  This  distracted  country  has 
lost  its  senses  in  many  respects,  I  grieve  to  say, 
but " 

"  It  is  not  so  mad  as  that.  I  am  glad  to 
hear  it  ! " 

Volumnia's  finishing  the  sentence  restores  her 
to  favour.  Sir  Leicester,  with  a  gracious  incli- 
nation of  his  head,  seems  to  say  to  himself,  "  A 
sensible  woman  this,  on  the  whole,  though  occa- 
sionally precipitate." 

In  fact,  as  to  this  question  of  opposition,  the 
fair  Dedlock's  observation  was  superfluous  :  Sir 
Leicester,  on  these  occasions,  always  delivering 
in  his  own  candidateship,  as  a  kind  of  hand- 
some wholesale  order  to  be  promptly  executed. 
Two  other  little  seats  that  belong  to  him,  he 
treats  as  retail  orders  of  less  importance ;  merely 


sending  down  the  men,  and  signifying  to  the 
tradespeople,  "  You  will  have  the  goodness  to 
make  these  materials  into  two  members  of  par- 
liament, and  to  send  them  home  when  done." 

"  I  regret  to  say,  Volumnia,  that  in  many 
])laces  the  people  have  shown  a  bad  sjnrit,  and 
that  this  opposition  to  the  Government  has 
been  of  a  most  determined  and  most  implacable 
description." 

"  W-r-retches  !"  says  Volumnia. 

"  Even,"  proceeds  Sir  Leicester,  glancing  at 
the  circumjacent  cousins  on  sofas  and  ottomans, 
"even  in  many — in  fact,  in  most — of  those 
places  in  which  the  Government  has  carried  it 
against  a  faction " 

(Note,  by  the  way,  that  the  Coodleites  are 
always  a  faction  with  the  Doodleites,  and  that 
the  Doodleites  occupy  exactly  the  same  position 
towards  the  Coodleites.) 

" — Even  in  them  I  am  shocked,  for  the 
credit  of  Englishmen,  to  be  constrained  to  in- 
form you  that  the  Party  has  not  triumphed 
without  being  piit  to  an  enormous  expense. 
Hundreds,"  says  Sir  Leicester,  eyeing  the  cousins 
with  increasing  dignity  and  swelling  indignation, 
"  hundreds  of  thousands  of  pounds  !  " 

If  Volumnia  have  a  fault,  it  is  the  fault  of 
being  a  trifle  too  innocent ;  seeing  that  the  in- 
nocence which  would  go  extremely  well  with  a 
sash  and  tucker,  is  a  little  out  of  keeping  with 
the  rouge  and  pearl  necklace.  Howbeit,  im- 
pelled by  innocence,  she  asks, 

"  What  for  ?  " 

"  Volumnia,"  remonstrates  Sir  Leicester,  with 
his  utmost  severity.     "  Volumnia  ! " 

"  No,  no,  I  don't  mean  what  for,"  cries 
Volumnia  with  her  favourite  little  scream.  "  How 
stupid  I  am  !     I  mean  what  a  pity!" 

"  I  am  glad,"  returns  Sir  Leicester,  •'  that  you 
do  mean  what  a  pity." 

Volumnia  hastens  to  express  her  opinion  that 
the  shocking  people  ought  to  be  tried  as  traitors, 
and  made  to  support  the  Party. 

"  I  am  glad,  Volumnia,"  repeats  Sir  Leicester, 
unmindful  of  these  mollifying  sentiments,  "  that 
you  do  mean  what  a  pity.  It  is  disgraceful  to 
the  electors.  But  as  you,  though  inadvertently, 
and  without  intending  so  unreasonable  a  ques- 
tion, asked  me  '  what  for  ?'  let  me  reply  to  you. 
For  necessary  expenses.  And  I  trust  to  your 
good  sense,  Volumnia,  not  to  pursue  the  sub- 
ject, here  or  elsewhere." 

Sir  Leicester  feels  it  incumbent  on  him  to 
observe  a  crushing  aspect  towards  Volumnia, 
because  it  is  whispered  abroad  that  these  ne- 
cessary expenses  will,  in  some  two  hundred 
election   petitions,    be   unpleasantly   connected 
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with  the  word  bribery ;  and  because  some 
graceless  jokers  have  consequently  suggested 
the  omission  from  the  Cluirch  service  of  the 
ordinary  supplication  in  behalf  of  the  High 
Court  of  Parliament,  and  have  recommended 
instead  that  the  j^rayers  of  the  congregation  be 
requested  for  six  hundred  and  fifty-eight  gentle- 
men in  a  very  unhealthy  state. 

"  I  suppose,"  observed  Volumnia,  having 
taken  a  little  time  to  recover  her  spirits  after 
her  late  castigation,  "  I  suppose  Mr.  Tulking- 
horn  has  been  worked  to  death." 


what    Mr. 
He  is  not 


"  I  don't  know,"  says  Sir  Leicester,  opening 
his   eyes,    "why   Mr.    Tulkinghorn    should    be 
worked   to    death.      I   dou"t    know 
Tulkinghorn's  engagements  may  be. 
a  candidate." 

Volumnia  had  thought  he  might  have  been 
employed.  Sir  Leicester  could  desire  to  know 
by  whom,  and  what  for  ?  Volumnia,  abashed 
again,  suggests  by  Somebody — to  advise  and 
make  arrangements.  Sir  Leicester  is  not  aware 
that  any  client  of  ]\Ir.  Tulkinghorn  has  been  in 
need  of  his  assistance. 


A   BIRD   OF   ILL   OMEN. 


Lady  Dedlock  seated  nt  an  open  window 
with  her  arm  upon  its  cushioned  ledge  and 
looking  out  at  the  evening  shadows  falling  on 
the  park,  has  seemed  to  attend  since  the  lawyer's 
name  was  mentioned. 

•  A  languid  cousin  with  a  moustache,  in  a  state 
of  extreme  debilit}-,  now  observes  from  his  couch, 
that— man  told  him  ya'as'dy  that  Tulkinghorn 
had  gone  down  t'  that  iron  jilace  t'  give 
legal  'pinion  'bout  something  ;  and  that,  contest 
being  oyer  t'  day,  'twould  be  highly  jawlly  thing 
if  Tulkinghorn  should  'pear  with  news  tha^t 
Coodle  man  was  floored. 


Isfercury  in  attendance  with  coftee  informs 
Sir  Leicester,  hereupon,  that  Mr.  Tulkinghorn 
has  arrived,  and  is  taking  dinner.  My  "Lady 
turns  her  head  inward,  for  the  moment,  then 
looks  out  again  as  before. 

Volumnia  is  charmed  lo  hear  that  her  Delight 
is  come.  He  is  so  original,  such  a  stolid  crea- 
ture, such  an  immense  being  for  knowing  all 
sorts  of  things  antl  never  telling  them  !  Volumnia 
is  persuaded  that  he  must  be  a  Freemason.  Is 
sure  he  is  at  the  head  of  a  lodge,  and  wears 
short  aprons,  and  is  made  a  perfect  Idol  of,  with 
candlesticks  and  trowels.     These  lively  remarks 
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the  f:iir  Dedlock  delivers  in  her  youthful  manner, 
while  making  a  purse. 

'*  He  has  not  been  here  once,"'  she  adds,  "  since 
I  came.  I  really  had  some  thoughts  of  break- 
ing my  heart  for  the  inconstant  creature.  I 
had  almost  made  up  my  mind  that  he  was 
dead.'' 

It  may  be  the  gathering  gloom  of  evening,  or 
it  may  be  the  ilarker  gloom  within  herself,  but  a 
shade  is  on  my  Lady's  face,  as  if  she  thought, 
"  I  would  he  were  !  " 

"  Mr.  Tulkinghorn,"  says  Sir  Leicester,  "  is 
always  welcome  here,  and  always  discreet  where- 
soever he  is.  A  very  valuable  person,  and  de- 
servedly respected." 

The  debilitated  cousin  supposes  he  is  "  'nor- 
niously  rich  Her." 

"  He  has  a  stake  in  the  country,"  says  Sir 
Leicester,  "  I  have  no  doubt.  He  is,  of  course, 
liandsomely  paid,  and  he  associates  almost  on  a 
footing  of  equality  with  the  highest  society." 

Everybody  starts.     For  a  gun  is  fired  close  by. 

"  Good  gracious,  what's  that?  "  cries  Volumnia 
with  her  little  withered  scream. 

"A  rat,"'  says  my  Lady.  "And  they  have 
shot  him." 

Enter  Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  followed  by  jMercuries 
with  lamps  and  candles. 

"No,,  no,"  says  Sir  Leicester,  "I  think 'not. 
My  Lady,  do  you  object  to  the  twilight?" 

On  the  contrary,  my  Lady  prefers  it. 

"Volumnia?" 

O  !  nothing  is  so  delicious  to  Volumnia,  as  to 
sit  and  talk  in  the  dark. 

"  Then  take  them  away,"  says  Sir  Leicester. 
"  Tulkinghorn,  I  beg  your  pardon.  How  do 
you  do  ?  " 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn  w'ith  his  usual  leisurely  ease 
advances,  renders  his  passing  homage  to  my 
Lady,  shakes  Sir  Leicester's  hand,  and  subsides 
into  the  chair  proper  to  him  when  he  has  any- 
thing to  communicate,  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  Earonets  little  newspaper  table.  Sir  Leicester 
is  apprehensive  that  m)-  Lad}-,  not  being  very 
well,  will  take  cold  at  that  open  window.  My 
Lady  is  obliged  to  him,  but  would  rather  sit 
there  for  the  air.  Sir  Leicester  rises,  adjusts  her 
scarf  about  her,  and  returns  to  his  seat.  Mr. 
Tulkinghorn  in  the  meanwhile  takes  a  pinch  of 
snuff. 

"  Now,"  says  Sir  Leicester.  "  How  has  that 
contest  gone  ?  " 

"  Oh,  hollow  from  the  beginning.  Not  a 
chance.  They  have  brought  in  both  their 
people.  You  are  beaten  out  of  all  reason. 
Three  to  one." 

It  is  a  part  of  Mr.  Tulkinghorn's  policy  and 


mastery  to  have  no  political  opinions  ;  indeed, 
no  opinions.  Therefore  he  says  "  you "  are 
beaten,  and  not  "  we.'' 

Sir  Leicester  is  majestically  wroth.  Voluni;iia 
never  heard  of  such  a  thing.  The  debilitated 
cousin  holds  that  it's — sort  of  thing  that's  sure 
tapn  slongs  votes — giv'n — Mob. 

''  It's  the  place,  you  know,"  Mr.  Tulkinghorn 
goes  on  to  say  in  the  fast  increasing  darkness, 
when  there  is  silence  again,  "  where  they  wanted 
to  put  up  Mrs.  Rouncewell's  son." 

"  A  proposal  which,  as  you  correctly  informed 
me  at  the  time,  he  had  the  becoming  taste  and 
perception,"  observes  Sir  Leicester,  "  to  decline. 
I  cannot  say  that  I  by  any  means  approve  of 
the  sentiments  expressed  by  Mr.  Rouncewell, 
when  he  was  here  for  some  half-hour,  in  this 
room ;  but  there  was  a  sense  of  propriety  in  his 
decision  which  I  am  glad  to  acknowledge." 

"  Ha  !  "  says  Mr.  Tulkinghorn.  "  It  did  not 
pre\ent  him  from  being  very  active  in  this  elec- 
tion, though." 

Sir  Leicester  is  distinctly  heard  to  gasp  before 
speaking.  "  Did  1  understand  you  ?  Did  you 
say  that  Mr.  Rouncewell  had  been  very  active 
in  this  election  ?  " 

"  Uncommonly  active." 

"  Against — " 

"  O  dear  yes,  against  you.  He  is  a  very  good 
speaker.  Plain  and  empliatic.  He  made  a 
damaging  effect,  and  has  great  influence.  In 
the  business-part  of  the  proceedings  he  carried 
all  before  him." 

It  is  evident  to  the  w-hole  company,  though 
nobody  can  see  him,  that  Sir  Leicester  is  staring 
majestically. 

"  And  he  was  much  assisted,"  says  Mr.  Tul- 
kinghorn, as  a  wind-up,  "  by  his  son." 

'•  By  his  son,  sir?"  repeats  Sir  Leicester,  with 
awful  politeness. 

"  By  his  son." 

"The  son  who  wished  to  marry  the  young 
woman  in  my  Lilly's  service?" 

"  That  son.     He  has  but  one." 

"  Then,  upon  my  honour,"  says  Sir  Leicester, 
after  a  terrific  pause,  during  which  he  has  been 
heard  to  snort  and  felt  to  stare  ;  "  then  upon  my 
honour,  upon  my  life,  upon  my  reputation  and 
principles,  the  floodgates  of  society  are  burst 
open,  and  the  w^aters  have — a — obliterated  the 
landmarks  of  the  framework  of  the  cohesion  by 
which  things  are  held  together !  " 

General  burst  of  cousinly  indignation.  Vo- 
lumnia thinks  it  is  really  high  time,  you  know, 
for  somebody  in  power  to  step  in  and  do 
something  strong.  Debilitated  cousin  thinks — 
Country's  going — Dayvle — steeple-chase  pace. 
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"  I  beg,"  says  Sir  Leicester,  in  a  breathless 
condition,  "  that  we  may  not  comment  further 
on  this  circumstance.  Comment  is  supertiuous. 
My  Lady,  let  me  suggest  in  reference  to  that 
young  woman " 

"  1  have  no  intention,"  observes  my  Lady 
from  her  window,  in  a  low  but  decided  tone, 
"  of  parting  with  her." 

"  That  was  not  my  meaning,''  returns  Sir 
Leicester.  "  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  so. 
1  would  suggest  that  as  you  think  her  Avorthy  of 
\o\\x  patronage,  you  should  exert  your  influence 
to  keep  her  irom  these  dangerous  hands.  You 
might  show  her  what  violence  would  be  done, 
in  such  association,  to  her  duties  and  principles  ; 
and  you  might  preserve  her  for  a  better  fate. 
You  might  point  out  to  her  that  she  probably 
would,  in  good  time,  find  a  husband  at  Chesney 
Wold,  by  v.'hom  she  would  not  be — "  Sir 
Leicester  adds,  after  a  moment's  considera- 
tion, "  dragged  from  the  altars  of  her  fore- 
fathers.'" 

These  remarks  he  offers  with  his  unvarying 
politeness  and  deference  when  he  addresses 
himself  to  his  wife.  She  merely  moves  her 
head  in  reply.  The  moon  is  rising ;  and  where 
she  sits  there  is  a  little  stream  of  cold  })ale  light, 
in  which  her  head  is  seen. 

"  It  is  wordiy  of  remark,"  says  Mr.  Tulking- 
horn,  "  however,  that  these  people  are,  in  their 
way,  very  proud." 

"  Proud  ?  "     Sir  Leicester  doubts  his  hearing. 

"  I  should  not  be  surprised,  if  they  all  volun- 
tarily abandoned  the  girl — yes,  lover  and  all — 
instead  of  her  abandoning  them,  supposing  she 
remained  at  Chesney  Wold  under  such  circum- 
stances." 

"Well!"  says  Sir  Leicester,  tremulously. 
"  Well !  You  should  know,  Mr.  Tulkinghorn. 
You  have  been  among  them." 

"  Really,  Sir  Leicester,"  returns  the  lawyer, 
"  I  state  the  foct.  Why,  I  could  tell  you  a 
story — with  Lady  Dedlock's  permission." 

Her  head  concedes  it,  and  Volumnia  is  en- 
chanted. A  story  !  O  he  is  going  to  tell  some- 
thing at  last !     A  ghost  in  it,  Volumnia  hopes  ? 

"  No.  Real  flesh  and  blood."  Mr.  Tulking- 
horn stops  for  an  instant,  and  repeats,  with  some 
little  emphasis  grafted  u])on  his  usual  monotony, 
"Real  flesh  and  blood.  iNIiss  Dedlock.  Sir 
Leicester,  these  particulars  have  only  lately 
become  known  to  me.  They  are  veiy  brief. 
They  exemplify  what  I  have  said.  I  suppress 
names  for  the  present.  Lady  Djdlock  will  not 
think  me  ill-bred,  I  hope." 

By  the  light  of  the  fire,  which  is  low,  he  can 
be  seen  looking  towards  the  moonlight.    By  the 


light  of  the  moon  Lady  Dedlock  can  be  seen, 
perfectly  still. 

'•  A  townsman  of  this  Mrs.  Rouncewell,  a  man 
in  exactly  parallel  circumstances,  as  I  am  told, 
had  the  good  fortune  to  have  a  daughter  who 
attracted  the  notice  of  a  great  lady.  1  speak  of 
really  a  great  lady  ;  not  merely  great  to  him,  but 
married  to  a  gentleman  of  your  condition,  Sir 
Leicester.' 

Sir  Leicester  conde.scending]y  says,  '•  Yes,  Mr. 
Tulkinghorn  ;  ".implying  that  then  she  must  have 
appeared  of  very  considerable  moral  dimensions 
indeed,  in  the  eyes  of  an  ironmaster. 

"The  lady  was  wealthy  and  beautiful,  and 
had  a  liking  for  the  girl,  and  treated  her  with 
great  kindness,  and  kept  her  always  near  her. 
Now  this  lady  preserved  a  secret  under  all  her 
greatness,  which  she  had  preserved  for  many 
years.  In  fact,  she  had  in  early  life  been  en- 
gaged to  marry  a  young  rake — he  was  a  captain 
in  the  army — nothing  connected  with  whom 
came  to  any  good.  She  never  did  marry  him, 
but  she  gave  birth  to  a  child  of  which  he  was 
the  father." 

By  the  light  of  the  fire  he  can  be  seen  looking 
towards  the  moonlight.  By  the  moonlight. 
Lady  Dedlock  can  be  seen  in  profile,  perfectly 
still. 

'•'The  captain  in  the  army  being  dead,  she  be- 
lieved herself  safe  ;  but  a  train  of  circumstances 
with  which  I  need  not  trouble  you,  letl  to  dis- 
covery. As  I  received  the  story,  they  began  in 
an  imprudence  on  her  own  part  one  day,  when 
she  was  taken  by  surprise ;  which  shov.-s  how 
ilifiicult  it  is  for  the  firmest  of  us  (she  was  very 
firm)  to  be  always  guartled.  There  was  great 
domestic  trouble  and  amazement,  you  may  sup- 
pose ;  I  leave  you  to  imagine,  Sir  Leicester,  the 
husband's  grief.  But  that  is  not  the  present 
point.  When  Mr.  Rouncewell's  townsman 
heard  of  the  disclosure,  he  no  more  allowed  the 
girl  to  be  patronised  and  honouretl,  than  he 
would  have  suffered  her  to  be  trodden  underfoot 
before  his  eyes.  Such  was  his  pride,  that  he  in- 
dignantly took  her  awa}-,  as  if  from  reproach  and 
tiisgrace.  He  had  no  sense  of  the  honour  done 
him  and  his  daughter  b)-  the  lady's  condescen- 
sion ;  not  the  least.  He  resented  the  girl's 
position,  as  if  the  latly  had  been  the  commonest 
of  commoners.  That  is  the  story.  I  hope 
Lady  Dedlock  will  excuse  its  painful  nature." 

There  are  various  0]:)inions  on  the  merits, 
more  or  less  conflicting  with  Volumnia's.  That 
fair  young  creature  cannot  believe  there  ever 
was  any  such  lady,  and  rejects  the  whole  history 
on  the  threshold.  The  majority  incline  to  tlie 
debilitated  cousin's  sentiment,  which  is  in  lev/ 
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-words "  no   business  —  RounceweU's    'fcrnal 

townsman."  Sir  Leicester  generally  refers  back 
in  his  mind  to  Wat  Tyler,  and  arranges  a 
sequence  of  events  on  a  plan  of  his  own. 

There  is  not  much  conversation  in  all,  for  late 
"hours  have  been  kept  at  Chesney  Wold  since 
the  necessary  expenses  elsewhere  began,  and 
this  is  the  first  night  in  many  on  which  the 
familv  have  been  alone.  It  is  past  ten,  when 
Sir  Leicester  begs  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  to  ring  for 
candles.  Then  the  stream  of  moonlight  has 
swelled  into  a  lake,  and  then  Lady  Dedlock  for 
the  first  time  moves,  and  rises,  and  comes  for- 
Avard  to  a  table  for  a  glass  of  water.  Winking 
•cousins,  bat-like  in  the  candle  glare,  crowd  round 
to  give  it;  Volumnia  (always  ready  for  some- 
thing better  if  procurable)  takes  another,  a  very 
miki  sip  of  which  contents  her ;  Lady  Dedlock, 
graceful,  self-possessed,  looked  after  by  admiring 
eyes,  passes  away  slowly  down  the  long  perspec- 
tive by  the  side  of  that  Nymph,  not  at  all  im- 
proving her  as  a  question  of  contrast. 


CHAPTER  XLL 

IN   MR.   TULKINGHORN'S  ROOM. 

^R.  TULKINGHORN  arrives  in  his 
turret-room,  a  little  breathed  by  the 
journey  up,  though  leisurely  per- 
formed. There  is  an  expression  on 
his  face  as  if  he  had  discharged  his 
mind  of  some  grave  matter,  and 
were,  in  his  close  way,  satisfied.  To  say 
of  a  man  so  severely  and  strictly  self- 
repressed  that  he  is  triumphant,  would  be  to  do 
him  as  great  an  injustice  as  to  suppose  him 
troubled  with  love  or  sentiment,  or  any  romantic 
weakness.  He  is  sedately  satisfied.  Perhaps 
there  is  a  rather  increased  sense  of  power  upon 
him,  as  he  loosely  grasps  one  of  his  venous 
^\Tists  with  his  other  hand,  and  holding  it  be- 
hind his  back  walks  noiselessly  up  and  down. 

There  is  a  capacious  writing-table  in  the  room, 
on  which  is  a  pretty  large  accumulation  of 
papers.  The  green  lamp  is  lighted,  his  reading- 
glasses  lie  upon  the  desk,  the  easy  chair  is 
wheeled  up  to  it,  and  it  would  seem  as  though 
he  had  intended  to  bestow  an  hour  or  so  upon 
these  claims  on  his  attention  before  going  to 
bed.  But  he  happens  not  to  be  in  a  business 
mind.  After  a  glance  at  the  documents  awaiting 
his  notice — with  his  head  bent  low  over  the 
table,  the  old  man's  sight  for  print  or  writing 
being  defective  at  night— he  opens  the  French 


window  and  steps  out  upon  the  leads.  There 
he  again  walks  slowly  up  and  down,  in  the  same 
attitude ;  subsiding,  if  a  man  so  cool  may  haVe 
any  need  to  subside,  from  the  story  he  has  re- 
lated down-stairs. 

The  time  was  once,  when  men  as  knowing  as 
Mr.  Tulkinghorn  would  walk  on  turret-tops  in 
the  star-light,  and  look  up  into  the  sky  to  read 
their  fortunes  there.  Hosts  of  stars  are  visible 
to-night,  though  their  brilliancy  is  eclipsed  by  the 
splendour  of  the  moon.  If  he  be  seeking  his 
own  star,  as  he  methodically  turns  and  turns 
upon  the  leads,  it  should  be  but  a  pale  one  to  be 
so  rustily  represented  below.  If  he  be  tracing 
out  his  destiny,  that  may  be  written  in  other 
characters  nearer  to  his  hand. 

As  he  paces  the  leads,  with  his  eyes  most  pro- 
bably as  high  above  his  thoughts  as  they  are 
high  above  the  earth,  he  is  suddenly  stopped  in 
passing  the  window  by  two  eyes  that  meet  his 
own.  The  ceiling  of  his  room  is  rather  low ; 
and  the  upper  part  of  the  door,  which  is  opposite 
the  window,  is  of  glass.  There  is  an  inner  baize 
door  too,  but  the  night  being  warm  he  did  not 
close  it  when  he  came  up-stairs.  These  eyes 
that  met  his  own,  are  looking  in  through  the 
glass  from  the  corridor  outside.  He  knows 
them  well.  The  blood  has  not  flushed  into  his 
face  so  suddenly  and  redly  for  many  a  long  year, 
as  when  he  recognises  Lady  Dedlock. 

He  steps  into  the  room,  and  she  comes  in  too, 
closing  both  the  doors  behind  her.  There  is  a 
wild  disturbance — is  it  fear  or  anger  ? — in  her 
eyes.  In  her  carriage  and  all  else,  she  looks  as 
she  looked  down-stairs  two  hours  ago. 

Is  it  fear  or  is  it  anger,  now  ?  He  cannot  be 
sure.    Both  might  be  as  jiale,  both  as  intent. 

"  Lady  Dedlock  ?  " 

She  does  not  speak  at  first,  nor  even  when  she 
has  slowly  dropped  into  the  easy  chair  by  the 
table.  They  look  at  each  other,  like  two  pic- 
tures. 

"  Why  have  you  told  my  story  to  so  many 
persons  ?  " 

"  Lady  Dedlock,  it  was  necessary  for  me  to 
inform  you  that  I  knew  it." 

"  How  long  have  you  known  it  ?  " 

"  I  havesuspected  it  along  while — fully  known 
it,  a  little  while." 

"  Months  ?  " 

"  Days." 

He  stands  before  her,  with  one  hand  on  a 
chair-back,  and  the  other  in  his  old-fashioned 
waistcoat  and  shirt-frill,  exactly  as  he  has  stood 
before  her  at  any  time  since  her  marriage.  The 
same  formal  politeness,  the  same  composed 
deference  that  might  as  well  be  defiance  ;  the 
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whole  man  the  same  dark,  cold  object,  at  the 
same  distance,  which  nothing  has  ever  dimi- 
nished. 

"  Is  this  true  concerning  the  poor  girl  ?  " 

He  slightly  inclines  and  advances  his  head,  as 
not  quite  understanding  the  question. 

"  You  know  what  you  related.  Is  it  true?  Do 
her  friends  know  my  story  also  ?  Is  it  the  town- 
talk  yet  ?  Is  it  chalked  upon  the  walls  and  cried 
in  the  streets  ? " 

So  !  Anger,  and  fear,  and  shame.  All  three 
contending.  What  power  this  woman  has,  to 
keep  these  raging  passions  down  !  Mr.  Tulking- 
horn's  thoughts  take  such  form  as  he  looks  at 
her,  with  his  ragged  grey  eyebrows  a  hair's- 
breadth  more  contracted  than  usual,  under  her 
gaze. 

"No,  Lady  Dedlock.  That  was  a  hypothe- 
tical case,  arising  out  of  Sir  Leicester's  uncon- 
sciously carrying  the  matter  with  so  high  a  hand. 
But  it  would  be  a  real  case  if  they  knew — what 
we  know." 

"Then  they  do  not  know  it  yet  ?" 

"  No." 

"  Can  I  save  the  poor  girl  from  injury  before 
they  know  it?" 

"  Really,  Lady  Dedlock,"  IMr.  Tulkinghorn 
replies,  "  I  cannot  give  a  satisfactory  opinion  on 
that  point." 

And  he  thinks,  with  the  interest  of  attentive 
curiosity,  as  he  watches  the  struggle  in  her 
breast,  "  The  power  and  force  of  this  woman  are 
astonishing ! " 

"  Sir,"  she  says,  for  the  moment  obliged  to  set 
her  lips  with  all  the  energy  she  has,  that  she 
may  speak  distinctly,  "  I  will  make  it  plainer. 
I  do  not  dispute  your  hypothetical  case.  I 
anticipated  it,  and  felt  its  truth  as  strongly  as 
you  ca.i  do,  when  I  saw  Mr.  Rouncewell  here. 
I  knew  very  well  that  if  he  could  have  had 
the  power  of  seeing  me  as  I  was,  he  would 
consider  the  poor  girl  tarnished  by  having  for 
a  moment  been,  although  most  innocently,  the 
subject  of  my  great  and  ilistinguished  patronage. 
But,  I  have  an  interest  in  her ;  or  I  should 
rather  say — no  longer  belonging  to  this  place — 
I  had  ;  and  if  you  can  find  so  much  considera- 
tion for  the  woman  under  your  foot  as  to  re- 
member that,  she  will  be  very  sensible  of  your 
mercy." 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  profoundly  attentive,  throws 
this  oft"  with  a  shnig  of  self-depreciation,  and 
contracts  his  eyebrows  a  little  more. 

"  You  have  prepared  me  for  my  exposure,  and 
I  thank  you  for  that  too.  Is  there  anything  that 
you  require  of  me?  Is  there  any  claim  that  I 
can  release,  or  any  charge  or  trouble  that  I   can 


spare  my  husband  in  obtaining  his  release,  by 
certifying  to  the  exactness  of  your  discovery?  I 
will  write  anythmg,  here  and  now,  that  you  will 
dictate.     I  am  ready  to  do  it." 

And  she  would  do  it !  thinks  the  lawyer,  watch- 
ful of  the  firm  hand  with  which  she  takes  the 
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"  I  will  not  trouble  you.  Lady  Dedlock. 
spare  yourself." 

"  I  have  long  expected  this,  as  you  know.  I 
neither  wish  to  spare  myself,  nor  to  be  spared. 
You  can  do  nothing  worse  to  me  than  you  have 
done.     Do  what  remains,  now." 

"  Lady  Dedlock,  there  is  nothing  to  be  done. 
I  will  take  leave  to  say  a  few  words,  when  you 
have  finished." 

Their  need  for  watching  one  another  should 
be  over  now,  but  they  do  it  all  this  time,  and 
the  stars  watch  them  both  through  the  open 
window.  Away  in  the  moonlight  lie  the  wood- 
land fields  at  rest,  and  the  wide  house  is  as 
quiet  as  the  narrow  one.  The  narrow  one  I 
Where  are  the  digger  and  the  spade,  this  peaceful 
night,  destined  to  add  the  last  great  secret  to 
the  many  secrets  of  the  Tulkinghorn  existence  ? 
Is  the  man  born  yet,  is  the  spade  wrought  yet? 
Curious  questions  to  consider,  more  curious 
perhaps  not  to  consider,  under  the  watching 
stars  upon  a  summer  night. 

"  Of  repentance  or  remorse,  or  any  feeling  of 
mine,"  Lady  Dedlock  presently  proceeds,  "  I 
say  not  a  word.  If  I  were  not  dumb,  you  would 
be  deaf.  Let  that  go  by.  It  is  not  for  your 
ears." 

He  makes  a  feint  of  oflerii^g  a  protest,  but 
she  sweeps  it  away  witli  her  disdainful  hand. 

"  Of  other  and  very  difterent  things  I  come  to 
speak  to  you.  My  jewels  are  all  in  their  proper 
places  of  keeping.  They  will  be  found  there. 
So,  my  dresses.  So,  all  the  valuables  I  have. 
Some  ready  money  I  had  with  me,  please  to  say, 
but  no  large  amount.  I  did  not  wear  ni}-  own 
dress,  in  order  that  I  might  avoid  observation. 
I  went  to  be  henceforward  lost.  Make  this 
known.     I  leave  no  other  charge  with  you." 

"  Excuse  me,  Lady  Dedlock,"  says  Mr.  Tul- 
kinghorn, quite  unmoved,  "  I  am  not  sure  that 
I  understand  you.     You  went  ? " 

"To  be  lost  to  all  here.  I  leave  Chesney 
Wold  to-night.     I  go  this  hour." 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn  shakes  his  head.  She  rises; 
but  he  without  ienio\ing  hand  from  chair-back 
or  from  old-fashioned  waistcoat  and  shirt-frill, 
shakes  his  head. 

"  What  ?     Not  go  as  I  have  said  ?" 

"  No,  Lady  Dedlock,"  he  ver)-  calmly  replies^ 

"  Do  you  know  the  relief  that  my  disappear- 
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ance  will  be  ?     Have  you  forgotten  the  stain  and 
blot  upon  this  place,  and  where  it  is,  and  who 

it  is?" 

"  No,  Lady  Dedlock,  not  by  any  means." 

Without  deigning  to  rejoin,  she  moves  to  the 
inner  door  and  has  it  in  her  hand,  when  he  says 
to  her,  without  himself  stirring  hand  or  foot,  or 
raising  his  voice  : 

"  Lady  Dedlock,  have  the  goodness  to  stop 
and  hear  me,  or  before  you  reach  the  staircase  I 
shall  ring  the  alarm-bell  and  rouse  the  house. 
And  then  I  must  speak  out,  before  every  guest 
and  servant,  every  man  and  woman  in  it." 

He  has  conquered  her.  She  falters,  trembles, 
and  puts  her  hand  confusedly  to  her  head. 
Slight  tokens  these  in  any  one  else  ;  but  when 
so  practised  an  eye  as  Mr.  Tulkinghorn's  sees 
indecision  for  a  moment  in  such  a  subject,  he 
thoroughly  knows  its  value. 

He  promptly  says  again,  "  Have  the  good- 
ness to  hear  me,  Lady  Dedlock,"  and  motions 
to  the  chair  from  which  she  has  risen.  She 
hesitates,  but  he  motions  again,  and  she  sits 
down. 

"  The  relations  between  us  are  of  an  unfortu- 
nate description.  Lady  Dedlock  ;  but,  as  they 
are  not  of  my  making,  I  will  not  apologise  for 
them.  The  position  I  hold  in  reference  to  Sir 
Leicester  is  so  well  known  to  you,  that  I  can 
hardly  imagine  but  that  I  must  long  have  ap- 
peared in  your  eyes  the  natural  person  to  make 
this  discovery." 

"  Sir,"  she  returns,  without  looking  up  from 
the  ground,  on  \yhich  her  eves  are  now  fixed, 
*'  I  had  better  have  gone.  It  would  have  been 
far  better  not  to  have  detained  me.  1  have  no 
more  to  say." 

"  Excuse  me,  Lady  Dedlock,  if  I  add,  a  little 
more  to  hear." 

"  I  wish  to  hear  it  at  the  window,  then.  I 
can't  breathe  where  I  am." 

His  jealous  glance  as  she  walks  that  way,  be- 
trays an  instant's  misgiving  that  she  may  have 
it  in  her  thoughts  to  leap  over,  and  dashing 
against  ledge  and  cornice,  strike  her  life  out 
upon  the  terrace  below.  But,  a  moment's  obser- 
vation of  her  figure  as  she  stands  in  the  window 
without  any  support,  looking  out  at  the  stars — 
not  up — gloomily  out  at  those  scars  which  are  low 
in  the  heavens — reassures  him.  By  facing  round 
as  she  has  moved,  he  stands  a  little  behind 
her. 

"  Lady  Dedlock,  I  have  not  yet  been  able  to 
come  to  a  decision  satisfactory  to  myself,  on  the 
course  before  me.  I  am  not  clear  what  to  do, 
or  how  to  act  next.  I  must  request  you,  in  the 
meantime,  to  keep  your  secret  as  you  have  kept 


it  so  long,   and   not  to  wonder  that  I  keep  it 
too." 

He  pauses,  but  she  makes  no  reply. 

"  Pardon  me.  Lady  Dedlock.  This  is  an 
important  subject.  You  are  honouring  me  with 
your  attention?" 

"  I  am." 

"  Thank  you.  I  might  have  known  it,  from 
what  I  have  seen  of  your  strength  of  character. 
I  ought  not  to  have  asked  the  question,  but  I 
have  the  habit  of  making  sure  of  my  ground, 
step  by  step,  as  I  go  on.  The  sole  considera- 
tion in  this  unhappy  case  is  Sir  Leicester." 

"  Then  why,"  she  asks  in  a  low  voice,  and 
without  removing  her  gloomy  look  from  those 
distant  stars,  ''  do  you  detain  me  in  his  house  ?' 

"  Because  he  is  the  consideration.  Lady  Ded- 
lock, I  have  no  occasion  to  tell  you  that  Sir 
Leicester  is  a  very  proud  man  ;  that  his  reliance 
upon  you  is  implicit ;  that  the  fall  of  that  moon 
out  of  the  sky,  would  not  amaze  him  more  than 
your  fall  from  your  high  position  as  his  wife." 

She  breathes  quickly  and  heavily,  but  she 
stands  as  unflinchingly  as  ever  he  has  seen  her 
in  the  midst  of  her  grandest  company. 

"  I  declare  to  you.  Lady  Dedlock,  that  with 
anything  short  of  this  case  that  I  have,  I  Avould 
as  soon  have  hoped  to  root  up,  by  means  of  my 
own  strength  and  my  own  hands,  the  oldest 
tree  on  this  estate,  as  to  shake  your  hold  upon 
Sir  Leicester,  and  Sir  Leicester's  trust  and  con- 
fidence in  you.  And  even  now,  with  this  case, 
I  hesitate.  Not  that  he  could  doubt  (that,  ev«n 
with  him,  is  impossible),  but  that  nothing  can 
prepare  him  for  the  blow." 

"Not  my  flight?"  she  returned.  "Think  of 
it  again." 

"  Your  flight,  Lady  Dedlock,  would  spread 
the  whole  truth,  and  a  hundred  times  the  whole 
truth,  far  and  wide.  It  would  be  impossible  to 
save  the  family  credit  for  a  day.  It  is  not  to  be 
thought  of." 

There  is  a  quiet  decision  in  his  reply,  \\hich 
admits  of  no  remonstrance. 

"  When  I  speak  of  Sir  Leicester  being  the 
sole  consideration,  he  and  the  family  credit  are 
one.  Sir  Leicester  and  the  baronetcy.  Sir  Lei- 
cester and  Chesney  Wold,  Sir  Leicester  and  his 
ancestors  and  his  patrimony  j"  Mr.  Tulkinghorn 
very  dry  here;  "are,  I  need  not  say  to  you, 
Lady  Dedlock,  inseparable." 

"Goon!" 

"  Therefore,"  says  Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  pursuing 
his  ca^e  in  hi«  jog-trot  style,  "  I  have  much  to 
consider.  This  is  to  be  hushed  up,  if  it  can  be. 
How  can  it  be,  if  Sir  Leicester  is  driven  out  of 
his  wits,  or  laid  upon  a  death-bed?     If  I  in- 
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flicted  this  shock  upon  him  to-morrow  morning, 
how  could  the  immediate  change  in  him  be 
accounted  for  ?  What  could  have  caused  it  ? 
What  could  have  divided  you  ?  Lady  Dedlock, 
the  wall-chalking  and  the  street-crying  would 
come  on  directly ;  and  you  are  to  remember 
that  it  would  not  affect  you  merely  (whom  I 
cannot  at  all  consider  in  this  business)  but  your 
husband,  Lady  Dedlock,  your  husband." 

He  gets  plainer  as  he  gets  on,  but  not  an 
atom  more  emphatic  or  animated. 

"  There  is  another  point  of  view,"  he  continues, 
"  in  which  the  case  presents  itself.  Sir  Leicester 
is  devoted  to  you  almost  to  infatuation.  He 
might  not  be  able  to  overcome  that  infatuation, 
even  knowing  what  we  know.  I  am  putting  an 
extreme  case,  but  it  might  be  so.  If  so,  it  were 
better  that  he  knew  nothing.  Letter  for  com- 
mon sense,  better  for  him,  better  for  me.  I 
must  take  all  this  into  account,  and  it  combines 
to  render  a  decision  very  difficult." 

She  stands  looking  out  at  the  same  stars, 
without  a  word.  They  are  beginning  to  pale, 
and  she  looks  as  if  their  coldness  froze  her. 

"  My  experience  teaches  me,"  says  Mr.  Tul- 
kinghom,  who  has  by  this  time  got  his  hands  in 
his  pockets,  and  is  going  on  in  his  business  con- 
sideration of  the  matter,  like  a  machine.  "  My 
experience  teaches  me.  Lady  Dedlock,  that  most 
of  the  people  I  know  would  do  far  better  to 
leave  marriage  alone.  It  is  at  the  bottom  of 
three-fourths  of  their  troubles.  So  I  thought 
when  Sir  Leicester  married,  and  so  I  always 
have  thought  since.  No  more  about  that.  I 
must  now  be  guided  by  circumstances.  In  the 
meanwhile  I  must  beg  you  to  keep  your  own 
counsel,  and  I  will  keep  mine." 

"  I  am  to  drag  my  present  life  on,  holding  its 
pains  at  your  pleasure,  day  by  day?"  she  asks, 
still  looking  at  the  distant  sky. 

'*  Yes,  I  am  afraid  so.  Lady  Dedlock." 

"  It  is  necessary,  you  think,  that  I  should  be 
so  tied  to  the  stake  ?" 

"  I  am  sure  that  what  I  recommend  is  neces- 
sary." 

"  I  am  to  remain  upon  this  gaudy  platform, 
on  which  my  miserable  deception  has  been 
so  long  acted,  and  it  is  to  fall  beneath 
me  when  you  give  the  signal  ?"  she  says 
slowly. 

"  Not  without  notice,  Lady  Dedlock.  I  shall 
take  no  step  without  forewarning  you." 

She  asks  all  her  questions  as  if  she  were 
repeating  them  from  memory,  or  calling  them 
over  in  her  sleep. 

"We  are  to  meet  as  usual?" 

"  Precisely  as  usual,  if  you  please." 


"And  I  am  to  hide  my  guilt,  as  I  have  done 
so  many  years?" 

"  As  you  have  done  so  many  years.  I  should 
not  have  made  that  reference  myself,  Lady  Ded- 
lock, but  I  may  now  remind  you  that  your 
secret  can  be  no  heavier  to  you  than  it  was,  and 
is  no  worse  and  no  better  than  it  was.  /  know 
it  certainly,  but  I  believe  we  have  never  wholly 
trusted  each  other." 

She  stands  absorbed  in  the  same  frozen  way 
for  some  little  time  before  asking  : 

"  Is  there  anything  more  to  be  said  to-night?" 

"Why,"  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  returns  methodi- 
cally, as  he  softly  rubs  his  hands,  "  I  should  like 
to  be  assured  of  your  acquiescence  in  my  ar- 
rangements, Lady  Dedlock." 

"  You  may  be  assured  of  it." 

"  Good.  And  I  would  wish  in  conclusion  to 
remind  you,  as  a  business  precaution,  in  case  it 
should  be  necessary  to  recall  the  fact  in  any 
communication  with  Sir  Leicester,  that  througli- 
out  our  interview  I  have  expressly  stated  my 
sole  consideration  to  be  Sir  Leicester's  feelings 
and  honour,  and  the  family  reputation.  I  should 
have  been  happy  to  have  made  Lady  Dedlock  a 
prominent  consideration  too,  if  the  case  had 
admitted  of  it;  but  unfortunately  it  does  not." 

"  I  can  attest  your  fidelity,  sir." 

Both  before  and  after  saying  it,  she  remains 
absorbed ;  but  at  length  moves,  and  turns,  un- 
shaken in  her  natural  and  acquired  presence, 
towards  the  door.  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  opens  both 
the  doors  exactly  as  he  would  have  done  yester- 
day, or  as  he  would  have  done  ten  years  ago, 
and  makes  his  old-fashioned  bow  as  she  passes 
out.  It  is  not  an  ordinary  look  that  he  receives 
from  the  handsome  face  as  it  goes  into  the  dark- 
ness, and  it  is  not  an  ordinary  movement,  though 
a  very  slight  one,  that  acknowledges  his  courtesy. 
But,  as  he  reflects  when  he  is  left  alone,  the 
woman  has  been  putting  no  common  constraint 
upon  herself. 

He  would  know  it  all  the  better,  if  he  saw  the 
woman  pacing  her  own  rooms  with  her  hair 
wildly  thrown  from  her  flung-back  face,  her 
hands  clasped  behind  her  head,  her  figure 
twisted  as  if  by  pain.  He  would  think  so  all 
the  more,  if  he  saw  the  woman  thus  hurrying  up 
and  down  for  hours,  without  fatigue,  without  in- 
termission, followed  by  the  faithful  step  upon 
the  Ghost's  Walk.  But  he  shuts  out  the  now 
chilled  air,  draws  the  window-curtain,  goes  to 
bed,  and  falls  asleep.  And  truly,  when  the  stars 
go  out  antl  the  wan  day  ])eeps  into  the  turret 
chamber,  finding  him  at  his  ol'dest.  he  looks  as 
if  the  digger  and  the  spade  were  both  commis- 
sioned, and  would  soon  be  digging. 
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The  same  wan  day  peeps  in  at  Sir  Leicester 
pardoning  the  repentant  country  in  a  majesti- 
cally condescending  dream  ;  and  at  the  cousins 
entering  on  various  public  employments,  prin- 
cipally receipt  of  salary;  and  at  the  chaste 
Volumnia  bestowing  a  dower  of  fifty  thousand 
pounds  upon  a  hideous  old  General,  with  a 
mouth  of  false  teeth  like  a  pianoforte  too  full 
of  keys,  long  the  admiration  of  Bath  and  the 
terror  of  every  other  community.  Also  into 
rooms  high  in  the  roof,  and  into  offices  in 
court-yards  and  over  stables,  where  humbler 
ambition  dreams  of  bliss,  in  keepers'  lodges, 
and  in  holy  matrimony  with  Will  or  Sally.  Up 
comes  the  bright  sun,  drawing  everything  up 
with  it — the  Wills  and  Sallys,  the  latent  vapour 
in  the  earth,  the  drooping  leaves  and  flowers, 
the  birds  and  beasts  and  creeping  things,  the 
gardeners  to  sweep  the  dewy  turf  and  unfold 
emerald  velvet  where  the  roller  passes,  the  smoke 
of  the  great  kitchen  fire  wreathing  itself  straight 
and  high  into  the  lightsome  air.  Lastly,  up 
comes  the  flag  over  Mr,  Tulkinghorn's  uncon- 
scious head,  cheerfully  proclaiming  that  Sir 
Leicester  and  Lady  Dedlock  are  in  their  happy 
home,  and  that  there  is  hospitality  at  the  place 
in  Lincolnshire. 


CHAPTER  XLIL 

IN   MR.   tulkinghorn's   CHAMBERS. 

^RO]\I  the  verdant  undulations  and 
'■'  the  spreading  oaks  of  the  Dedlock 
property,  IMr.  Tulkinghorn  transfers 
himself  to  the  stale  heat  and  dust 
^  ^.^  of  London.  His  manner  of  coming 
'"'■^^^^^  and  going  between  the  two  places, 
^  is  one  of  his  impenetrabilities.  He  walks 
into  Chesney  Wold  as  if  it  Avere  ne.xt 
door  to  his  chambers,  and  returns  to  his  cham- 
bers as  if  he  had  never  been  out  of  Lincoln's 
Inn  Fields.  He  neither  changes  his  dress  before 
the  journey,  nor  talks  of  it  afterwards.  He 
melted  out  of  his  turret-room  this  morning, 
just  as  now,  in  the  late  twilight,  he  melts  into 
his  own  square. 

Like  a  dingy  London  bird  among  the  birds 
at  roost  in  these  pleasant  fields,  where  the  sheep 
are  all  made  into  parchment,  the  goats  into 
wigs,  and  the  pasture  into  chaff,  the  lawyer, 
smoke-dried  and  faded,  dwelling  among  man- 
kind but  not  consorting  with  them,  agecl  with- 
out experience  of  genial  youth,  and  so  long 
used  to  make  his  cramped  nest  in  holes  and 
comers  of  human  nature  that  he  has  forgotten 


its  broader  and  better  range,  comes  sauntering 
home.  In  the  oven  made  by  the  hot  pave- 
ments and  hot  buildings,  he  has  baked  himself 
drier  than  usual ;  and  he  has,  in  his  thirsty 
mind,  his  mellowed  port-wine  half  a  century 
old. 

The  lamplighter  is  skipi)ing  up  and  down  his 
ladder  on  Mr.  Tulkinghorn's  side  of  the  Fields, 
when  that  high-priest  of  noble  mysteries  arrives 
at  his  own  dull  court-yard.  He  ascends  the 
door-steps  and  is  gliding  into  the  dusky  halK 
when  he  encounters,  on  the  door-step,  a  bow- 
ing and  propitiatory  little  man, 

"Is  that  Snagsby?" 

"  Yes  sir,  I  hope  you  are  well  sir.  I  was  just 
giving  you  up  sir,  and  going  home." 

"  Ay  ?  What  is  it  ?  What  do  you  want  with 
me?" 

"  Well  sir,"  says  Mr.  Snagsby,  holding  his  hat 
at  the  side  of  his  head,  in  his  deference  towards 
his  best  customer,  "  I  was  wishful  to  say  a 
word  to  you  sir." 

"  Can  you  say  it  here  ?" 

"  Perfectly  sir." 

"Say  it  then."  The  lawyer  turns,  leans  his 
arms  on  the  iron  railing  at  the  top  of  the  steps, 
and  looks  at  the  lamplighter  lighting  the  court- 
yard. 

"  It  is  relating,"  says  Mr.  Snagsby,  in  a  mys- 
terious low  voice — "  it  is  relating — not  to  put 
too  fine  a  point  upon  it — to  the  foreigner  sir." 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn  eyes  him  with  some  surprise. 
"What  foreigner?" 

"  The  foreign  female  sir.  French,  if  I  don't 
mistake  ?  I  am  not  acquainted  with  that  lan- 
guage myself,  but  I  should  judge  from  her 
manners  and  appearance  that  she  was  French ; 
anyways,  certainly  foreign.  Her  that  was  up- 
stairs sir,  when  Mr.  Bucket  and  me  had  the 
honour  of  waiting  upon  you  with  the  sweeping- 
boy  that  night." 

"  Oh  !  yes,  yes.     Mademoiselle  Hortense." 

"Indeed  sir?"  Mr.  Snagsby  coughs  his 
cough  of  submission  behind  his  hat.  "  I  am 
not  acquainted  myself  with  the  names  of 
foreigners  in  general,  but  I  have  no  doubt  it 
7C'oiihi  be  that."  Mr.  Snagsby  appears  to  have 
set  out  in  this  reply  with  some  desperate  design 
of  repeating  the  name  ;  but  on  reflection  coughs 
again  to  excuse  himself. 

"  And  what  can  you  have  to  say,  Snagsby," 
demands  Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  "  about  her  ?" 

"  Well  sir,"  returns  the  stationer,  shading  his 
communication  with  his  hat,  "  it  falls  a  little  hard 
upon  me.  My  domestic  happiness  is  very  great 
—at  least,  it's  as  great  as  can  be  expected,  I'm 
sure — but  my  little  woman  is  rather  given  to 
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jealousy.  Not  to  put  too  fine  a  point  upon 
it,  she  is  very  much  given  to  jealousy. 
And  you  see,  a  foreign  female  of  that  gen- 
teel appearance  coming  into  the  shop,  and 
hovering— I  should  be  the  last  to  make  use  of  a 
strong  expression,  if  I  could  avoid  it,  but 
hovering  sir — in  the  court — you  know  it  is— 
now  ain't  it  ?     I  only  put  it  to  yourself  sir  ?" 

Mr.  Snagsby  having  said  this  in  a  very  plain- 
tive manner,  throws  in  a  cough  of  general  appli- 
cation to  fill  up  all  the  blanks. 
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_  "Why,  what  do  you  mean?"  asks  Mr.  Tul- 
kinghorn. 

"Just  so  sir,"  returns  Mr.  Snagsby;  "I  was 
sure  you  would  feel  it  yourself,  and  would  ex- 
cuse the  reasonableness  of  )i:y  feelings  when 
coupled  with  the  known  excitableness  of  my 
httle  woman.  You  see,  the  foreign  female— 
which  you  mentioned  her  name  just  now,  with 
quite  a  native  sound  I  am  sure— caught  up  the 
word  Snagsby  that  night,  being  uncommon  quick, 
and    made  inquiry,  and  got   the  direction  and 
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come  at  dinner-time.  Now  Custer,  our  youn"- 
woman,  is  timid  and  has  fits,  and  she,  taking 
fright  at  the  foreigAier's  looks— which  are  fierce 
— and  at  a  grinding  manner  that  she  has  of 
S]3eaking— which  is  calculated  to  alarm  a  weak 
mind — gave  way  to  it,  instead  of  bearing  up 
against  it,  and  tumbled  down  the  kitchen  stairs 
out  of  one  into  another,  such  fits  as  I  do  some- 
times think  are  never  gone  into,  or  come  out  of, 
in  any  house  but  ours.  Consequently  there  was 
by  good  fortune  ample  occupation  for  inv  little 
Bleak  House,  20. 
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woman,  and  only  me  to  answer  the  sliop.  "When 
she^/V/say  that  Mr.  Tulkinghorn.  being  always 
denied  to  her  by  his  Employer  (which  I  had  no 
doubt  at  the  time  was  a  foreign  mode  of  viewin^^ 
a  clerk),  she  wouUl  do  herself  the  pleasure  oi 
continually  calling  at  my  place  until  she  was  let 
in  here.  Since  then  she  has  been,  as  I  began 
by  saying,  hovering— Hovering  sir,"'  Mr.  Snagsby 
repeats  the  word  with  pathetic  emphasis,  "  in  the 
court.  The  eftccts  of  which  movement  it  is  im- 
possible to  calculate.     I  shouldn't  wonder  if  it 
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might  have  ah'eady  given  rise  to  the  painfullest 
mistakes  even  in  the  neighbours'  minds,  not 
mentioning  (if  such  a  thing  was  possible)  my 
little  woman.  Whereas,  Goodness  knows,"  says 
Mr.  Snagsby,  shaking  his  head,  "  I  never  had  an 
idea  of  a  foreign  female,  except  as  being  formerly 
connected  with  a  bunch  of  brooms  and  a  baby, 
or  at  the  present  time  with  a  tambourine  and  ear- 
rings.    I  never  had,  I  do  assure  you  sir  !  " 

5lr.  Tulkinghorn  has  listened  gravely  to  this 
comi)laint,  and  inquires,  when  the  stationer  has 
finished,  "And  thafs  all,  is  it,  Snagsby?" 

"  Why  yes  sir,  that's  all,"  says  Mr.  Snagsby, 
ending  with  a  cough  that  plainly  adds,  "  and  it's 
enough  too — for  me." 

"  1  don't  know  what  Mademoiselle  Hortense 
may  want  or  mean,  unless  she  is  mad,"  says  the 
lawyer. 

"  Even  if  she  was,  }-ou  know  sir,"  j\Ir.  Snagsby 
pleads,  "it  wouldn't  be  a  consolation  to  have 
some  weapon  or  another  in  the  form  of  a  foreign 
dagger,  planted  in  the  family." 

"  No,"  says  the  other.  "  Well,  well !  This  shall 
be  stopped.  I  am  sorry  you  have  been  incon- 
venienced.   If  she  comes  again,  send  her  here." 

Mr.  Snagsby,  with  much  bowing  and  short 
apologetic  coughing,  takes  his  leave,  lightened 
in  heart.  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  goes  up-stairs,  saying 
to  himself,  "  These  women  were  created  to  give 
trouble,  the  whole  earth  over,  I'he  Mistress  not 
being  enough  to  deal  with,  here's  the  maid  now! 
But  I  will  be  short  with  this  jade  at  least  ! " 

So  saying  he  unlocks  his  door,  gropes  his 
way  into  his  murky  rooms,  lights  his  candles, 
and  looks  about  him.  It  is  too  dark  to  see 
much  of  allegory  overhead  there ;  but  that  im- 
jDortunate  Roman,  who  is  for  ever  toppling  out 
of  the  clouds  and  pointing,  is  at  his  old  work 
pretty  distinctly.  Not  honouring  him  with  much 
attention,  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  takes  a  small  key 
from  his  pocket,  unlocks  a  drawer  in  which 
there  is  another  key,  which  unlocks  a  chest  in 
which  there  is  another,  and  so  comes  to  the 
cellar-key,  with  ^hich  he  prepares  to  descend  to 
the  regions  of  old  wine.  He  is  going  towards 
the  door  with  a  candle  in  his  hand,  when  a 
knock  comes. 

"  Who's  this  ? — Ay,  ay,  mistress,  it's  you,  is  it? 
You  appear  at  a  good  time.  I  have  just  been 
hearing  of  you.     Now  !     What  do  you  want  ?  " 

He  stands  the  candle  on  the  chimney-piece 
in  the  clerks'  hall,  and  taps  his  dry  clieck  with 
the  key,  as  he  addresses  these  words  of  welcome 
to  Mademoiselle  Hortense.  That  feline  per- 
sonage, with  her  lips  tightly  shut,  and  her  eyes 
looking  out  at  him  sideways,  softly  closes  the 
door  before  replying. 


"  I  have  had  great  deal  of  trouble  to  find 
you,  sir." 

"  Have  you  I  " 

"  I  have  been  here  very  often,  sir.  It  has 
always  been  said  to  me,  he  is  not  at  home,  he  is 
engage,  he  is  this  and  that,  he  is  not  for  you." 

"  Quite  right,  and  quite  true." 

"  Not  true.     Lies  ! " 

At  times,  there  is  a  suddenness  in  the  manner 
of  Mademoiselle  Hortense  so  like  a  bodily  spring 
upon  the  subject  of  it,  that  such  subject  involun- 
tarily starts  and  falls  back.  It  is  Mr.  Tulking- 
horn's  case  at  present,  though  Mademoiselle 
Hortense,  with  her  eyes  almost  shut  up  (but 
still  looking  out  sideways),  is  only  smiling  con- 
temptuously and  shaking  her  head. 

"  Now,  mistress,"  says  the  lawyer,  tapping 
the  key  hastily  ujDon  the  chimney-piece.  ''  If 
you  have  anything  to  say,  say  it,  say  it." 

"  Sir,  you  have  not  use  me  well.  You  have 
been  mean  and  shabby." 

"  Mean  and  shabby,  eh  ?"  returns  the  lawyer, 
rubbing  his  nose  with  the  key. 

"Yes.  What  is  it  that  I  tell  you?  You 
know  you  have.  You  have  attrapped  me — 
catched  me— to  give  you  information  ;  you  have 
asked  me  to  show  you  the  dress  of  mine  my 
Lady  must  have  wore  that  night,  you  have 
prayed  me  to  come  in  it  here  to  meet  that  boy 
— Say!  Is  it  not?"  Mademoiselle  Hortense 
makes  another  spring. 

"  You  are  a  vixen,  a  vixen ! "  Mr.  Tulking- 
horn seems  to  meditate,  as  he  looks  distrust- 
fully at  her;  then  he  replies,  "Well,  wench, 
well.     I  paid  you." 

"  You  paid  me !  "  she  repeats,  with  fierce 
disdain.  "  Two  sovereign  !  I  have  not  change 
them,  I  ref-use  them,  I  des-pise  them,  I  throw 
them  from  me  \ "  Which  she  literally  does, 
taking  them  out  of  her  bosom  as  she  speaks, 
and  flinging  them  with  such  violence  on  the 
floor,  that  they  jerk  up  again  into  the  light 
before  they  roll  away  into  corners,  and  slowly 
settle  down  there  after  spinning  vehemently. 

"  Now  !  "  says  Mademoiselle  Hortense,  dark- 
ening her  large  eyes  again.  "  You  have  paid 
me  ?     Eh  my  God,  O  yes  !  " 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn  rubs  his  head  with  the 
key,  while  she  entertains  herselt  with  a  sarcastic 
laugh. 

"  You  must  be  rich,  my  fair  friend,"  he  com- 
posedly observes,  "  to  throw  money  about  in 
that  way ! " 

"  I  am  rich,"  she  returns,  "  I  am  very  ricii  m 
hate.  I  hate  my  Lady,  of  all  my  heart.  Vou 
know  that." 

"  Know  it  ?     How  should  I  know  it  ?  " 
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"  Because  you  have  known  it  perfectly,  before 
you  prayed  me  to  give  you  that  information. 
Because  you  have  known  perfectly  that  I  was 
en-r-r-r-raged  ! "  It  appears  impossible  for 
Mademoiselle  to  roll  the  letter  r  sufficiently  in 
this  word,  notwithstanding  that  she  assists  her 
energetic  delivery,  by  clenching  both  her  hands, 
and  setting  all  her  teeth. 

"  Oh  !  1  knew  that,  did  I  ? "  says  j\Ir. 
kinghorn,  examining  the  wards  of  the  key. 
"  Yes,  without  doubt.  I  am  not  blind, 
have  made  sure  of  me  because  you  knew  that. 
You  had  reason  !  I  det-est  her."  Mademoiselle 
Hortense  folds  her  arms,  and  throws  this  last 
remark  at  him  over  one  of  her  shoulders. 

"  Having  said  this,  have  you  anything  else  to 
say.  Mademoiselle  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  yet  placed.  Place  me  well.  Find 
me  a  good  condition  !  If  you  cannot,  or  do  not 
choose  to  do  that,  employ  me  to  pursue  her,  to 
chase  her,  to  disgrace  and  to  dishonour  her.  I 
will  help  you  well,  and  with  a  good  will.  It  is 
what  jw/  do.     Do  I  not  know  that?" 

"  You  appear  to  know  a  good  deal,"  Mr. 
Tulkingiiorn  retorts. 

"  Do  I  not  ?  Is  it  that  I  am  so  weak  as  to 
believe,  like  a  child,  that  I  come  here  in  that 
dress  to  receive  that  boy,  only  to  decide  a  little 
bet,  a  wager  ? — Eh  my  God,  O  yes !  "  In  this 
reply,  down  to  the  word  "  wager "  inclusive. 
Mademoiselle  has  been  ironically  polite  and 
tender ;  then,  has  suddenly  dashed  into  the 
bitterest  and  most  defiant  scorn,  with  her  black 
eyes  in  one  and  the  same  moment  very  nearl)- 
shut,  and  staringly  wide  open. 

"  Now,   let  us  see,"  says   Mr.   Tulkingiiorn, 

tapping   his   chin  with    the    key,    and   looking 

impertiirbably  at  her,  "  how  this  matter  stands." 

"Ah!     Let  us  see,"   Mademoiselle  assents, 

with  many  angry  and  tight  nods  of  her  head. 

^'You  come  here  to  make  a  remarkably 
modest  demand,  which  you  have  just  stated, 
and  it  not  being  conceded,  you  will  come 
again." 

"  And  again,"  says  Mademoiselle,  witli  more 
tight  and  angry  nods.  "  And  yet  again.  And 
yet  again.  And  many  times  again.  In  effect, 
for  ever !" 

"  And  not  only  here,  but  you  will  go  to  Mr. 
Snagsby's,  too,  perhaps?  That  visit  not  suc- 
ceeding either,  you  will  go  again  perhaps  ?  " 

"And  again,"  re])eats  Mademoiselle,  cata- 
leptic with  determination.  "  And  yet  again. 
And  yet  again.  And  many  times  again.  In 
effect,  for  ever  ! " 

"  Very  well.  Now  Mademoiselle  Hortense, 
let  me  recommend  you  to  take  the  candle  and 


pick  up  that  money  of  yours.  I  think  you  will 
find  it  behind  the  clerk's  partition  in  the  corner 
yonder." 

She  merely  throws  a  laugh  over  her  shoulder, 
and  stands  her  ground  \vith  folded  arms. 

"  You  will  not,  eh  ?  " 

"  No,  I  will  not ! " 

"  So  much  the  poorer  you ;  so  much  the 
richer  I !  Look,  mistress,  this  is  the  key  of  my 
wine-cellar.  It  is  a  large  key,  but  the  keys  of 
prisons  are  larger.  In  this  •  city,  there  are 
houses  of  correction  (where  the  treadmills  are, 
for  women)  the  gates  of  which  are  very  strong 
and  heavy,  and  no  doubt  the  keys  too.  I  am 
afraid  a  lady  of  your  spirit  and  activity  would 
find  it  an  inconvenience  to  have  one  of  those 
keys  turned  upon  her  for  any  length  of  time. 
What  do  ycu  think  ?  " 

"  I  think,"  Mademoiselle  replies,  without  any 
action,  and  in  a  clear  obliging  voice,  "  that  you 
are  a  miserable  wretch." 

"Probably,"  returns  Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  quietly 
blowing  his  nose.  •'  But  I  don't  ask  what  you 
think  of  myself;  I  ask  what  you  think  of  the 
prison." 

"  Nothing.     What  does  it  matter  to  me  ?  " 

*'Why  it  matters  this  much,  mistress,"  says 
the  lawyer,  deliberately  putting  away  his  hand- 
kerchief, and  adjusting  his  frill,  "  the  law  is  so 
despotic  here,  that  it  interferes  to  prevent  any 
of  our  good  English  citizens  from  being  troubled, 
even  by  a  lady's  visits,  against  his  desire.  And, 
on  his  complaining  that  he  is  so  troubled,  it 
takes  hold  of  the  troublesome  lady,  and  shuts 
her  up  in  prison  under  hard  discipline.  Turns 
the  key  upon  her,  mistress."  Illustrating  with 
the  cellar  key. 

"  Truly  ?  '  returns  Mademoiselle,  in  the  same 
pleasant  voice.  "  That  is  droll !  But — my 
faith  ! — still  what  does  it  matter  to  me  ?" 

"  My  fair  friend,"  says  Mr.  Tulkinghorn, 
"  make  another  visit  here,  or  at  i\Ir.  Snagsby's, 
and  you  shall  learn." 

"  In  that  case  you  will  send  Ale  to  the  prison, 
perhaps  ?  " 

"  Perhaps." 

It  would  be  contradictory  for  one  in  Made- 
moiselle's state  of  agreeable  jocularity  to  foam 
at  the  mouth,  otherwise  a  tigerish  expansion 
thereabouts  might  look  as  if  a  very  little  more 
would  make  her  do  it. 

"  In  a  word,  mistress,'"  says  Mr.  Tulkinghorn, 
"  I   am  sorry  to  be  unpolite,  but  if  you  ever 

present  yourself  uninvited  here or  there 

again,  I  will  give  you  over  to  the  police.  Their 
gallantry  is  great,  but  they  carry  troublesome 
people  through  the  streets  in  an  ignominious 
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manner ;  strapped  down  on  a  board,  my  good 
wench." 

'•  I  will  prove  you,"  whispers  IMademoiselle, 
stretching  out  her  hand,  "  I  will  try  if  you  dare 
to  do  it !  " 

"  And  if,"  pursues  the  lawyer,  without  mind- 
ing her,  "  I  place  you  in  that  good  condition  of 
being  locked  up  in  jail,  it  will  be  some  time 
before  you  find  yourself  at  liberty  again." 

'•  I  will  prove  you,"  repeats  Mademoiselle  in 
her  former  whisper. 

'•  And  now,''  proceeds  the  lawyer,  still  without 
minding  her,  "  you  had  better  go.  Think  twice, 
betbre  you  come  here  again." 

'•  Think  you,"  she  answers,  "  twice  two  hun- 
dred times  ! " 

"  You  were  dismissed  by  your  lady,  you 
tnow,"  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  observes,  following  her 
out  upon  the  staircase,  "  as  the  most  implacable 
and  luimanageable  of  women.  Now  turn  over 
a  new  leaf,  and  take  warning  by  what  I  say  to 
you.  For  what  I  say,  I  mean ;  and  what  I 
threaten,  I  will  do,  mistress." 

She  goes  down  without  answering  or  looking 
behind  her.  When  she  is  gone,  he  goes  down 
too ;  and  returning  with  his  cobweb-covered 
bottle,  devotes  himself  to  a  leisurely  enjoyment 
of  its  contents  ;  now  and  then,  as  he  throws  his 
head  back  in  his  chair,  catching  sight  of  the 
pertinacious  Roman  pointing  from  the  ceiling. 


CHAPTER  XLIII. 

ESTHER'S      NARRATIVE. 

T  matters  little  now,  how  much  I 
thought  of  my  living  mother  who 
had  told  me  evermore  to  consider 
her  dead.  I  could  not  venture  to 
approach  her,  or  to  communicate 
with  her  in  writing,  for  my  sense  of 
the  peril  in  which  her  life  was  passed 
was  only  to  be  equalled  by  my  fears 
of  increasing  it.  Knowing  that  my  mere  exist- 
ence as  a  living  creature  was  an  unforeseen 
danger  in  her  way,  I  could  not  always  conquer 
that  terror  of  myself  which  had  seized  me 
when  I  first  knew  the  secret.  At  no  time  did 
I  dare  to  utter  her  name.  I  felt  as  if  I  did 
not  even  dare  to  hear  it.  If  the  conversation 
anywhere,  when  I  was  present,  took  that  direc- 
tion, as  it  sometimes  naturally  did,  I  tried  not 
to  hear — I  mentally  counted,  repeated  some- 
thing that  I  knew,  or  went  out  of  the  room.  I 
am  conscious  now  that  I  often  did  these  things 


when  there  can  have  been  no  danger  of  her 
being  spoken  of;  but  I  did  them  in  the  dread  I 
had  of  hearing  anything  that  might  lead  to  her 
betrayal,  and  to  her  betrayal  through  me. 

It  matters  little  now  how  often  I  recalled  the 
tones  of  my  mother's  voice,  wondered  whether  I 
should  ever  hear  it  again  as  I  so  longed  to  do, 
and  thought  how  strange  and  desolate  it  was 
that  it  should  be  so  new  to  me.  It  matters 
little  that  I  watched  for  every  public  mention  of 
my  mother's  name ;  that  I  passed  and  repassed 
the  door  of  her  house  in  town,  loving  it,  but 
afraid  to  look  at  it ;  that  I  once  sat  in  the 
theatre  when  my  mother  was  there  and  saw  me, 
and  when  we  were  so  wide  asunder,  before  the 
great  company  of  all  degrees,  that  any  link  or 
confidence  between  us  seemed  a  dream.  It  is 
all,  all  over.  My  lot  has  been  so  blest  that  I 
can  relate  little  of  myself  which  is  not  a  story  of 
goodness  and  generosity  in  others.  I  may  well 
pass  that  little,  and  go  on. 

When  we  were  settled  at  home  again,  Ada 
and  I  had  many  conversations  with  my  Guardian, 
of  which  Richard  was  the  theme.  My  dear 
girl  was  deeply  grieved  that  he  should  do  their 
kind  cousin  so  much  wrong;  but  she  was  so 
faithful  to  Richard  that  she  could  not  bear  to 
blame  him,  even  for  that.  My  Guardian  was 
assured  of  it,  and  never  coupled  his  name  with 
a  w^ord  of  reproof.  "  Rick  is  mistaken,  my 
dear,"  he  would  say  to  her.  "  Well,  Avell !  we 
have  all  been  mistaken  over  and  over  again. 
We  must  trust  to  you  and  time  to  set  him  right." 

We  knew  afterwards  what  we  suspected  then  ; 
that  he  did  not  trust  to  time  until  he  had  often 
tried  to  open  Richard's  eyes.  That  he  had 
written  to  him,  gone  to  him,  talked  with  him,  tried 
every  gentle  and  persuasive  art  his  kindness 
could  devise.  Our  poor  devoted  Richard  was 
deaf  and  blind  to  all.  If  he  were  wrong,  he 
would  make  amends  when  the  Chancery  suit 
was  over.  If  he  were  groping  in  the  dark,  he 
could  not  do  better  than  do  his  utmost  to  clear 
away  those  clouds  in  which  so  much  was  con- 
fused and  obscured.  Suspicion  and  misunder- 
standing were  the  fault  of  the  suit  ?  Then  let 
him  work  the  suit  out,  and  come  through  it  to 
his  right  mind.  This  was  his  unvarying  reply. 
Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce  had  obtained  such  pos- 
session of  his  whole  nature,  that  it  was  impos- 
sible to  place  any  consideration  before  him 
which  he  did  not — with  a  distorted  kind  of 
reason — make  a  new  argument  in  favour  of  his 
doing  what  he  did.  "  So  that  it  is  even  more 
mischievous,"  said  my  Guardian  once  to  me, 
"  to  remonstrate  with  the  poor  dear  fellow,  than 
to  leave  him  alone." 
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I  took  one  of  these  opportunities  of  men- 
tioning my  doubts  of  Mr,  Skimpole  as  a  good 
adviser  for  Richard. 

"  Adviser?"  returned  my  Guardian,  laughing. 
"  My  dear,  who  would  advise  with  Skimpole?" 

"  Encourager  would  perhaps  have  been  a 
better  word,"  said  I. 

"  Encourager  !"  returned  my  Guardian  again. 
"Who  could  be  encouraged  by  Skimpole?" 

"Not  Richard?"  I  asked. 

"  No,"  he  replied.  "  Such  an  unworldly, 
uncalculating,  gossamer  creature,  is  a  relief  to 
him,  and  an  amusement.  But  as  to  advising 
or  encouraging,  or  occupying  a  serious  station 
towards  anybody  or  anything,  it  is  simply  not  to 
be  thought  of  in  such  a  child  as  Skimpole." 

"  Pray,  cousin  John,"  said  Ada,  who  had  just 
joined  us,  and  now  looked  over  my  shoulder, 
"  what  made  him  such  a  child  ?  " 

"What  made  him  such  a  child?"  inquired 
my  Guardian,  rubbing  his  head,  a  little  at  a 
loss. 

"  Yes,  cousin  John." 

"  Why,"  he  slowly  replied,  roughening  his  head 
more  and  more,  "  he  is  all  sentiment,  and — and 
susceptibility,  and — and  sensibility — and — and 
imagination.  And  these  qualities  are  not  regu- 
lated in  him,  somehow.  1  suppose  the  people 
who  admired  him  for  them  in  his  youth,  attached 
too  much  importance  to  them,  and  too  little  to 
any  training  that  would  have  balanced  and 
adjusted  them ;  and  so  he  became  what  he  is. 
Hey?"  said  my  Guardian,  stopping  short,  and 
looking  at  us  hopefull}-.  "  What  do  you  think, 
you  two?" 

Ada  glancing  at  me,  said  she  thought  it  was  a 
pity  he  should  be  an  expense  to  Richard. 

"So  it  is,  so  it  is,"  returned  my  Guardian, 
hurriedly.  "  That  must  not  be.  We  must 
arrange  that.  I  must  prevent  it.  That  will 
never  do." 

And  I  said  I  thought  it  was  to  be  regretted 
that  he  had  ever  introduced  Richard  to  Mr. 
Vholes,  for  a  present  of  five  pounds. 

"  Did  he?"  said  my  Guardian,  with  a  passing 
shade  of  vexation  on  his  face,  "  But  there  you 
have  the  man.  There  you  have  the  man ! 
There  is  nothing  mercenary  in  that,  with  him. 
He  has  no  idea  of  the  value  of  money.  He 
introduces  Rick  ;  and  then  he  is  good  friends 
with  Mr.  Vholes,  and  borrows  five  pounds  of 
him.  He  means  nothing  by  it,  and  thinks 
nothing  of  it.  He  told  you  himself,  I'll  be 
bound,  fiiy  dear?" 

"  O  yes  ! "  said  I. 

"Exactly!"  cried  my  Guardian,  quite  tri- 
umphant.   "  There  you  have  the  man !    If  he  had 


meant  any  harm  by  it,  or  was  conscious  of  any 
harm  in  it,  he  wouldn't  tell  it.  He  tells  it  as  he 
does  it,  in  mere  simplicity.  But  you  shall  see 
him  in  his  own  home,  and  then  you'll  under- 
stand him  better.  We  must  pay  a  visit  to 
Harold  Skimpole,  and  caution  him  on  these 
points.  Lord  bless  you,  my  dears,  an  infant,  an 
infant :" 

In  pursuance  of  this  plan,  we  went  into 
London  on  an  early  day,  and  presented  our- 
selves at  Mr.  Skimpole's  door. 

He  lived  in  a  place  called  the  Polygon,  in 
Somers  Town,  where  there  were  at  that  time  a 
number  of  poor  Spanish  refugees  walking  about 
in  cloaks,  smoking  little  paper  cigars.  Whether 
he  was  a  better  tenant  than  one  might  have 
supposed,  in  consequence  of  his  friend  Some- 
body always  paying  his  rent  at  last,  or  whether 
his  inaptitude  for  business  rendered  it  particu- 
larly difficult  to  turn  him  out,  I  don't  know ; 
but  he  had  occupied  the  same  house  some  years. 
It  was  in  a  state  of  dilapidation  quite  equal  to 
our  expectation.  Two  or  three  of  the  area 
railings  were  gone ;  the  water-butt  was  broken ; 
the  knocker  was  loose ;  the  bell-handle  had 
been  pulled  off  a  long  time,  to  judge  from  the 
rusty  state  of  the  wire ;  and  dirty  footprints  on 
the  steps  were  the  only  signs  of  its  being 
inhabited. 

A  slatternly  full-blown  girl,  who  seemed  to  be 
bursting  out  at  the  rents  in  her  gowni  and  the 
cracks  in  her  shoes,  like  an  over-ripe  berry, 
answered  our  knock  by  opening  the  door  a  very 
little  way,  and  stopping  up  the  gap  with  her 
figure.  As  she  knew  Mr.  Jarndyce  (indeed  Ada 
and  I  both  thought  that  she  evidently  associated 
him  with  the  receipt  of  her  wages),  she  imme- 
diately relented  and  allowed  us  to  pass  in.  The 
lock  of  the  door  being  in  a  disabled  condition, 
she  then  applied  herself  to  securing  it  with  a 
chain,  which  was  not  in  good  action  either,  and 
said  would  we  go  up-stairs  ? 

We  went  up-stairs  to  the  first  floor,  still  seeing 
no  other  furniture  than  the  dirty  footprints. 
Mr.  Jarndyce,  without  further  ceremony,  entered 
a  room  there,  and  we  followed.  It  was  dingy 
enough,  and  not  at  all  clean ;  but  furnished 
with  an  odd  kind  of  shabby  luxury,  with  a  large 
footstool,  a  sofa,  and  plenty  of  cushions,  an 
easy-chair,  and  plenty  of  pillows,  a  piano,  books, 
drawing  materials,  music,  newspapers,  and  a 
few  sketches  and  pictures.  A  broken  pane  of 
glass  in  one  of  the  dirty  w-indows  was  papered 
and  wafered  over ;  but  there  was  a  little  plate  of 
hothouse  nectarines  on  the  table,  and  there  was 
another  of  grapes,  and  another  of  sponge-cakes, 
and  there   was  a   bottle   of  light  wine.      Mr, 
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Skimpole  himself  reclined  upon  the  sofa,  in  a 
dressing-go \Mi,  drinking  some  fragrant  coffee 
from  an  old  china  cup — it  was  then  about  mid- 
day— and  looking  at  a  collection  of  wallflowers 
in  the  balcony. 

He  was  not  in  the  least  disconcerted  by  our 
appearance,  but  rose  and  received  us  in  his 
usual  airy  manner. 

"  Here  I  am,  you  see  !"  he  said,  when  we  were 
seated :  not  without  some  litUe  difficulty,  the 
greater  part  of  the  chairs  being  broken.  "  Here 
I  am  !  This  is  my  frugal  breakfast.  Some  men 
want  legs  of  beef  and  mutton  for  breakfast ;  I 
don't.  Give  me  my  peach,  my  cup  of  coffee, 
and  my  claret;  I  am  content.  I  don't  want 
them  for  themselves,  but  they  remind  me  of  the 
sun.  There's  nothing  solar  about  legs  of  beef 
and  mutton.     Mere  animal  satisfaction  ! " 

"  This  is  our  friend's  consulting-room  (or 
would  be,  if  he  ever  prescribed),  his  sanctum, 
his  studio,"  said  my  Guardian  to  us. 

"  Yes,"  said  Mr.  Skimpole,  turning  his  bright 
face  about,  "  this  is  the  bird's  cage.  This  is 
where  the  bird  lives  and  sings.  They  pluck  his 
feathers  now  and  then,  and  clip  his  wings  ;  but 
he  sings,  he  sings  !" 

.  He  handed  us  the  grapes,  repeating  in  his 
radiant  way,  "  he  sings  !  Not  an  ambitious 
note,  but  still  he  sings." 

"  These  are  very  fine,"  said  my  Guardian. 
"  A  present  ?  " 

"  No,"  he  answered.  "  No  !  Some  amiable 
gardener  sells  them.  His  man  wanted  to  know, 
when  he  brought  them  last  evening,  whether  he 
should  wait  for  the  money.  '  Really,  my  friend,' 
I  said,  '  I  think  not — if  your  time  is  of  any 
value  to  you.'  I  suppose  it  was,  for  he  went 
away." 

My  Guardian  looked  at  us  with  a  smile,  as 
though  he  asked  us,  "  is  it  possible  to  be  worldly 
with  this  baby?" 

"This  is  a  day,"  said  Mr.  Skimpole,  gaily 
taking  a  little  claret  in  a  tumbler,  '•'  that  will 
ever  be  remembered  here.  We  shall  call  it  the 
Saint  Clare  and  Saint  Summerson  day.  You 
must  see  my  daughters.  I  have  a  blue-eyed 
daughter  who  is  my  Beauty  daughter,  I  have  a 
Sentiment  daughter,  and  I  have  a  Comedy 
daughter.  You  must  see  them  all.  They'll  be 
enchanted." 

He  was  going  to  summon  them,  when  my 
Guardian  interposed,  and  asked  him  to  pause  a 
moment,  as  he  wished  to  say  a  word  to  him 
first.  "My  dear  Jarndyce,"  he  cheerfully  re- 
plied, going  back  to  his  sofa,  "  as  many  moments 
as  you  please.  Time  is  no  object  here.  We 
never  know  what  o'clock  it  is,  and  we  never 


care.  Not  the  way  to  get  on  in  life,  you'll  tell 
me?  Certainly.  But  we  douH  get  on  in  life. 
We  don't  pretend  to  do  it." 

My  Guardian  looked  at  us  again,  plainly 
saying,  "  You  hear  him?" 

"  Now  Harold,"  he  began,  "  the  word  I  have 
to  say  relates  to  Rick." 

"The  dearest  friend  I  have  I"  returned  Mr. 
Skimpole,  cordially.  "  I  suppose  he  ought  not 
to  be  my  dearest  friend,  as  he  is  not  on  terms 
with  you.  But  he  is,  I  can't  help  it ;  he  is  full 
of  youthful  poetry,  and  I  love  him.  If  you 
don't  like  it,  I  can't  help  it.     I  love  him." 

The  engaging  frankness  with  which  he  made 
this  declaration  really  had  a  disinterested  ap- 
pearance, and  captivated  my  Guardian  ;  if  not, 
for  the  moment,  Ada  too. 

"  You  are  welcome  to  love  him  as  much  as 
you  like,"  returned  Mr.  Jarndyce,  "but  we  must 
save  his  pocket,  Harold." 

"Oh!"  said  Mr.  Skimpole.  "His  pocket? 
Now,  you  are  coming  to  what  I  don't  under- 
stand." Taking  a  little  more  claret,  and  dipping 
one  of  the  cakes  in  it,  he  shook  his  head,  and 
smiled  at  Ada  and  me  with  an  ingenuous  fore- 
boding that  he  never  could  be  made  to  under- 
stand. 

"  If  you  go  with  him  here  or  there,"  said  my 
Guardian,  plainly,  "you  must  not  let  him  pay 
for  both." 

"  My  dear  Jarndyce,"  returned  Mr.  Skimpole, 
his  genial  face  irradiated  by  the  comicality  of 
this  idea,  "what  am  I  to  do?  If  he  takes  me 
anywhere,  I  must  go.  And  how  can  /  pay  ?  I 
never  have  any  money.  If  I  had  any  money,  I 
don't  know  anything  about  it.  Suppose  I  say 
to  a  man,  how  much?  Suppose  the  man  says  to 
me  seven  and  sixpence  ?  I  know  nothing  about 
seven  and  sixpence.  It  is  impossible  for  me  to 
pursue  the  subject  with  any  consideration  for  the 
man.  I  don't  go  about  asking  busy  people  what 
seven  and  sixpence  is  in  Moorish — which  I 
don't  understand.  Why  should  I  go  about 
asking  them  what  seven  and  sixpence  is  in 
Money — which  I  don't  understand?" 

"  Well,"  said  my  Guardian,  by  no  means  dis- 
pleased with  this  artless  reply,  "  if  you  come  to 
any  kind  of  journeying  with  Rick,  you  must 
borrow  the  money  of  me  (never  breathing  the 
least  allusion  to  that  circumstance),  and  leave 
the  calculation  to  him." 

"  My  dear  Jarndyce,"  returned  Mr.  Skimpole, 
"  I  will  do  anything  to  give  you  pleasure,  but  it 
seems  an  idle  form — a  superstition.  I'iesides,  I 
give  you  my  word.  Miss  Clare  and  my  dear 
Miss  Summerson,  I  thought  Mr.  Carstone  was 
immensely   rich.     I    thought   he   had   only    to 


MR.  SKIMPOLE'S  FAMILY. 


299 


make  over  something,  or  to  sign  a  bond,  or  a 
draft,  or  a  cheque,  or  a  bill,  or  to  put  some- 
thing on  a  file  somewhere,  to  bring  down  a 
shower  of  money." 

"  Indeed  it  is  not  so,  sir,"  said  Ada.  "  He  is 
poor." 

"No,  really?"  returned  Mr.  Skimpole,  with 
his  bright  smile,  "you  surprise  me." 

"And  not  being  the  richer  for  trusting  in  a 
rotten  reed,"  said  my  Guardian,  laying  his  hand 
emphatically  on  the  sleeve  of  Mr.  Skimpole's 
dressing-gown,  "  be  you  very  careful  not  to 
encourage  him  in  that  reliance,  Harold." 

"  My  dear  good  friend,"  returned  Mr.  Skim- 
pole, "  and  my  dear  Miss  Summerson,  and  my 
dear  Miss  Clare,  how  can  I  do  that?  It's 
business,  and  I  don't  know  business.  It  is  he 
who  encourages  me.  He  emerges  from  great 
feats  of  business,  presents  the  brightest  pros- 
pects before  me  as  their  result,  and  calls  upon 
me  to  admire  them.  I  do  admire  them — as 
bright  prospects.  But  I  know  no  more  about 
them,  and  I  tell  him  so." 

The  helpless  kind  of  candour  with  which  he 
presented  this  before  us,  the  light-hearted  man- 
ner in  which  he  was  amused  by  his  innocence, 
the  fantastic  way  in  which  he  took  himself 
I  under  his  own  protection  and  argued  about  that 
curious  person,  combined  with  the  delightful 
ease  of  everything  he  said  exactly  to  make  out 
my  Guardian's  case.  The  more  I  saw  of  him, 
the  more  unlikely  it  seemed  to  me,  when  he  was 
present,  that  he  could  design,  conceal,  or  influ- 
ence anything ;  and  yet  the  less  likely  that 
appeared  when  he  was  not  present,  and  the  less 
agreeable  it  was  to  think  of  his  having  anything 
to  do  with  any  one  for  whom  I  cared. 

Hearing  that  his  examination  (as  he  called 
it)  was  now  over,  ]\Ir.  Skimpole  left  the  room 
with  a  radiant  face  to  fetch  his  daughters  (his 
sons  had  run  away  at  various  times),  leaving 
my  Guardian  quite  delighted  by  the  manner  in 
which  he  had  vindicateil  his  childish  character. 
He  soon  came  back,  bringing  with  him  the 
three  young  ladies  and  Mrs.  Skimpole,  who  had 
once  been  a  beauty,  but  was  now  a  delicate 
high-nosed  invalid,  suffering  under  a  complica- 
tion of  disorders. 

"  This,"  said  Mr.  Skimpole,  "  is  my  Beauty 
daughter,  Arethusa — plays  and  sings  oilds  and 
ends  like  her  father.  This  is  my  Sentiment 
daughter,  Laura — plays  a  little  but  don't  sing. 
This  is  my  Comedy  daughter,  Kitty — sings  a 
little  but  don't  play.  We  all  draw  a  little,  and 
compose  a  little,  and  none  of  us  have  any  idea 
of  time  or  money." 

Mrs.    Skimpole  sighed,  I   thought,  as  if  she 


would  have  been  glad  to  strike  out  this  item  in 
the  family  attainments.  I  also  thought  that  she 
rather  impressed  her  sigh  upon  my  Guardian, 
and  that  she  took  every  opportunity  of  throwing 
in  another. 

"  It  is  pleasant,"  said  Mr.  Skimpole,  turning 
his  sprightly  eyes  from  one  to  the  other  of  us, 
"  and  it  is  whimsically  interesting,  to  trace 
peculiarities  in  families.  In  this  family  we  are 
all  children,  and  I  am  the  youngest.'' 

The  daughters,  who  appeared  to  be  very  fond 
of  him,  were  amused  by  this  droll  iact  \  particu- 
larly the  Comedy  daughter. 

"  My  dears,  it  is  true,"  said  Mr.  Skimpole, 
"  is  it  not?  So  it  is,  and  so  it  must  be,  because, 
like  the  dogs  in  the  hymn,  '  it  is  our  nature  to.' 
Now,  here  is  Miss  Summerson  with  a  fine  ad- 
ministrative capacity,  and  a  knowledge  of  details 
perfectly  surprising.  It  will  sound  very  strange 
in  Miss  Summerson's  ears,  I  dare  say,  that  we 
know  nothing  about  chops  in  this  house.  But 
we  don't ;  not  the  least.  We  can't  cook  any- 
thing whatever.  A  needle  and  thread  we  don't 
know  how  to  use.  We  admire  the  people  who 
possess  the  practical  wisdom  we  want ;  but  we 
don't  quarrel  with  them.  Then  why  should 
they  quarrel  with  us?  Live,  and  let  live,  we 
say  to  them.  Live  upon  your  practical  wisdom, 
and  let  us  live  upon  you  !  " 

He  laughed,  but,  as  usual,  seemed  quite 
candid,  and  really  to  mean  what  he  said. 

"  We  have  sympath}-,  my  roses,"  said  Mr. 
Skimpole,  "  sympathy  for  everything.  Ha\-e  we 
not?" 

"  O  yes,  papa  !  "  cried  the  three  daughters. 

"  In  fact,  that  is  our  family  department,"  said 
Mr.  Skimpole,  "  in  this  hurly-burly  of  life.  We 
are  capable  of  looking  on  and  of  being  inter- 
ested, and  we  do  look  on,  and  Ave  arc  interested. 
What  more  can  we  do  ?  Here  is  my  Beauty 
daughter,  married  these  three  years.  Now,  I 
dare  say  her  marrying  another  child,  and  having 
two  more,  was  all  wrong  in  point  of  political 
economy  ;  but  it  was  very  agreeable.  We  had 
our  little  festivities  on  those  occasions,  and 
exchanged  social  ideas.  She  brought  her  young 
husban(l  home  one  day,  and  they  and  their 
young  fledgelings  have  their  nest  up-stairs.  I 
dare  say,  at  some  time  or  other.  Sentiment  and 
Comedy  will  bring  their  husbands  home,  and 
have  their  nests  up-stairs  too.  So  we  get  on, 
we  don't  know  how,  but  somehow." 

She  looked  very  young  indeed,  to  be  the 
mother  of  two  children ;  and  I  could  not  help 
pitying  both  her  and  them.  It  was  evident 
that  the  three  daughters  had  grown  up  as  they 
could,  and  had  had  just    as    little  hap-hazard 
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instruction  as  qualified  them  to  be  their  father's 
playthings  in  his  idlest  hours.  His  pictorial 
tastes  were  consulted,  I  observed,  in  their  re- 
spective styles  of  wearing  their  hair ;  the  Beauty 
daughter  being  in  the  classic  manner ;  the  Senti- 
ment daughter  luxuriant  and  tlowing  ;  and  the 
Comedy  daughter  in  the  arch  style,  with  a  good 
deal  of  sprightly  forehead,  and  vivacious  little 
curls  dotted  about  the  corners  of  her  eyes. 
They  were  dressed  to  correspond,  though  in  a 
most  untidy  and  negligent  way. 

Ada  and  I  conversed  with  these  young  ladies, 
and  found  them  wonderfully  like  their  father. 
In  the  meanwhile  Mr.  Jarndyce  (who  had  been 
rubbing  his  head  to  a  great  extent,  and  hinting 
at  a  change  in  the  wind)  talked  with  Mrs.  Skim- 
pole  in  a  corner,  where  we  could  not  help  hearing 
the  chink  of  money.  Mr.  Skimpole  had  previ- 
ously volunteered  to  go  home  with  us,  and  had 
withdrawn  to  dress  himself  for  the  purpose. 

"  My  roses,"  he  said,  when  he  came  back, 
"  take  care  of  mamma.  She  is  poorly  to-day. 
By  going  home  with  Mr.  Jarndyce  for  a  day  or 
two,  I  shall  hear  the  larks  sing,  and  preserve 
my  amiability.-  It  has  been  tried,  you  know, 
and  would  be  tried  again  if  I  remained  at 
home." 

"  That  bad  man  !  "  said  the  Comedy  daughter. 

"  At  the  very  time  when  he  knew  papa  was 
lying  down  by  his  wallflowers,  looking  at  the 
blue  sky,"  Laura  complained. 

"  And  when  the  smell  of  hay  was  in  the 
air  ! "  said  Arethusa. 

"  It  showed  a  Avant  of  poetry  in  the  man," 
Mr.  Skimpole  assented  ;  but  with  perfect  good- 
humour.  "It  was  coarse.  There  was  an  ab- 
sence of  the  finer  touches  of  humanity  in  it  ! 
My  daughters  have  taken  great  offence,"  he 
explained  to  us,  "  at  an  honest  man " 

"  Not  honest,  papa.  Impossible  !  "  they  all 
three  protested. 

"  At  a  rough  kind  of  fellow — a  sort  of  human 
hedgehog  rolled  up,"  said  ISIr.  Skimpole,  "  who 
is  a  baker  in  this  neighbourhood,  and  from 
whom  we  borrowed  a  couple  of  arm-chairs.  We 
wanted  a  couple  of  arm-chairs,  and  we  hadn't 
got  them,  and  therefore  of  course  we  looked  to 
a  man  who  had  got  them,  to  lend  them.  Well ! 
this  morose  person  lent  them,  and  we  wore 
them  out.  When  they  were  worn  out,  he  wanted 
them  back.  He  had  them  back.  He  was  con- 
tented, you  will  say.  Not  at  all.  He  objected 
to  their  being  worn.  I  reasoned  with  him,  and 
pointed  out  his  mistake.  I  said,  '  Can  you,  at 
your  time  of  life,  be  so  headstrong,  my  friend, 
as  to  persist  that  an  arm-chair  is  a  thing  to  put 
upon  a  shelf  and  look  at  ?     That  it  is  an  object 


to  contemplate,  to  survey  from  a  distance,  to 
consider  from  a  point  of  sight  ?  Don't  you 
hiLKu  that  these  arm-chairs  were  borrowed  to 
be  sat  upon?'  He  was  unreasonable  and  un- 
persuadable, and  used  intemperate  language. 
Being  as  patient  as  I  am  at  this  minute,  I 
addressed  another  appeal  to  him.  I  said, 
*  Now,  my  good  man,  however  our  business 
capacities  may  vary,  we  are  all  children  of  one 
great  mother.  Nature.  On  this  blooming  sum- 
mer morning  here  you  see  me '  (I  was  on  the 
sola)  '  with  flowers  before  me,  fruit  upon  the 
table,  the  cloudless  sky  above  me,  the  air  full  of 
fragrance,  contemplating  Nature.  I  entreat 
you,  by  our  common  brotherhood,  not  to  inter- 
pose between  me  and  a  subject  so  sublime,  the 
absurd  figure  of  an  angry  baker  ! '  But  he  did," 
said  Mr.  Skimpole,  raising  his  laughing  eye- 
brows in  i)layful  astonishment ;  "  he  did  inter- 
pose that  ridiculous  figure,  and  he  does,  and  he 
will  again.  And  therefore  I  am  very  glad  to 
get  out  of  his  w^ay,  and  to  go  home  with  my 
friend  Jarndyce  " 

It  seemed  to  escape  his  consideration  that 
Mrs.  Skimpole  and  the  daughters  remained 
behind  to  encounter  the  baker ;  but  this  was  so 
old  a  story  to  all  of  them  that  it  had  become  a 
matter  of  course.  He  took  leave  of  his  family^ 
with  a  tenderness  as  airy  and  graceful  as  any 
other  aspect  in  which  he  showed  himself,  and 
rode  away  with  us  in  perfect  harmony  of  mind. 
We  had  an  opportunity  of  seeing  through  some 
open  doors,  as  we  went  down-stairs,  that  his 
own  apartment  was  a  palace  to  the  rest  of  the 
house. 

I  could  have  no  anticipation,  and  I  had 
none,  that  something  very  startling  to  me  at 
the  moment,  and  ever  memorable  to  me  in 
what  ensued  from  it,  was  to  happen  before  this 
day  was  out.  Our  guest  was  in  such  spirits  on 
the  way  home,  that  I  could  do  nothing  but 
listen  to  him  and  w'onder  at  him  ;  nor  was  I 
alone  in  this,  for  Ada  yielded  to  the  same  fasci- 
nation. As  to  my  Guardian,  the  wind,  which 
had  threatened  to  becom.e  fixed  in  the  east 
when  we  left  Somers  Town,  veered  completely 
round,  before  we  were  a  couple  of  miles  from  it. 

Whether  of  questionable  childishness  or  not, 
in  any  other  matters,  Mr.  Skimpole  had  a 
child's  enjoyment  of  change  and  bright  weather. 
In  no  way  wearied  by  his  sallies  on  the  road,  he 
was  in  the  drawing-room  before  any  of  us  ;  and 
I  heard  him  at  the  piano  while  I  was  yet  look- 
ing after  my  housekeeping,  smging  refrains  of 
barcarolles  and  drinking  songs,  Italian  and 
German,  by  the  score. 

We  w^ere  all  assembled  shortly  before  dinner, 
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and  he  was  still  at  the  piano  idly  picking  out  in 
his  luxurious  way  little  strains  of  music,  and 
talking  between  whiles  of  finishing  some 
sketches  of  the  ruined  old  Verulam  wall,  to- 
morrow, which  he  had  begun  a  year  or  two  ago 
and  had  got  tired  of;  when  a  card  was  brouglit 
in,  and  my  Guardian  read  aloud  in  a  surprised 
voice : 

"  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock  !  " 

The  visitor  was  in  the  room  while  it  was  yet 
turning  round  with  me,  and  before  I  had  the 
power  to  stir.     If  I  had  had  it,  I  should  have 


hurried  away.  I  had  not  even  the  presence  of 
mind,  in  my  giddiness,  to  retire  to  Ada  in  the 
window,  or  to  see  tlic  window,  or  to  know 
where  it  was.  I  heard  my  name,  and  found 
that  my  Guardian  was  presenting  me,  before  I 
could  move  to  a  chair. 

"  Pray  be  seated,  Sir  Leicester." 

"  Mr.  Jarndyce,"  said  Sir  Leicester  in  reply, 
as  he  bowed  and  seated  himself,  "  I  do  myself 
the  honour  of  calling  here — " 

"  You  do  mc  the  honour,  Sir  Leicester.'' 

"Thank  you — of  calling   here  on   my  road 


•from  Lincolnshire,  to  express  my  regret  that 
any  cause  of  complaint,  however  strong,  that  I 
may  have  against  a  gentleman  who — who  is 
known  to  you  and  has  been  your  host,  and  to 
whom  therefore  I  will  make  no  farther  refer- 
ence, should  have  prevented  you,  still  more 
ladies  under  your  escort  and  charge,  from  see- 
ing whatever  little  there  may  be  to  gratify  a 
pohte  and  rehned  taste,  at  my  house,  Cheshey 
Wold." 

"  You  are  exceedingly  obliging,  Sir  Leicester, 
and  on  behalf  of  those  ladies  (who  are  present) 
and  for  myself,  I  thank  you  very  much," 


"  It  is  possible,  Mr.  Jarndyce,  that  the  gentle- 
man to  wliom,  for  the  reasons  i  have  mentioned, 
I  refrain  from  making  further  allusion — it  is 
possible,  Mr.  Jarndyce,  that  that  gentleman  may 
have  done  me  the  honour  so  far  to  misappre- 
hend my  character,  as  to  induce  you  to  believe 
that  you  would  not  have  been  received  by  my 
local  establishment  in  Lincolnshire  with  that 
urbanity,  that  courtesy,  which  its  members  are 
instructed  to  show  to  all  ladies  and  gentlemen 
who  present  themselves  al  that  house.  I 
merely  beg  to  observe,  sir,  that  the  fact  is  the 
reverse." 
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My  Guardian  delicately  dismissed  this  remark 
without  making  any  verbal  answer. 

"  It  has  given  me  pain,  Mr.  Jamdyce,"  Sir 
Leicester  weightily  proceeded.  "  I  assure  you, 
sir,  it  has  given — j\Ie — pain — to  learn  from  the 
housekeeper  at  Chesney  Wold,  that  a  gentleman 
who  was  in  your  company  in  that  part  of  the 
county,  and  who  would  appear  to  possess  a 
cultivated  taste  for  the  Fine  Arts,  was  likewise 
deterred,  by  some  such  cause,  from  examining 
the  family  pictures  with  that  leisure,  that  atten- 
tion, that  care,  which  he  might  have  desired  to 
bestow  upon  them,  and  which  some  of  them 
might  possibly  have  repaid."  Here  he  produced 
a  card,  and  read,  with  much  gravity  and  a  little 
trouble,  through  his  eye-glass,  ''  Mr.  Hirrold, — 
Herald  —  Harold —  Skampling — Skumpling — I 
beg  your  pardon, — Skimpole." 

"This  is  Mr.  Harold  Skimpole,"  said  my 
Guardian,  evidently  surprised. 

"  Oh  ! "  exclaimed  Sir  Leicester,  "  I  am 
happy  to  meet  Mr.  Skimpole,  and  to  have  the 
opportunity  of  tendering  my  personal  regrets. 
I  hope,  sir,  that  when  you  again  find  yourself  in 
my  part  of  the  county,  you  will  be  under  no 
similar  sense  of  restraint." 

"You  are  very  obliging.  Sir  Leicester  Ded- 
lock.  So  encouraged,  I  shall  certainly  give 
myself  the  pleasure  and  advantage  of  another 
visit  to  your  beautiful  house.  The  owners  of 
such  places  as  Ciiesney  Wold,"  said  Mr.  Skim- 
pole, with  his  usual  happy  and  easy  air,  "are 
public  benefactors.  They  are  good  enough  to 
maintain  a  number  of  delightful  objects  for  the 
admiration  and  pleasure  of  us  poor  men ;  and 
not  to  reap  all  the  admiration  and  pleasure 
that  they  yield,  is  to  be  ungrateful  to  our 
benefactors." 

Sir  Leicester  seemed  to  approve  of  this  senti- 
ment highly.     "  An  artist,  sir  ?  " 

"  No,"  returned  Mr.  Skimpole.  "  A  perfectly 
idle  man.     A  mere  amateur." 

Sir  Leicester  seemed  to  approve  of  this  even 
more.  He  hoped  he  might  have  the  good  for- 
tune to  be  at  Chesney  Wold  when  Mr.  Skimpole 
next  came  down  into  Lincolnshire.  Mr.  Skim- 
pole professed  himself  much  flattered  and 
honoured. 

"  Mr.  Skimpole  mentioned,"  pursued  Sir 
Leicester,  addressing  himself  again  to  my 
Guardian ;  "  mentioned  to  the  housekeeper, 
who,  as  he  may  have  observed,  is  an  old  and 
attached  retainer  of  the  family — " 

("  That  is,  when  I  walked  through  the  house 
the  other  day,  on  the  occasion  of  my  going 
down  to  visit  Miss  Summerson  and  Miss  Clare," 
Mr.  Skimpole  airily  explained  to  us.) 


"  That  the  friend  with  whom  he  had  formerly 
been  staying  there,  was  Mr.  Jamdyce."  Sir 
Leicester  bowed  to  the  bearer  of  that  name. 
"  And  hence  I  became  aware  of  the  circum- 
stance for  which  I  have  professed  my  regret. 
That  this  should  have  occurred  to  any  gentle- 
man, Mr.  Jamdyce,  but  especially  a  gentleman 
formerly  known  to  Lady  Dedlock,  and  indeed 
claiming  some  distant  connection  with  her,  and 
for  whom  (as  I  learn  from  my  Lady  herself)  she 
entertains  a  high  respect,  does,  I  assure  you, 
give — Me — pain." 

"  Pray  say  no  more  about  it,  Sir  Leicester," 
returned  my  Guardian.  "  I  am  very  sensible, 
as  1  am  sure  we  all  are,  of  your  consideration. 
Lideed  the  mistake  was  mine,  and  I  ought  to 
apologise  for  it," 

I  had  not  once  looked  up.  I  had  not  seen 
the  visitor,  and  had  not  even  appeared  to  my- 
self to  hear  the  conversation.  It  surprises  me 
to  find  that  I  can  recall  it,  for  it  seemed  to  make 
no  impression  on  me  as  it  passed.  I  heard 
them  speaking,  but  my  mind  was  so  confused, 
and  my  instinctive  avoidance  of  this  gentleman 
made  his  presence  so  distressing  to  me,  that  I 
thought  I  understood  nothing,  through  the 
rushing  in  my  head  and  the  beating  of  my  heart. 

"  I  mentioned  the  subject  to  Lady  Dedlock," 
said  Sir  Leicester,  rising,  "  and  mj-  Lady  in- 
formed me  that  she  had  had  the  pleasure  of 
exchanging  a  few  words  with  Mr.  Jamdyce  and 
his  wards,  on  the  occasion  of  an  accidental 
meeting  during  their  sojourn  in  the  vicinity. 
Permit  me,  Mr.  Jarndyce,  to  repeat  to  yourself, 
and  to  these  ladies,  the  assurance  I  have  already 
tendered  to  Mr.  Skimpole.  Circumstances 
undoubtedly  prevent  my  saying  that  it  would 
aftbrd  me  any  gratification  to  hear  that  Mr. 
Boythom  had  favoured  my  house  with  his 
presence  ;  but  those  circumstances  are  confined 
to  that  gentleman  himself,  and  do  not  extend 
beyond  him." 

"  You  know  my  old  opinion  of  him,"  said 
]\Ir.  Skimpole,  lightly  appealing  to  us.  "  An 
amiable  bull,  who  is  determined  to  make  every 
colour  scarlet ! " 

Sir  Leicester  Dedlock  coughed,  as  if  he  could 
not  possibly  hear  another  word  in  reference  to 
such  an  indi\idual ;  and  took  his  leave  with 
great  ceremony  and  politeness.  I  got  to  my 
own  room  with  all  possible  speed,  and  remained 
there  until  I  had  recovered  my  self-command. 
It  had  been  very  much  disturbed ;  but  I  was 
thankful  to  find,  when  I  went  down-stairs  again, 
that  they  only  rallied  me  for  having  been  shy 
and  mute  before  the  great  Lincolnshire  baronet. 

By  that  time  I  had  made  up  my  mind  that 
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the  period  was  come  when  I  must  tell  my 
Guardian  what  I  knew.  The  possibiUty  of  my 
being  brought  into  contact  with  my  mother,  of 
my  being  taken  to  her  house, — even  of  Mr. 
Skimpole's,  however  distantly  associated  with 
me,  receiving  kindnesses  and  obligations  from 
her  husband, — was  so  painful,  that  I  felt  I 
could  no  longer  guide  myself  without  his  assist- 
ance. 

M'hen  we  had  retired  for  the  night,  and  Ada 
and  I  hatl  had  our  usual  talk  in  our  pretty 
room,  I  went  out  at  my  door  again,  and  sought 
my  Guardian  among  his  books.  I  knew  he 
always  read  at  that  hour ;  and  as  I  drew  near,  I 
saw  the  light  shining  out  into  the  passage  from 
his  reading-lamp. 

"  May  1  come  in,  Guardian  ?  " 

"  Surely,  little  woman.     What's  the  matter?" 

"  Nothing  is  the  matter.  I  thought  I  would 
like  to  take  this  quiet  time  of  saying  a  word  to 
you  about  myself." 

He  put  a  chair  for  me,  shut  his  book,  and 
put  it  by,  and  turned  his  kind  attentive  face 
towards  me.  I  could  not  help  observing  that 
it  wore  that  curious  expression  I  had  observed 
in  it  once  before — on  that  night  when  he  had 
said  that  he  was  in  no  trouble  which  I  could 
readily  understand. 

"What  concerns  }ou,  my  dear  Esther,"'  said 
he,  "concerns  us  all.  You  cannot  be  more 
ready  to  speak  than  I  am  to  hear." 

"  I  know  that.  Guardian.  But  I  have  such 
need  of  your  advice  and  support.  O !  you 
don't  know  how  much  need  I  have  to-night." 

He  looked  unprepared  for  my  being  so 
earnest,  and  even  a  little  alarmed. 

"  Or  how  anxious  I  have  been  to  speak  to 
you,"  said  I,  '.'  ever  since  the  visitor  was  here 
to-day." 

"  The  visitor,  my  dear !  Sir  Leicester  Ded- 
lock?" 

•'  Yes." 

He  folded  his  arms,  and  sat  looking  at  me 
with  an  air  of  the  profoundest  astonishment, 
awaiting  what  I  should  say  next.  I  did  not 
know  how  to  prepare  him. 

"  Wh)',  Esther,"  said  he,  breaking  into  a  smile, 
"our  visitor  and  you  are  the  two  last  persons  on 
earth  I  should  have  thought  of  connccUng  to- 
gether ! " 

*'0  yes.  Guardian,  I  know  it.  And  I  too, 
but  a  little  while  ago." 

The  smile  passed  from  his  face,  and  he  be- 
came graver  than  before.  He  crossed  to  the 
door  to  see  that  it  was  shut  (but  I  had  seen  to 
that),  and  resumed  his  seat  before  me. 

"  Guardian,"   said   I,    ''  do    you   remember, 


when  we  were  overtaken  by  the  thunderstorm, 
Lady  Dedlock's  speaking  to  you  of  her  sister?" 

"  Of  course.     Of  course  I  do.'' 

"  And  reminding  you  that  she  and  her  sister 
had  differed  ;  had  '  gone  their  several  ways?'  " 

"  Of  course." 

"Why  did  they  separate,  Guardian?" 

His  face  quite  altered  as  he  looked  at  me. 
"  My  child,  what  questions  are  these  !  I  never 
knew.  No  one  but  themselves  ever  did  know, 
I  believe.  Who  could  tell  what  the  secrets  of 
those  two  handsome  and  proud  women  were  ? 
You  have  seen  Lady  Dedlock.  If  you  had  ever 
seen  her  sister,  }ou  would  know  her  to  have 
been  as  resolute  and  haughty  as  she." 

"  O  Guardian,  I  have  seen  her  many  and 
many  a  time  ! " 

"Seen  her?'' 

He  paused  a  little,  biting  his  lip.  "  Then, 
Esther,  when  you  spoke  to  me  long  ago  of  Boy- 
thorn,  and  when  I  told  you  that  he  was  all  but 
married  once,  and  that  the  lady  did  not  die,  but 
died  to  him,  and  that  that  time  had  had  its  in- 
fluence on  his  later  life — did  you  know  it  all, 
and  know  who  the  lady  Avas  ?  " 

"  No,  Guardian,"  I  returned,  fearful  of  the 
light  that  dimly  broke  upon  me.  "  Nor  do  1 
know  yet." 

"  Lady  Dedlock's  sister."' 

"  And  why,"  I  could  scarcely  ask  him,  "  why. 
Guardian,  pray  tell  me  why  were  i/icy  parted  ?'' 

"  It  was  her  act,  and  she  kept  its  motives  in 
her  inflexible  heart.  He  afterwards  did  conjec- 
ture (but  it  was  mere  conjecture),  that  some  in- 
jury which  her  haughty  spirit  had  received  in 
her  cause  of  quarrel  with  her  sister,  had  wounded 
her  beyond  all  reason ;  but  she  wrote  him  that 
from  the  date  of  that  letter  she  died  to  him — as 
in  literal  truth  she  did — and  that  the  resolution 
was  exacted  from  her  by  her  knowledge  of  his 
proud  temper  and  his  strained  sense  ol  honour, 
which  were  botlr  her  nature  too.  In  considera- 
tion for  those  master  points  in  him,  and  even  in 
consideration  for  them  in  herself,  she  made  the 
sacrifice,  she  said,  and  would  live  in  it  and  die 
in  it.  She  did  both,  I  fear ;  certainly  he  never 
saw  her,  ne\er  heard  of  her  from  that  hour. 
Nor  did  any  one." 

"  O  Guardian,  what  have  I  done!'  I  cried, 
giving  way  to  my  grief;  "what  sorrow  have  I 
innocently  caused  !  " 

"  You  caused,  Esther  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Guardian,  Innocently,  but  most  surely. 
That  secluded  sister  is  my  first  remembrance." 

"  No,  no  !"  he  cried,  starting. 

"  Yes,  Guardian,  yes  !  And  /icr  sister  is  my 
mother  ! " 
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I  would  have  told  him  all  my  mother's  letter, 
but  he  would  not  hear  it  then.  He  spoke  so 
tenderly  and  wisely  to  me,  and  he  put  so  plainly 
before  me  all  I  had  myself  imperfectly  thought 
and  hoped  in  my  better  state  of  mind,  that, 
penetrated  as  I  had  been  with  fervent  gratitude 
towards  him  through  so  many  years,  I  believed 
I  had  ne\er  loved  him  so  dearly,  never  thanked 
him  in  my  heart  so  fully,  as  I  did  that  night. 
And  when  he  had  taken  me  to  my  room  and 
kissed  me  at  the  door,  and  when  at  last  I  lay 
down  to  sleep,  my  thought  was  how  could  I  ever 
be  busy  enough,  how  could  I  ever  be  good 
enough,  how  in  my  little  way  could  I  ever  hope 
to  be  forgetful  enough  of  myself,  devoted  enough 
to  him,  and  useful  enough  to  others,  to  show 
him  how  I  blessed  and  honoured  him. 


CHAPTER  XLIV. 

THE   LETTER  AND  THE  ANSWER. 

FY  Guardian  called  me  into  his  room 
next  morning,  and  then  I  told  him 
what  had  been  left  untold  on  the 
previous  night.  There  was  nothing 
to  be  done,  he  said,  but  to  keep  the 
secret,  and  to  avoid  another  such 
encounter  as  that  of  yesterday.  He  un- 
derstood my  feeling,  and  entirely  shared 
it.  He  charged  himself  even  with  restraining 
Mr.  Skimpole  from  improving  his  opportunity. 
One  person  whom  he  need  not  name  to  me,  it 
was  not  now  possible  for  him  to  advise  or  help. 
He  wished  it  were  ;  but  no  such  thing  could  be. 
If  her  mistrust  of  the  lawyer  whom  she  had 
mentioned  were  well  founded,  which  he  scarcely 
doubted,  he  dreaded  discovery.  He  knew  some- 
thing of  him,  both  by  sight  and  by  reputation, 
and  it  was  certain  that  he  was  a'  dangerous  man. 
Whatever  happened,  he'  repeatedly  impressed 
upon  me  with  anxious  affection  and  kindness,  I 
was  as  innocent  of,  as  himself ;  and  as  unable  to 
influence. 

"  Xor  do  I  understand,"  said  he,  "  that  any 
doubts  tend  towards  you,  my  dear.  Much  sus- 
picion may  exist  without  that  connection." 

"  With  the  lawyer,"  I  returned.  "  But  two 
other  persons  have  come  into  my  mind  since  I 
have  been  anxious."  Then  I  told  him  all  about 
Mr.  Guppy,  who  I  feared  might  have  had  his 
vague  surmises  when  I  little  understood  his 
meaning,  but  in  whose  silence  after  our  last  in- 
terview I  expressed  perfect  confidence. 

"  Well,"  said  my  Guardian.     "  Then  we  may 


dismiss  him  for  the  present.  Who  is  the 
other  ?  " 

I  called  to  his  recollection  the  French  maid, 
antl  the  eager  otier  of  herself  she  had  made 
to  me. 

"  Ha  !  "  he  returned  thoughtfully,  "  that  is  a 
more  alarming  person  than  the  clerk.  But  after 
all,  my  dear,  it  was  but  seeking  for  a  new 
service.  She  had  seen  you  and  Ada  a  little 
while  before,  and  it  was  natural  that  you  should 
come  into  her  head.  She  merely  proposed  her- 
self for  your  maid,  you  know.  She  did  nothing 
more." 

"  Her  manner  was  strange,"  said  I. 

"  Yes,  and  her  manner  was  strange  when  she 
took  her  shoes  oft",  and  showed  that  cool  relish  for 
a  walk  that  might  have  ended  in  her  death-bed," 
said  my  Guardian.  "  It  would  be  useless  self- 
distress  and  torment  to  reckon  up  such  chances 
and  possibilities.  There  are  very  few  harmless 
circumstances  that  would  not  seem  full  of  peril- 
ous meaning,  so  considered.  Be  hopeful,  little 
woman.  You  can  be  nothing  better  than  your- 
self; be  that,  through  this  knowledge,  as  you 
were  before  you  had  it.  It  is  the  best  you  can 
do,  for  everybody's  sake.  I  sharing  the  secret 
with  you " 

"And  lightening  it.  Guardian,  so  much," 
said  I. 

"  — Will  be  attentive  to  what  passes  in  that 
family,  so  far  as  I  can  observe  it  from  my  dis- 
tance. And  if  the  time  should  come  when  I 
can  stretch  out  a  hand  to  render  the  least  ser- 
vice to  one  whom  it  is  better  not  to  name  even 
here,  I  will  not  fail  to  do  it  for  her  dear  daugh- 
ter's sake." 

I  thanked  him  with  my  whole  heart.  What 
could  I  ever  do  but  thank  him!  I  was  going 
out  at  the  door,  when  he  asked  me  to  stay  a 
moment.  Quickly  turning  round,  I  saw  that 
same  expression  on  his  face  again ;  and  all  at 
once,  I  don't  know  how,  it  flashed  upon  me  as 
a  new  and  far  off  possibility  that  I  understood  it. 

"  My  dear  Esther,"  said  my  Guardian,  "  I 
have  long  had  something  in  my  thoughts  that  I 
have  wished  to  say  to  you." 

"Indeed?" 

"  I  have  had  some  difficulty  in  approaching 
it,  and  I  still  have.  I  should  wish  it  to  be  so 
deliberately  said,  and  so  deliberately  considered. 
Would  you  object  to  my  writing  it?" 

"  Dear  Guardian,  how  could  I  object  to  your 
writing  anything  for  vie  to  read  ?  " 

"  Then  see,  my  love,"  said  he,  with  his  cheery 
smile;  "am  I  at  this  moment  quite  as  plain  and 
easy — do  I  seem  as  open,  as  honest  and  old- 
fashioned,  as  I  am  at  any  time  ?  " 


ESTHER'S   GUARDIAN  SPEAKS   TO  HER. 


30s 


I  answered,  in  all  earnestness,  "  Quite."  With 
the  strictest  truth,  for  his  momentary  hesitation 
was  gone  (it  had  not  lasted  a  minute),  and  his 
fine,  sensible,  cordial,  sterling  manner  was  re- 
stored. 

"  Do  I  look  as  if  I  suppressed  anything,  meant 
anything  but  what  I  said,  had  any  reservation 
at  all,  no  matter  what  ?"  said  he,  with  his  bright 
clear  eyes  on  mine. 

I  answered,  most  assuredly  he  did  not. 

"  Can  you  fully  trust  me,  and  thorouglily  rely 
on  what  I  profess,  Esther  ?  " 

"  Most  thoroughly,''  said  I,  with  my  whole 
heart. 

"  My  dear  girl,"  returned  my  Guardian,  "  give 
me  your  hand." 

He  took  it  in  his,  holding  me  lightly  with  his 
arm,  and,  looking  down  into  my  face  with  the 
same  genuine  freshness  and  faithfulness  of  man- 
ner— the  old  protecting  manner  which  had  made 
that  house  my  home  in  a  moment — said,  "  You 
have  wrought  changes  in  me,  little  woman, 
since  the  winter  day  in  the  stage  coach.  First 
and  last  you  have  done  me  a  world  of  good, 
since  that  time.'' 

"  Ah,  Guardian,  what  have  you  done  for  me 
since  that  time  !  " 

"But,"  said  he,  "that  is  not  to  be  remem- 
bered now." 

"  It  never  can  be  forgotten." 

"  Yes,  Esther,"  said  he,  with  a  gentle  serious- 
ness, "it  is  to  be  forgotten  now  ;  to  be  forgotten 
for  awhile.  You  are  only  to  remember  now, 
that  nothing  can  change  me  as  you  know  me. 
Can  you  feel  quite  assured  of  that,  my  dear?  " 

"  I  can,  and  I  do,"  I  said. 

"That's  much,"  he  answered.  "That's 
everything.  But  I  must  not  take  that,  at  a 
word.  I  will  not  write  this  something  in  my 
thoughts,  until  you  have  quite  resolved  within 
yourselt  that  nothing  can  change  me  as  you 
know  me.  If  you  doubt  that  in  the  least  degree 
I  will  never  write  it.  If  you  are  sure  of  that, 
on  good  consideration,  send  Charley  to  me  this 
night  week— 'for  the  letter.'  But  if  you  are 
not  quite  certain,  never  send.  Mind,  I  trust 
to  your  truth,  in  this  thing  as  in  everything.  If 
you  are  not  quite  certain  on  that  one  point, 
never  send  !  " 

"  Guardian,"  said  I,  "I  am  already  certain. 
I  can  no  more  be  changed  in  that  conviction, 
than  you  can  be  changed  towanls  me.  I  shall 
send  Charley  for  the  letter." 

He  shook  my  hand  and  said  no  more.  Nor 
was  any  more  said  in  reference  to  this  conversa- 
tion, either  by  him  or  me,  through  the  whole 
week.     "When  the  appointed  night  came,  I  said 


to  Charley  as  soon  as  I  was  alone,  "  Go  and 
knock  at  Mr.  Jarnd)ce's  door,  Charley,  and  say 
you  have  come  from  me — *  for  the  letter.' " 
Charley  went  up  the  stairs,  and  down  the  stairs, 
and  along  the  passages — the  zigzag  way  about 
the  old-fashioned  house  seemed  very  long  in  my 
listening  ears  that  night — and  so  came  back, 
along  the  passages,  and  down  the  stairs,  and  up 
the  stairs,  and  brought  the  letter.  "  Lay  it  on 
the  table,  Charley,"  said  I.  So  Charley  laid  it 
on  the  table  and  went  to  bed,  and  I  sat  looking 
at  it  without  taking  it  up,  thinking  of  many 
things. 

I  began  with  my  overshadowed  childhood, 
and  passed  through  those  timid  days  to  the 
heavy  time  when  my  aunt  lay  dead,  with  her 
resolute  face  so  cold  and  set ;  and  when  I  was 
more  solitar}'  with  Mrs.  Rachael,  than  if  I  had 
had  no  one  in  the  world  to  speak  to  or  to  look 
at.  I  passed  to  the  altered  days  when  I  was  so 
blest  as  to  find  friends  in  all  around  me,  and  to 
be  beloved.  I  came  to  the  time  when  I  first 
saw  my  dear  girl,  and  was  received  into  that 
sisterly  aft'ection  which  was  the  grace  and 
beauty  of  my  life.  I  recalled  the  first  bright 
gleam  of  welcome  which  had  shone  out  of  those 
very  windows  upon  our  expectant  faces  on  that 
cold  bright  night,  and  which  had  never  paled. 
I  lived  my  happy  life  there  over  again,  I  went 
through  my  illness  and  recovery,  I  thought  of 
myself  so  altered  and  of  those  around  me  so 
unchanged,  and  all  this  happiness  shone  like  a 
light,  from  one  central  figure,  represented  before 
me  by  the  letter  on  the  table. 

I  opened  it  and  read  it.  It  was  so  imj-jressive 
in  its  love  for  me,  and  in  the  unselfish  cautiorb 
it  gave  me,  and  the  consideration  it  showed  for 
me  in  e\"er)'  woni,  that  my  eyes  were  too  often 
blinded  to  read  much  at  a  time.  But  I  read  it 
through  three  times,  before  I  laid  it  down.  I 
had  thought  beforehand  tliat  I  kncAv  its  purport,, 
and  I  did.  It  asked  me,  would  I  be  the  mis- 
tress of  Bleak  House. 

It  was  not  a  love  letter  though  it  expressed 
so  much  love,  but  was  written  just  as  he  would 
at  any  time  have  spoken  to  me.  I  saw  his- 
face,  and  heard  his  voice,  and  felt  the  influence 
of  his  kind  jirotecting  manner,  in  every  line. 
It  addressed  me  as  if  our  places  were  reversed  : 
as  if  all  the  good  deeds  had  been  mine,  and  all 
the  feelings  they  had  awakened,  his.  It  dwelt 
on  my  being  young,  and  he  past  the  prime  of 
life ;  on  his  having  attained  a  ripe  age,  while  I 
was  a  child ;  on  his  AVTiting  to  me  with  a 
silvered  head,  and  knowing  all  this  so  well  as 
to  set  it  in  full  before  me  for  mature  delibera- 
tion.    It  told  me  that  I  would  gain  nothing  by 
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such  a  marriage,  and  lose  nothing  by  rejecting 
it ;  for  no  new  relation  could  enhance  the  ten- 
derness in  which  he  held  me,  and  whatever  my 
decision  was,  he  was  certain  it  would  be  right. 
But  he  had  considered  this  step  anew,  since  our 
late  confidence,  and  had  decided  on  taking  it ; 
if  it  only  served  to  show  me,  tlirough  one  poor 
instance,  that  the  whole  world  would  readily 
unite  to  falsify  the  stern  prediction  of  my  child- 
hood. I  was  the  last  to  know  what  hajjpiness 
I  could  bestow  upon  him,  but  of  that  he  said 
no  more  ;  for  I  was  always  to  remember  that  I 
owed  him  nothing,  and  that  he  was  my  debtor, 
and  for  very  much.  He  had  often  thought  of 
our  future  ;  and,  foreseeing  that  the  time  must 
come,  and  fearing  that  it  might  come  soon, 
when  Ada  (now  \-ery  nearly  of  age)  would  leave 
us,  and  when  our  present  mode  of  life  must  be 
broken  up,  had  become  accustomed  to  reflect 
on  this  proposal.  Thus  he  made  it.  If  I  felt 
that  I  could  ever  give  him  the  best  right  he 
could  have  to  be  my  protector,  and  if  I  felt  that 
I  could  happily  and  justly  become  the  dear 
companion  of  his  remaining  life,  superior  to  all 
lighter  chances  and  changes  than  Death,  even 
then  he  could  not  have  me  bind  myself  irrevo- 
cably, while  this  letter  was  yet  so  new  to  me ; 
but,  even  then,  I  must  have  ample  time  for 
reconsideration.  In  that  case,  or  in  the  oppo- 
site case,  let  him  be  unchanged  in  his  old  rela- 
tion, in  his  old  manner,  in  the  old  name  by 
which  I  called  him.  And  as  to  his  bright 
Dame  Durden  and  little  housekeeper,  she  would 
ever  be  the  same,  he  knew. 

This  was  the  substance  of  the  letter  ;  written 
throughout  with  a  justice  and  a  dignity,  as  if  he 
v\^ere  indeed  my  responsible  guardian,  impartially 
representing  the  proposal  of  a  friend  against 
whom  in  his  integrity  he  stated  the  full  case. 

But  he  did  not  hint  to  me,  that  when  I  had 
been  better-looking,  he  had  had  this  same  pro- 
ceeding in  his  thoughts,  and  had  refrained  from 
it.  That  when  my  old  face  was  gone  from  me, 
and  I  had  no  attractions,  he  could  love  me  just 
as  well  as  in  my  fairer  days.  That  the  disco- 
very of  my  birth  gave  him  no  shock.  That  his 
generosity  rose  above  my  disfigurement,  and  rny 
inheritance  of  shame.  That  the  more  I  stood 
in  need  of  such  fidelity,  the  more  firmly  I  might 
trust  in  him  to  the  last. 

But  /  knew  it,  I  knew  it  well  now.  It  came 
upon  me  as  the  close  of  the  benignant  history  I 
had  been  pursuing,  and  I  felt  that  I  had  but  one 
thing  to  do.  To  devote  my  life  to  his  happiness 
was  to  thank  him  jioorly,  and  what  had  I  wished 
for  the  other  night  but  some  new  means  of  thank- 
ing him  ? 


Still  I  cried  very  much  ;  not  only  in  the  ful- 
ness of  my  heart  after  reading  the  letter,  not 
only  in  the  strangeness  of  the  prospect — for  it 
was  strange  though  I  had  exjjected  the  contents 
— but  as  if  something  for  which  there  was  no 
name  or  distinct  idea  were  indefinitely  lost  to 
me.  I  was  very  happy,  very  thankful,  very 
hopeful  ;  but  I  cried  very  much. 

By-and-by  I  went  to  my  old  glass.  My  eyes 
were  red  and  swollen,  and  I  said,  "  O  Esther, 
Esther,  can  that  be  you  ! "  I  am  afraid  the  face 
in  the  glass  was  going  to  cry  again  at  this  re- 
proach, but  I  held  up  my  finger  at  it,  and  it 
stopped. 

"That  is  more  like  the  composed  look  you 
comforted  me  with,  my  dear,  when  you  showed 
me  such  a  change  !''  said  I,  beginning  to  let 
down  my  hair.  "  When  you  are  mistress  of 
Bleak  House,  you  are  to  be  as  cheerful  as  a  bird. 
In  fact,  you  are  always  to  be  cheerful ;  so  let  us 
begin  for  once  and  for  all." 

I  went  on  with  my  hair  now,  quite  comfort- 
ably. I  sobbed  a  litl:le  still,  but  that  was  be- 
cause I  had  been  crying;  not  because  I  was 
crying  then. 

"  And  so,  Esther,  my  dear,  you  are  happy  for 
life.  Happy  with  your  best  friends,  happy  in 
your  old  home,  happy  in  the  power  of  doing  a 
great  deal  of  good,  and  happy  in  the  undeserved 
love  of  the  best  of  men." 

I  thought,  all  at  once,  if  my  Guardian  had 
married  some  one  else,  how  should  I  have  felt, 
and  what  should  I  have  done  !  That  would 
have  been  a  change  indeed.  It  presented  my 
life  in  such  a  new  and  blank  form,  that  I  rang 
my  housekeeping  keys  and  gave  them  a  kiss 
before  I  laid  them  down  in  their  basket  again. 

Then  I  v\'ent  on  to  think,  as  I  dressed  my 
hair  before  the  glass,  how  often  had  I  considered 
within  myself  that  the  deep  traces  of  my  illness, 
and  the  circumstances  of  my  birth,  were  only 
new  reasons  why  I  should  be  busy,  bus}^,  busy — 
useful,  amiable,  serviceable,  in  all  honest,  un- 
pretending ways.  This  was  a  good  time,  to  be 
sure,  to  sit  down  morbidly  and  cry !  As  to  its 
seeming  at  all  strange  to  me  at  first  (if  that  were 
any  excuse  for  crying,  which  it  was  not)  that  I 
was  one  day  to  be  the  mistress  of  Bleak  House, 
why  should  it  seem  strange  ?  Other  people  had 
thought  of  such  things,  if  I  had  not.  "Don't 
you  remember,  my  plain  dear,"  I  asked  myself, 
looking  at  the  glass,  "what  Mrs.  Woodcourt 
said  before  those  scars  were  there,  about  your 
marrying " 

Perhaps  the  name  brought  them  to  my  re- 
membrance. The  dried  remains  of  the  flowers. 
It  would  be  better  not  to  keep  them  now.     They 
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had  only  been  preserved  in  memory  of  some- 
thing ^vhoIIy  past  ami  gone,  but  it  would  be 
better  not  to  keep  them  now. 
.  They  were  in  a  book,  and  it  happened  to  be 
in  the  next  room — our  sitting-room,  dividing 
Ada's  chamber  from  mine.  1  took  a  candle. 
and  went  softly  in  to  fetch  it  from  its  shelf. 
After  I  had  it  in  my  hand,  I  saw  my  beautiful 
darling,  through  the  open  door,  lying  asleep, 
and  I  stole  in  to  kiss  her. 

It  was  weak  in  me,  I  know,  and  I  could  have 
no  reason  for  crying  ;  but  I  dropped  a  tear  upon 
her  dear  lace,  and  another,  and  another.  Weaker 
than  that,  1  took  the  withered  flowers  out,  and 
put  them  for  a  moment  to  her  lips.  I  thought 
about  her  love  for  Richard  ;  though,  indeed,  the 
flowers  had  nothing  to  do  with  that.  Then  I 
took  them  into  my  own  room,  antl  burned  them 
at  the  candle,  and  they  were  dust  in  an  instant. 

On  entering  the  breakfast-room  next  morning, 
I  found  my  Guardian  just  as  usual ;  quite  as 
frank,  as  open,  and  free.  There  being  not  the 
least  constraint  in  his  manner,  there  was  none 
(or  I  think  there  was  none)  in  niine.  I  ^as 
with  him  several  times  in  the  course  of  the 
morning,  in  and  out,  when  there  was  no  one 
there ;  and  I  thought  it  not  unlikely  that  he 
might  speak  to  me  about  the  letter;  but  he 
did  not  say  a  word. 

So,  on  the  next  morning,  and  the  next,  and 
for  at  least  a  week ;  over  which  time  Mr.  Skim- 
pole  prolonged  his  stay.  I  expected,  every  day, 
that  my  Guardian  might  speak  to  me  about  the 
letter ;  but  he  never  did. 

I  thought  then,  growing  uneasy,  that  I  ought 
to  write  an  answer.  I  tried  over  and  over  again 
in  my  own  room  at  night,  but  I  could  not  write 
an  answer  that  at  all  began  like  a  good  answer  ; 
so  I  thought  each  night  I  would  wait  one  more 
day.  And  I  waited  seven  more  days,  and  he 
never  said  a  word. 

At  last  Mr.  Skimpole  having  departed,  we 
three  were  one  afternoon  going  out  for  a  ride  ; 
and  I  being  dressed  before  Ada,  and  going 
down,  came  upon  my  Guardian,  with  his  back 
towards  me,  standing  at  the  drawing-room  win- 
dow looking  out. 

He  turned  on  my  coming  in,  and  said  smiling, 
*'  Aye,  it's  you,  little  woman,  is  it  ?"  and  looked 
out  again. 

I  had  made  up  my  mind  to  speak  to  him 
now.  In  short,  I  had  come  down  on  purpose. 
"  Guardian,"  I  said,  rather  hesitating  and  trem- 
bling, *•  when  would  you  like  to  have  the  answer 
to  the  letter  Charley  came  for?" 

"When  it's  ready,  my  dear,". he  replied. 


"  I  think  it  is  ready,"  said  I. 

"  Is  Charley  to  bring  it  ?"  he  askod  pleasantly. 

*'  No.  I  have  brought  it  myself.  Guardian,"  I 
returned. 

I  put  my  two  arms  round  his  neck  and  kissed 
him ;  and  he  said  was  this  the  mistress  of  Bleak 
House  ;  and  I  said  yes ;  and  it  made  no  dif- 
ference presently,  and  we  all  went  out  together, 
and  I  said  nothing  to  my  precious  pet  about  it. 


CHAPTER  XLV. 

IN   TRUST. 

NE  morning  when  I  had  done  jin- 
gling about  with  my  basket  of  keys, 
as  my  beauty  and  I  were  walking 
round  and  round  the  garden  I  hap- 
pened to  turn  ni}'  e}es  towards  the 
house,  and  saw  a  long  thin  shadow 
going  in  which  lopked  like  Mr.  Vholes. 
i^'  ^  Ada  had  been  telling  me  only  that  morn- 
ing, of  her  hopes  that  Richard  might  exhaust 
his  ardour  in  the  Chancery  suit  by  being  so  very 
earnest  in  it ;  and  therefore,  not  to  damp  my 
dear  girl's  spirits,  I  said  nothing  about  Mr. 
Vholes's  shadow. 

Presently  came  Charley,  lightly  winding 
among  the  bushes,  and  tripping  along  the  paths, 
as  rosy  and  ])retty  as  one  of  Flora's  attendants 
instead  of  my  maid,  saying,  "  O  if  you  please, 
miss,  would  you  step  and  speak  to  Mr.  Jarn- 
dyce  ? " 

It  was  one  of  Charley's  peculiarities,  that 
whenever  she  was  charged  with  a  message  she 
always  began  to  deliver  it  as  soon  as  she  be- 
held, at  any  distance,  the  person  for  whom  it 
was  intended.  Therefore  I  saw  Charley,  asking 
me  in  her  usual  form  of  words,  to  "  step  and 
speak  "  to  Mr.  Jarndyce,  long  before  I  heard 
her.  And  when  I  did  hear  her,  she  had  said  it 
so  often  that  she  was  out  of  breath. 

I  told  Ada  I  would  make  haste  back,  and 
inquired  of  Charley,  as  we  went  in,  whether 
there  was  not  a  gendeman  with  Mr.  Jarndyce? 
To  which  Charley,  whose  grammar,  I  confess  to 
my  shame,  never  did  any  credit  to  my  edu- 
cational powers,  replied,  "Yes,  miss.  Him  as 
come  down  in  the  country  with  Mr.  Richard." 

A  more  comjilete  contrast  than  my  Guardian 
and  Mr.  Vholes,  I  suppose  there  could  not  be. 
I  found  them  looking  at  one  another  across  a 
table  ;  the  one  so  open,  and  the  other  so  close  ; 
the  one  so  broad  and  upright,  and  the  other  so 
narrow  and  stooping ;  the  one  giving  out  what 
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he  had  to  say  ia  such  a  rich  ruiging  voice,  and 
the  other  keeping  it  in  in  such  a  cold-blooded, 
gasi)ing.  fish-like  manner  ;  that  I  thought  I  never 
had"  seen  two  people  so  unmatched. 

'•  You  kno\v  Mr.  Vholes,  my  dear/'  said  my 
Guardian.  Not  with  the  greatest  urbanity,  I 
must  say. 

Mr.  Vholes  rose,  gloved  and  buttoned  up  as 
usual,  and  seated  himself  again,  just  as  he  had 
seated  himself  beside  Richard  in  the  gig.  Not 
having  Richard  to  look  at,  he  looked  straight 
before  him. 

"  Mr.  Vholes,"  said  my  Guardian,  eyeing  his 
black  figure,  as  if  he  were  a  bird  of  ill-omen, 
"  has  brought  an  ugly  report  of  our  most  un- 
fortunate Rick."  Laying  a  marked  emphasis  on 
most  unfortunate,  as  if  the  words  were  rather 
descriptive  of  his  connection  with  Mr.  Vholes. 

I  sat  down  between  them  ;  Mr.  Vholes  re- 
mained immovable,  except  that  he  secretly 
picked  at  one  of  the  red  pimples  on  his  yellow 
face  with  his  black  glove. 

"  And  as  Rick  and  you  are  happily  good 
friends,  I  should  like  to  know,"  said  my  Guar- 
dian, "  what  you  think,  my  dear.  Would  you 
be  so  good  as  to — as  to  speak  up,  Mr.  Vholes  ?  " 

Doing  anything  but  that,  Mr.  Vholes  ob- 
served : 

'•  I  have  been  saying  that  I  have  reason  to 
know.  Miss  Summerson,  as  Mr.  C.'s  professional 
adviser,  that  Mr.  C.'s  circumstances  are  at  the 
present  moment  in  an  embarrassed  state.  Not 
so  much  in  point  of  amount,  as  owing  to  the 
peculiar  and  pressing  nature  of  liabilities  Mr. 
C.  has  incurred,  and  the  means  he  has  of 
liquidating  or  meeting  the  same.  I  have  staved 
off  many  little  matters  for  Mr.  C.  ;  but  there  is 
a  limit  to  staving  off,  and  we  have  reached  it. 
I  have  made  some  advances  out  of  pocket  to 
accommodate  these  unpleasantnesses,  but  I 
necessarily  look  to  being  repaid,  for  I  do  not 
pretend  to  be  a  man  of  capital,  and  I  have 
a  father  to  support  in  the  Vale  of  Taunton, 
besides  striving  to  realise  some  little  independ- 
ence for  three  dear  girls  at  home.  My  appre- 
hension is,  Mr.  C.'s  circumstances  being  such, 
lest  it  should  end  in  his  obtaining  leave  to  part 
with  his  commission ;  which  at  all  events  is 
desirable  to  be  made  known  to  his  connections." 

Mr.  Vholes,  who  had  looked  at  me  while 
speaking,  here  merged  into  the  silence  he  could 
hardly  be  said  to  have  broken,  so  stifled  was 
his  tone  ;  and  looked  before  him  again. 

"  Imagine  the  poor  fellow  without  even  his 
present  resource,"  said  my  Guardian  to  me. 
"  Yet  what  can  I  do  ?  You  know  him,  Esther. 
He  would  never  accept  of  help  from  me,  now. 


To  ofter  it,  or  hint  at  it,  would  be  to  drive  him 
to  an  extremity,  if  nothing  else  did." 

Mr.  Vholes  hereupon  addressed  me  again. 

''What  Mr.  Jarndyce  remarks,  miss,  is  no- 
doubt  the  case,  and  is  the  difficulty.  I  do  not 
see  that  anytliing  is  to  be  done.  I  do  not 
say  that  anything  is  to  be  done.  Far  from  it. 
I  merely  come  down  here  under  the  seal  of  con- 
fidence and  mention  it,  in  order  that  everything 
may  be  openly  carried  on,  and  that  it  may  not 
be  said  afterwards  that  everything  was  not  openly 
carried  on.  My  wish  is  that  everything  should 
be  openly  carried  on.  I  desire  to  leave  a  good 
name  behind  me.  If  I  consulted  merely  my 
own  interests  with  Mr.  C,  I  should  not  be  here. 
So  insurmountable,  as  you  must  well  know, 
would  be  his  objections.  This  is  not  a  profes- 
sional attendance.  This  can  be  charged  to 
nobody.  I  have  no  interest  in  it,  except  as  a 
member  of  society  and  a  father — and  a  son," 
said  Mr.  Vholes,  who  had  nearly  forgotten  that 
point. 

It  appeared  to  us  that  Mr.  Vholes  said 
neither  more  nor  less  than  the  truth,  in  inti- 
mating that  he  sought  to  divide  the  responsi- 
bility, such  as  it  was,  of  knowing  Richard's 
situation.  I  could  only  suggest  that  I  should 
go  down  to  Deal,  where  Richard  was  then  sta- 
tioned, and  see  him,  and  try  if  it  were  possible 
to  avert  the  worst.  Without  consulting  Mr. 
Vholes  on  this  point,  I  took  my  Guardian  aside 
to  propose  it,  while  Mr.  Vholes  gauntly  stalked 
to  the  fire,  and  warmed  his  funeral  gloves. 

The  fatigue  of  the  journey  formed  an  imme- 
diate objection  on  my  Guardian's  part ;  but  as 
I  saw  he  had  no  other,  and  as  I  was  only  too 
happy  to  go,  I  got  his  consent.  We  had  then 
merely  to  dispose  of  Mr.  Vholes. 

"  Well,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Jarndyce,  "  Miss  Sum- 
merson will  communicate  with  Mr.  Carstone, 
and  we  can  only  hope  that  his  position  may  be 
yet  retrievable.  You  will  allow  me  to  order  you 
lunch  after  your  journey,  sir." 

"  I  thank  you,  Mr.  Jarndyce,"  said  Mr.  Vholes, 
putting  out  his  long  black  sleeve,  to  check  the 
ringing  of  the  bell,  "  not  any.  I  thank  you,  no, 
not  a  morsel.  My  digestion  is  much  impaired, 
and  I  am  but  a  poor  knife  and  fork  at  any  time. 
If  I  was  to  partake  of  solid  food  at  this  period 
of  the  day,  I  don't  know  what  the  consequences 
might  be.  Everything  having  been  openly  car- 
ried on,  sir,  I  will  now  with  your  permission 
take  my  leave." 

"  And  I  would  that  you  could  take  your  leave, 
and  we  could  all  take  our  leave,  Mr.  Vholes," 
returned  my  Guardian,  bitterly,  "  of  a  Cause  you 
Icnow  of." 
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Mr.  Vholes,  whose  black  dye  was  so  deej) 
from  head  to  foot  that  it  had  quite  steamed 
before  the  fire,  diffusing  a  very  unpleasant  per- 
fume, made  a  short  one-sided  incHnation  of  his 
head  from  the  neck,  and  slowly  shook  it. 

"  We  whose  ambition  it  is  to  be  looked  upon 
in  the  light  of  respectable  practitioners,  sir,  can 
but  put  our  shoulders  to  the  wheel.  We  do  it, 
sir.  At  lea%t,  I  do  it  myself;  and  I  wish  to 
think  well  of  my  professional  brethren,  one  and 


all.  You  are  sensible  of  an  obligation  not  to 
refer  to  me,  miss,  in  communicating  with 
Mr.  C?" 

I  said  I  would  be  careful  not  to  do  it. 

"Just  so,  miss.  Good  morning.  Mr.  Jarn- 
dyce,  good  morning,  sir."  Mr.  Vholes  put  his 
dead  glove,  which  scarcely  seemed  to  have  any 
hand  in  it,  on  my  fingers,  and  then  on  my  Guar- 
dian's fingers,  and  took  his  long  thin  shadow 
away.     I  thought  of  it  on  the  outside  of  the 
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coach,  passing  over  all  the  sunny  landscape 
between  us  and  London,  chilling  the  seed  in  the 
ground  as  it  glided  along. 

Of  course  it  became  necessary  to  tell  Ada 
where  I  was  going,  and  why  I  was  going ;  and 
of  course  she  was  anxious  and  distressed.  But 
she  was  too  true  to  Richard,  to  say  anything  but 
words  of  pity  and  words  of  excuse ;  and  in  a 
more  loving  spirit  still— my  dear,  devoted  girl ! 
— she  wrote  him  a  long  letter  of  which  I  took 
charge. 

Charley  was  to  be  my  travelling  companion, 
Bleak  House,  21. 


though  I  am  sure  I  wanted  none',  and  would 
willingly  have  left  her  at  home.  We  all  went  to 
London  that  afternoon,  and  finding  two  places 
in  the  mail,  secured  them.  Af  our  usual  bed- 
time, Charley  and  I  were  rolling  away  seaward, 
with  the  Kentish  letters. 

It  was  a  night's  journey  in  those  coach  times; 
but  we  had  the  mail  to  ourselves,  and  did  not 
find  the  night  very  tedious.  It  passed  with  me 
as  I  suppose  it  would  with  most  people  under 
such  circumstances.  At  one  while,  my  journey 
looked  hopeful,  and  at  another  hopeless.     Now 
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I  thought  that  I  should  do  some  good,  and  now 
I  wondered  how  I  could  ever  have  supposed  so. 
Now  it  seemed  one  of  the  most  reasonable 
things  in  the  world  that  I  should  have  come, 
and  now  one  of  the  most  unreasonable.  In 
what  state  I  should  find  Richard,  what  I  should 
say  to  him,  and  what  he  would  say  to  me,  occu- 
pied my  mind  by  turns  with  these  two  states  of 
feeling,  and  the  wheels  seemed  to  play  one  tune 
(to  which  the  burden  of  my  Guardian's  letter  set 
itself)  over  and  over  again  all  night. 

At  last  we  came  into  the  narrow  streets  of 
Deal ;  and  very  gloomy  they  were,  upon  a  raw 
misty  morning.  The  long  flat  beach,  with  its 
little  irregular  houses,  wooden  and  brick,  and  its 
litter  of  capstans,  and  great  boats,  and  sheds, 
and  bare  upright  poles  with  tackle  and  blocks, 
and  loose  gravelly  waste  places  overgrown  with 
grass  and  weeds,  wore  as  dull  an  appearance  as 
any  place  I  ever  saw.  The  sea  was  heaving 
under  a  thick  white  fog ;  and  nothing  else  was 
moving  but  a  few  early  ropemakers,  who,  with 
the  yarn  twisted  round  their  bodies,  looked  as 
if,  tired  of  their  present  state  of  existence,  tbey 
were  spinning  themselves  into  cordage. 

But  when  we  got  into  a  warm  room  in  an 
excellent  hotel,  and  sat  down,  comfortably 
washed  and  dressed,  to  an  early  breakfast  (for 
it  was  too  late  to  think  of  going  to  bed).  Deal 
began  to  look  more  cheerful.  Our  little  room 
was  like  a  ship's  cabin,  and  that  delighted 
Charley  very  much.  Then  the  fog  began  to 
rise  like  a  curtain ;  and  numbers  of  ships  that 
we  had  had  no  idea  were  near,  appeared.  I 
don't  know  how  many  sail  the  waiter  told  us 
were  then  lying  in  the  Downs.  Some  of  these 
vessels  were  of  grand  size  :  one  was  a  large 
Indiaman  just  come  home  :  and  when  the  sun 
shone  through  the  clouds,  making  silvery  pools 
in  the  dark  sea,  the  way  in  which  these  ships 
brightened,  and  shadowed,  and  changed,  amid 
a  bustle  of  boats  putting  off  from  the  shore  to 
them  and  from  them  to  the  shore,  and  a  general 
life  and  motion  in  themselves  and  everything 
around  them,  was  most  beautiful.  • 

The  large  Indiaman  was  cur  great  attraction, 
because  she  had  come  into  the  Downs  in  the 
night.  She  was  surrounded  by  boats  ;  and  we 
said  hov\^  glad  the  people  on  board  of  her  must 
be  to  come  ashore.  Charley  was  curious  too, 
about  the  voyage,  and  about  the  heat  in  India, 
and  the  serpents  and  the  tigers  ;  and  as  she 
picked  up  such  information  much  faster  than 
grammar,  I  told  her  what  I  knew  on  those 
points.  I  told  her,  too,  how  people  in  such 
voyages  were  sometimes  wrecked  and  cast  on 
rocks,  where  they  were  saved  by  the  intrepidity 


and  humanity  of  one  man.  And  Charley  asking 
how  that  could  be,  I  told  her  how  we  knew  at 
home  of  such  a  case. 

I  had  thought  of  sending  Richard  a  note, 
saying  I  was  there,  but  it  seemed  so  much 
better  to  go  to  him  v\-ithout  preparation.  As 
he  lived  in  barracks  I  was  a  little  doubtful 
whether  this  was  feasible,  but  Ave  went  out  to 
reconnoitre.  Peeping  in  at  the  gate  of  the 
barrack  yard,  we  found  everything  very  quiet 
at  that  time  in  the  morning;  and  I  asked  a 
Serjeant  standing  on  the  guardhouse-steps,  Avhere 
he  lived.  He  sent  a  man  before  to  show  me, 
Avho  went  up  some  bare  stairs,  and  knocked 
with  his  knuckles  at  a  door  and  left  us. 

"  Now  then  ! "  cried  Richard  from  within.  So 
I  left  Charley  in  the  little  passage,  and  going  on 
to  the  half-open  door,  said,  "  Can  I  come  in, 
Richard  ?     It's  only  Dame  Durden." 

He  was  Avriting  at  a  table,  with  a  great 
confusion  of  clothes,  tin  cases,  books,  boots, 
brushes,  and  portmanteaus  strewn  all  about  the 
floor.  He  Avas  only  half-dressed — in  plain 
clothes,  I  observed,  not  in  uniform — and  his 
hair  A\'as  unbrushed,  and  he  looked  as  Avild  as 
his  room.  All  this  I  saAv  after  he  had  heartily 
Avelcomed  jne,  and  I  Avas  seated  near  him,  for 
he  started  upon  hearing  my  voice,  and  caught 
me  in  his  arms  in  a  moment.  Dear  Richard  [ 
He  Avas  ever  the  same  to  me.  DoAvn  to — ah, 
poor  poor  felloAv  ! — to  the  end,  he  never  re- 
ceived me  but  Avith  something  of  his  old  merry 
boyish  manner. 

"  Good  Heaven,  my  dear  little  Avoman,"  said 
he,  "  hew  do  you  come  here  ?  Who  could  have 
thought  of  seeing  you  !  Nothing  the  matter  ? 
Ada  is  Avell  ?  " 

';  Quite  Avell.     Lovfelier  than  ever,  Richard  !" 

"  Ah  !  "  he  said,  leaning  back  in  his  chair. 
'''  My  poor  cousin !  I  Avas  Avriting  to  you, 
Esther." 

So  Avorn  and  haggard  as  he  looked,  even  in 
the  fulness  of  his  handsome  youth,  leaning  back 
in  his  chair,  and  crushing  the  closely  Avritten 
sheet  of  paper  in  his  hand  ! 

"  Have  you  been  at  the  trouble  of  AATiting  all 
that,  and  am  I  not  to  read  it  after  all?"  I 
asked. 

"  Oh  my  dear,"'  he  returned,  Avith  a  hopeless 
gesture.  "  You  may  read  it  in  the  Avhole  room. 
It  is  all  OA^er  here." 

I  mildly  entreated. him  not  to  be  despondent. 
I  told  him  that  I  had  heard  by  chance  of  his 
being  in  difficulty,  and  .had  come  to  consult 
Avith  him  AA'hat  could  best  be  done. 

"Like  you,  Esther,  but  useless,  and  so  not 
like  you  ! "  said  he  Avith  a   melancholy  smile. 
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"  I  am  away  on  leave  this  day — should  have 
been  gone  in  another  hour — and  that  is  to 
smooth  it  over,  for  my  selling  out.  Well !  Let 
bygones  be  bygones.  So  this  calling  follows 
the  rest.  I  only  want  to  have  been  in  the 
church,  to  have  made  the  round  of  all  the  pro- 
fessions." 

"  Richard,"  I  urged,  "  it  is  not  so  hopeless  as 
that?" 

"  Esther,"  he  returned,  "  it  is  indeed.  I  am 
just  so  near  disgrace  as  that  those  who  are  put 
in  authority  over  me  (as  the  catechism  goes) 
would  far  rather  be  without  me  than  with  me. 
And  they  are  right.  Apart  from  debts  and  duns, 
and  all  such  drawbacks,  I  am  not  fit  even  for 
this  emplo)'ment.  I  have  no  care,  no  mind,  no 
heart,  no  soul,  but  for  one  thing.  Why,  if  this 
bubble  hadn't  broken  now,"  he  said,  tearing 
the  letter  he  had  written  into  fragments,  and 
moodily  casting  them  away,  by  driblets,  "  how 
could  I  have  gone  abroad  ?  I  must  have  been 
ordered  abroad ;  but  how  could  I  have  gone  ? 
How  could  I,  with  my  experience  of  that 
thing,  trust  even  Vholes  unless  I  was  at  his 
back ! " 

I  suppose  he  knew  by  my  face  what  I  Avas 
about  to  say,  but  he  caught  the  hand  I  had  laid 
upon  his  arm,  and  touched  my  own  lips  with  it 
to  prevent  me  from  going  on. 

"  No,  Dame  Durden  !  Two  subjects  I  for- 
bid— must  forbid.  The  first  is  John  Jarndyce. 
The  second,  you  know  what.  Call  it  madness, 
and  I  tell  you  I  can't  help  it  now.  and  can't  be 
sane.  But  it  is  no  such  thing;  it  is  the  one 
object  I  have  to  pursue.  It  is  a  pity  I  ever  was 
prevailed  upon  to  turn  out  of  my  road  for  any 
other.  It  would  be  wisdom  to  abandon  it  now, 
after  all  the  time,  anxiety,  and  pains  I  have 
bestowed  upon  it  !  O  yes,  true  wisdom.  It 
would  be  very  agreeable,  too,  to  some  people ; 
but  I  never  will." 

He  was  in  that  mood  in  which  I  thought  it 
best  not  to  increase  his  determination  (if  any- 
thing could  increase  it)  by  opposing  him.  I 
took  out  Ada's  letter,  and  put  it  in  his  hand. 
''Am  I  to  read  it  now?"  he  asked. 
As  I  told  him  yes,  he  laid- it  on  the  table,  and, 
resting  his  head  upon  his  hand,  began.  He  had 
not  read  far,  when  he  rested  his  head  upon  his 
two  hands — to  hide  his  face  from  me.  In  a 
little  while  he  rose  as  if  the  light  were  bad,  and 
went  to  the  window.  He  finished  reading  it 
there,  with  his  back  towards  me  ;  and,  after  he 
had  finished  and  had  folded  it  up,  stood  there 
for  some  minutes  with  the  letter  in  his  hand. 
When  he  came  back  to  his  chair,  I  saw  tears  in 
his  eyes. 


"  Of  course,  Esther,  you  know  what  she  says 
here  ? "'  He  spoke  in  a  softened  voice,  and 
kissed  the  letter  as  he  asked  me. 

"  Yes,  Richard." 

"  Offers  me,"  he  went  on,  tapping  his  foot 
upon  the  floor,  ''  the  little  inheritance  she  is 
certain  of  so  soon — ^just  as  little  and  as  much  as 
I  have  wasted — and  begs  and  prays  me  to  take 
it,  set  myself  right  with  it,  and  remain  in  the 
service." 

"  I  know  your  welfare  to  be  the  dearest  wish 
of  her  heart,"  said  I.  "  And  O,  my  dear 
Richard,  Ada's  is  a  noble  heart  !  " 

"  I  am  sure  it  is.     I — I  wish  I  was  dead  !  " 

He  went  back  to  the  window,  and  laying  his 
arm  across  it,  leaned  his  head  down  on  his  arm. 
It  greatly  affected  me  to  see  him  so ;  but  I 
hoped  he  might  become  more  yielding,  and  1 
remained  silent.  J\ly  experience  was  very 
limited ;  I  was  not  at  all  prepared  for  his 
Tousing  himself  out  of  this  emotion  to  a  new 
sense  of  injury. 

"  And  this  is  the  heart  that  the  same  John 
Jarndyce,  who  is  not  otherwise  to  be  mentioned 
between  us,  stepped  in  to  estrange  from  me," 
said  he,  indignantly.  "And  the  dear  girl  makes 
me  this  generous  offer  from  under  the  same 
John  Jarndyce's  roof,  and  with  the  same  John 
Jarndyce's  gracious  consent  and  connivance,  I 
dare  say,  cs  a  new  means  of  bu}-ing  me  off." 

"  Richard  !  "  I  cried  out,  rising  hastily,  "  I 
will  not  hear  you  say  such  shameful  Avords  ! " 
I  was  very  angry  with  him,  indeed,  for  the  first 
time  in  my  life ;  but  it  only  lasted  a  moment. 
When  I  saw  his  worn  young  face  looking  at  me, 
as  if  he  were  sorry,  I  put  my  hand  on  his 
shoulder,  and  said,  "  If  you  please,  my  dear 
Richard,  do  not  speak  in  such  a  tone  to  me. 
Consider  I  " 

He  blamed  himself  exceedingly ;  and  told 
me  in  the  most  generous  manner,  that  he  had 
been  very  wrong,  and  that  he  begged  my  pardon 
a  thousand  times.  At  that  I  laughed,  but 
trembled  a  little  too,  for  I  was  rather  fluttered 
after  being  so  fiery. 

"  To  accept  this  offer,  my  dear  Esther,"  said 
he,  sitting  down  beside  me,  and  resuming  our 
conversation, — *'  once  more,  pray,  pray  forgive 
me ;  I  am  deeply  grieved  —  to  accept  my 
dearest  cousin's  oft'er  is,  I  need  not  say,  im- 
possible. Besides,  I  have  letters  and  papers 
that  I  could  show  you,  which  would  convince 
you  it  is  all  over  here.  I  have  done  with  the 
red  coat,  believe  me.  But  it  is  some  satisfaction, 
in  the  midst  of  my  troubles  and  perplexities,  to 
know  that  I  am  pressing  Ada's  interests'  in 
pressing  my  OAvn.     Vholes  has  his  shoulder  to 
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the  wheel,  and  he  cannot  help  urging  it  on  as 
much  for  her  as  for  me,  thank  God  !  " 

His  sanguine  hopes  were  rising  within  him, 
and  lighting  up  his  features,  but  they  made 
his  face  more  sad  to  me  than  it  liad  been 
before. 

"No,  no!"'  cried  Richard,  exultingly.  "If 
every  farthing  of  Ada's  little  fortune  were  mine, 
no  part  of  it  should  be  spent  in  retaining  me  in 
what  I  am  not  fit  for,  can  take  no  interest  in, 
and  am  weary  of.  It  should  be  devoted  to  what 
l^romises  a  better  return,  and  should  be  used 
where  she  has  a  larger  stake.  Don't  be  uneasy 
for  me  \  I  shall  now  have  only  one  thing  on 
my  mind,  and  Vholes  and  I  will  work  it.  I 
shall  not  be  without  means.  Free  of  my  com- 
mission, I  shall  be  able  to  compound  with  some 
small  usurers,  who  will  hear  of  nothing  but  their 
bond  now — Vholes  says  so.  I  should  have  a 
balance  in  my  favour  any  way,  but  that  will 
swell  it.  Come,  come  !  You  shall  carry  a  letter 
to  Ada  from  me,  Esther,  and  you  must  both  of 
you  be  more  hopeful  of  me,  and  not  believe 
that  I  am  quite  cast  away  just  yet,  my  dear." 

I  will  not  repeat  what  I  said  to  Richard.  I 
know  it  was  tiresome,  and  nobody  is  to  suppose 
for  a  moment  that  it  w^as  at  all  wise.  It  only 
came  from  m)-  heart.  He  heard  it  patiently  and 
feelingly ;  but  I  saw  that  on  the  two  subjects  he 
had  reserved,  it  was  at  present  hopeless  to  make 
any  representation  to  him.  I  saw  too,  and  had 
experienced  in  this  very  interview,  the  sense  of 
my  Guardian's  remark,  that  it  was  even  more 
mischievous  to  use  persuasion  v.-ith  him  than  to 
leave  him  as  he  was. 

Therefore  I  was  driven  at  last  to  asking  Richard 
if  he  would  mind  convincing  me  that  it  really 
was  all  over  there,  as  he  had  said,  and  that  it 
was  not  his  mere  impression.  He  showed  me 
without  hesitation  a  correspondence  making  it 
quite  plain  that  his  retirement  was  arranged.  I 
found  from  what  he  told  me,  that  Mr.  Vholes 
had  copies  of  these  papers,  and  had  been  in 
consultation  with  him  throughout.  Beyond 
ascertaining  this,  and  having  been  the  bearer  of 
Ada's  letter,  and  being  (as  I  was  going  to  be) 
Richard's  companion  back  to  London,  I  had 
done  no  good  by  coming  down.  Admitting  this 
to  myself  with  a  reluctant  heart,  I  said  I  would 
return  to  the  hotel  and  wait  until  he  joined  me 
there  ;  so  he  threw  a  cloak  over  his  shoulders 
and  saw  me  to  the  gate,  and  Charley  and  I  went 
back  along  the  beach. 

There  was  a  concourse  of  people  in  one  spot, 
surr9unding  some  naval  officers  who  were  landing 
Irom  a  boat,  and  pressing  about  them  with  un- 
usual mterest.     I  said  to  Charley  this  would' be 


one  of  the  great  Indiaman's  boats  now,  and  we 
stopped  to  look. 

'Hie  gentlemen  came  s-lowly  up  from  the 
waterside,  speaking  good-humouredly  to  each 
other  and  to  the  people  around,  and  glancing 
about  them,  as  if  they  were  glad  to  be  in  England 
again.  "  Charley,  Charley  \ "  said  I,  "  come 
away  !"  And  I  hurried  on  so  swiftly  that  my 
little  maid  was  surprised. 

It  was  not  until  we  were  shut  up  in  our  cabin- 
room,  and  I  had  had  time  to  take  breath,  that  I 
began  to  think  why  I  had  made  such  haste.  In 
one  of  the  sunburnt  faces  I  had  recognised  Wx. 
Allan  Woodcourt,  and  I  had  been  afraid  of  his 
recognising  me.  I  had  been  unwilling  that  he 
should  see  my  altered  looks.  I  had  been  taken 
by  surprise,  and  my  courage  had  quite  failed  me. 
But  I  knew  this  w'ould  not  do,  and  I  now 
said  to  myself,  "  ]\Iy  dear,  there  is  no  reason — 
there  is  and  tl:cre  can  be  no  reason  at  all — \\hy 
it  should  be  worse  for  you  now,  than  it  ever  has 
been,  "What  \o\\  were  last  month,  you  are  to- 
day ;  you  are  no  worse,  you  are  no  better.  This 
is  not  your  resolution  ;  call  it  up,  Esther,  call  it 
up  !'  I  was  in  a  great  tremble — with  running 
— and  at  first  was  quite  unable  to  calm  myself; 
but  I  got  betlcr,  and  I  was  very  glad  to  know  it. 
The  party  came  to  the  hotel.  I  heard  them 
speaking  on  the  staircase.  I  was  sure  it  was  the 
same  gentlemen  because  I  knew  their  voices 
again — I  mean  I  knew  Mr.  Woodcourt's.  It 
■would  still  have  been  a  great  relief  to  me  to 
have  gone  away  without  making  myself  known, 
but  I  was  determined  not  to  do  so.  "  No,  my 
dear,  no.     No,  no,  no  !" 

I  untied  my  bonnet,  and  put  my  veil  half  up 
— I  think  I  mean  half  down,  but  it  matters  very 
little — and  wrote  on  one  of  my  cards  that  I 
happened  to  be  there  with  Mr.  Richard  Carstone ; 
and  I  sent  it  in  to  Mr.  Woodcourt.  He  came 
immediately.  I  told  him  I  was  rejoiced  to  be 
by  chance  among  the  first  to  welcome  him  home 
to  England.  And  I  saw  that  he  was  very  sorry 
for  me. 

"  You  have  been  in  shipwreck  and  peril  since 
you  left  us,  Mr.  Woodcourt,"  said  I,  "  but  we 
can  hardly  call  that  a  misfortune  which  enabled 
you  to  be  so  useful  and  so  brave.  We  read  of  it 
with  the  truest  interest.  It  first  came  to  my 
knowledge  through  your  old  patient,  poor  Miss 
Elite,  when  I  was  recovering  from  my  severe 
illness." 

"  Ah  !  little  Miss  Elite ! "  he  said.     "  She  lives 
the  same  life  yet?" 
"  Just  the  same." 

I  was  so  comfortable  with  myself  now,  as  not 
to  mind  the  veil,  and  to  be  able  to  put  it  aside. 
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"Her  gratitude  to  you,  Mr.  Woodcourt,  is 
delightful.  She  is  a  most  affectionate  creature, 
as  I  have  reason  to  say." 

"  You — you  have  found  her  so?"  he  returned. 
"  I — I  am  glad  of  that."  He  was  so  very 
sorry  for  me  that  he  could  scarcely  speak. 

"  I  assure  you,"  said  I,  "  that  I  was  deeply 
touched  by  her  sympathy  and  [ileasure  at  the 
time  I  have  referred  to." 

"  I  was  grieved  to  hear  that  you  had  been 
very  ill." 

"  I  was  very  ill." 

"  But  you  have  quite  recovered  ?" 

"  T  have  quite  recovered  my  health  and  my 
cheerfulness,"  said  I.  "  You  know  how  good 
my  Guardian  is,  and  what  a  happy  life  we  lead  ; 
and  I  have  everything  to  be  thankful  for,  and 
nothing  in  the  world  to  desire." 

I  felt  as  if  he  had  greater  commiseration  for 
me  than  I  had  ever  had  for  myself.  It  inspired 
me  with  new  fortitude,  and  new  calmness,  to 
find  tl;at  it  was  I  who  was  under  the  necessity 
of  reassuring  him.  I  spoke  to  him  of  his  voyage 
out  and  home,  and  of  his  future  plans,  and  of 
his  probable  return  to  India.  He  said  that  was 
very  doubtful.  He  had  not  found  himself  more 
favoured  by  fortune  there,  than  here.  He  had 
gone  out  a  poor  ship's  surgeon,  and  had  come 
home  nothing  better.  While  we  were  talking, 
and  when  I  was  glad  to  believe  that  I  had 
alleviated  (if  I  may  use  such  a  term)  the  shock 
he  had  had  in  seeing  me,  Richard  came  in.  He 
had  heard  down-stairs  who  was  with  me,  and 
they  met  with  cordial  pleasure. 

I  saw  that  after  their  first  greetings  were  over, 
and  when  they  spoke  of  Pvichard's  career,  Mr. 
Woodcourt  had  a  perception  that  all  was  not 
going  well  with  him.  He  frequently  glanced  at 
his  face,  as  if  there  were  something  in  it  that  gave 
him  pain ;  and  more  than  once  he  looked 
towards  me,  as  though  he  sought  to  ascertain 
whether  I  knew  what  the  truth  was.  Yet  Richard 
was  in  one  of  his  sanguine  states,  and  in  good 
spirits ;  and  was  thoroughly  pleased  to  see  Mr. 
^Voodcourt  again,  whom  he  had  always  liked. 

Richard  proposed  that  we  all  should  go  to 
London  together  ;  but  Mr.  \\'oodcourt  having  to 
remain  by  his  ship  a  litUe  longer,  could  not  join 
us.  He  dined  with  us,  however,  at  an  early 
hour ;  and  became  so  much  more  like  what  he 
used  to  be,  that  I  was  still  more  at  peace  to 
think  I  had  been  able  to  soften  his  regrets.  Yet 
his  mind  was  not  relieved  of  Richard.  When 
the  coach  was  almost  ready,  and  Richard  ran 
down  to  look  after  his  luggage,  he  spoke  to  me 
about  him. 

I  was  not  sure  that  I  had  a  right  to   lay  his 


whole  story  open  ;  but  I  referred  in  a  few  words 
to  his  estrangement  from  Mr.  Jarndyce,  and  to 
his  being  entangled  in  the  ill-flxted  Chancery 
suit.  Mr.  Woodcourt  listened  with  interest  and 
expressed  his  regret. 

"  I  saw  you  observe  him  rather  closely,"  said 
I.     "  Do  you  think  him  so  changed  ?" 

"  He  is  changed,"  he  returned,  shaking  his 
head. 

I  felt  the  blood  rush  into  my  face  for  the  first 
time,  but  it  was  only  an  instantaneous  emotion. 
I  turned  my  head  aside,  and  it  was  gone. 

"  It  is  not,"  said  Air.  Woodcourt,  "  his  being 
so  much  younger  or  older,  or  thinner  or  fatter,  or 
paler  or  ruddier,  as  there  being  upon  his  face 
such  a  singular  expression.  I  never  saw  so 
remarkable  a  look  in  a  young  person.  One 
cannot  say  that  it  is  all  anxiety,  or  all  weariness  ; 
yet  it  is  both,  and  like  ungrown  despair." 

"You  do  not  think  he  is  ill?"  said  I. 

No.     He  looked  robust  in  body. 

"  That  he  cannot  be  at  peace  in  mind,  we 
have  too  much  reason  to  know,"  I  proceeded. 
"  Mr.  Woodcourt,  you  are  going  to  London  ?" 

"  To-morrow  or  the  next  day." 

"  There  is  nothing  Richard  wants  so  much,  as 
a  friend.  He  always  liked  you.  Pray  see  him 
when  you  get  there.  Pray  help  him  sometimes 
with  your  companionship,  if  you  can.  You  do 
not  know  of  what  service  it  might  be.  You 
cannot  think  how  Ada,  and  Mr.  Jarnd3-ce,  and 
even  I — how  we  should  all  thank  you,  Mr. 
Woodcourt ! " 

"  Miss  Summerson,"  he  said,  more  moved  than 
he  had  been  from  the  first,  "  before  Heaven,  I 
will  be  a  true  friend  to  him  !  I  will  accept  him 
as  a  trust,  and  it  shall  be  a  sacred  one  ! " 

"  God  bless  you  !  "  said  I,  with  my  eyes  filling 
fast ;  but  I  thought  they  might,  when  it  was  not 
for  myself.  "Ada  loves  him — we  all  love  him, 
but  Ada  loves  him  as  we  cannot.  I  will  tell  her 
what  you  say.  Thank  you,  and  God  bless  you, 
in  her  name  !  " 

Richard  came  back  as  we  finished  exchanging 
these  hurried  words,  and  gave  me  his  arm  to 
take  me  to  the  coach. 

"  Woodcourt,"  he  said,  unconscious  with  what 
application,  "  pray  let  us  meet  in  London  !  " 

"  Meet  ?"  returned  the  other.  "  I  have  scarcely 
a  friend  there,  now,  but  you.  Where  shall  I 
find  you  ?  " 

"Why,  I  must  get  a  lodging  of  some  sort," 
said  Richard,  pondering.  "  Say  at  Vholes's, 
Symond's  Inn." 

"  Good  !     Without  loss  of  time." 

They  shook  hands  heartily.  When  I  ^\•as 
seated  in  the  coach,  and  Richard  was  yet  stand- 
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ing  in  the  street,  Mr.  Woodcourt  laid  his  friendly 
hand  on  Richard's  shoulder,  and  looked  at  me. 
I  understood  him,  and  waved  mine  in  thanks. 

And  in  his  last  look  as  we  drove  away,  I  saw 
that  he  was  very  sorry  for  me.  I  was  glad  to 
see  it.  I  felt  for  my  old  self  as  the  dead  may 
feel  if  they  ever  revisit  these  scenes.  I  was  glad 
to  be  tenderly  remembered,  to  be  gently  pitied, 
not  to  be  quite  forgotten. 


CHAPTER  XLVI. 


ARKNESS  rests  upon  Tom-all- 
Alone's.  Dilating  and  dilating  since 
the  sun  went  down  last  night,  it  has 
gradually  swelled  until  it  fills  every 
void  in  the  place.  For  a  time  there 
"were  some  dungeon  lights  burning,  as 
the  lamp  of  Life  burn's  in  Tom-all- 
^^  Alone's,  heavily,  heavily,  in  the  nauseous 
air,  and  winking — as  that  lamp,  too,  winks  in 
Tom-all-Alone's^at  many  horrible  things.  But 
they  are  blotted  out.  The  moon  has  eyed  Tom 
v/ilh  a  dull  cold  stare,  as  admitting  some  puny 
emulation  of  herself  in  his  desert  region  unfit 
for  life  and  blasted  by  volcanic  fires ;  but  she 
has  passed  on,  and  is  gone.  The  blackest  night- 
mare in  the  infernal  stables  grazes  on  Tom-all- 
Alone's,  and  Tom  is  fast  asleep. 
'  Much  mighty  speech-making  there  has  been, 
both  in  and  out  of  Parliament,  concerning  Tom, 
and  much  \\'rathful  disputation  how  Tom  shall 
be  got  right.  Whether  he  shall  be  put  into  the 
main  road  by  constables,  or  by  beadles,  or  by 
bell-ringing,  or  by  force  of  figures,  or  by  correct 
principles  of  taste,  or  by  high  church,  or  by  low 
church,  or  by  no  church ;  whether  he  shall  be 
set  to  splitting  trusses  of  polemical  straws  with 
the  crooked  knife  of  his  mind,  or  whether  he 
shall  be  put  to  stone-breaking  instead.  In  the 
midst  of  which  dust  and  noise,  there  is  but  one 
thing  perfecdy  clear,  to  wit,  that  Tom. only  may 
and  can,  or  shall  and  will,  be  reclaimed  according 
to  somebody's  theory  but  nobody's  practice.  And 
in  the  hopel'ul  meantime,  Tom  goes  to  perdition 
head  foremost  in  his  old  determined  spirit. 

But  he  has  his  revenge.  Even  the  winds  are 
his  messengers,  and  they  serve  him  in  these 
hours  of  darkness.  There  is  not  a  drop  of  Tom's 
corrupted  blood  but  propagates  infection  and 
contagion  somewhere.  It  shall  pollute,  this  very 
night,  the  choice  stream  (in  which  chemists  on 
analysis  would  find  the  genuine  nobility)  of  a 


Norman  house,  and  his  Grace  shall  not  be  able 
to  say  Nay  to  the  infamous  alliance.  There  is 
not  an  atom  of  Tom's  slime,  not  a  cubic  inch 
•of  any  pestilential  gas  in  which  he  lives,  not  one 
obscenity  or  degradation  about  him,  not  an 
ignorance,  not  a  wickedness,  not  a  brutality  of 
his  committing,  but  shall  work  its  retribution, 
through  every  order  of  society,  up  to  the  proudest 
of  the  proud,  and  to  the  highest  of  the  high. 
Verily,  what  with  tainting,  plundering,  and  spoil- 
ing, Tom  has  his  revenge. 

It  is  a  moot  point  whether  Tom-all-Alone's 
be  uglier  by  day  or  by  night ;  but  on  the  argu- 
ment that  the  more  that  is  seen  of  it  the  more 
shocking  it  must  be,  and  that  no  part  of  it  left 
to  the  imagination  is  at  all  likely  to  be  made  so 
bad  as  the  reality,  day  carries  it.  The  day  be- 
gins to  break  now;  and  in  truth  it  might  be 
better  for  the  national  glory  even  that  the  sun 
should  sometimes  set  upon  the  British  dominions, 
than  that  it  should  ever  rise  upon  so  vile  a 
wonder  as  Tom. 

A  brown  sunburnt  gentleman,  who  appears  in 
some  inaptitude  for  sleep  to  be  wandering  abroad 
rather  than  counting  the  hours  on  a  restless  pillow, 
strolls  hitherward  at  this  quiet  time.  Attracted 
by  curiosity,  he  often  pauses  and  looks  about 
him,  up  and  down  the  miserable  by-ways.  Nor 
is  he  merely  curious,  for  in  his  bright  dark  eye 
there  is  compassionate  interest ;  and  as  he  looks 
here  and  there,  he  seems  to  understand  such 
wretchedness,  and  to  have  studied  it  before. 

On  the  banks  of  the  stagnant  channel  of  mud 
which  is  the  main  street  of  Tom-all-Alone's, 
nothing  is  to  be  seen  but  the  crazy  houses,  shut 
up  and  silent.  No  waking  creature  sa\e  himself 
appears,  except  in  one  direction,  where  he  sees 
the  solitary  figure  of  a  woman  sitting  on  a  door- 
step. He  walks  that  way.  Approaching,  he  ob- 
serves that  she  has  journeyed  a  long  distance, 
and  is  footsore  and  travel-stained.  She  sits  on 
the  doorstep  in  the  manner  of  one  who  is  waiting, 
with  her  elbow  on  her  knee  and  her  head  upon 
her  hand.  Beside  her  is  a  canvas  bag,  or  bundle, 
she  has  carried.  She  is  dozing  probably,  for  she 
gives  no  heed  to  his  steps  as  he  comes  toward 
her. 

The  broken  footway  is  so  narrow,  that  when 
Allan  Woodcourt  comes  to  where  the  worjian 
sits,  he  has  to  turn  into  the  road  to  pass  her. 
Looking  down  at  her  face,  his  eye  meets  hers, 
and  he  stops. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?  " 
"  Nothing,  sir." 

"  Can't  )^ou  make  them  hear?  Do  you  want 
to  be  let  in  ?  " 

"  I'm   waiting   till    they   get   up   at    another 
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house — a  lodging-house — not  here,"  the  woman 
patiently  returns.  "  I'm  waiting  here  because 
there  will  be  sun  here  presently  to  warm  me." 

"  I  am  afraid  you  are  tired,  I  am  sorry  to 
see  you  sitting  in  the  street." 

"Thank  you,  sir.     It  don't  matter." 

A  habit  in  him  of  speaking  to  the  poor,  and 
of  avoiding  patronage  or  condescension,  or  child- 
ishness (which  is  the  favourite  device,  many 
people  deeming  it  quite  a  subtlety  to  talk  to 
them  like  little  spelling  books),  has  put  him  on 
good  terms  with  the  woman  easily. 

"Let  me  look  at  your  forehead,"  he  says, 
bending  down.  "  I  am  a  doctor.  Don't  be 
afraid.     I  wouldn't  hurt  you  for  the  v/orld." 

He  knows  that  by  touching  her  with  his  skilful 
and  accustomed  hand,  he  can  soothe  her  yet 
more  readily.  She  makes  a  slight  objection, 
saying,  "  It's  nothing  ; "  but  he  has  scarcely  laid 
his  fingers  on  the  wounded  place  when  she  lifts 
it  up  to  the  light.  " 

"  Ay  !  A  bad  bruise,  and  the  skin  sadly 
broken.     This  must  be  very  sore." 

"  It  do  ache  a  little,  sir,"  returns  the  woman, 
with  a  started  tear  upon  her  cheek. 

"  Let  me  try  to  make  it  more  comfortable. 
yiy  handkerchief  won't  hurt  you." 

"  O  dear  no,  sir,  I'm  sure  of  that !  " 

He  cleanses  the  injured  place  and  dries  it; 
and  having  carefully  examined  it  and  gently 
pressed  it  with  the  palm  of  his  hand,  takes  a 
small  case  from  his  pocket,  dresses  it,  and  binds 
it  up.  ^Vhile  he  is  thus  employed,  he  says,  after 
laughing  at  his  establishing  a  surgery  in  the 
street  : 

"  And  so  your  husband  is  a  brickmaker  ? '' 

"  How  do  you  know  that,  sir  ? "  asked  the 
woman,  astonished. 

"  Why,  I  suppose  so,  from  the  colour  of  the 
clay  upon  your  bag  and  on  your  dress.  And  I 
know  brickmakers  go  about  working  at  piece- 
work in  different  places.  And  I  am  sorry  to  say 
I  have  known  them  cruel  to  their  wives  too." 

The  woman  hastily  lifts  up  her  eyes  as  if  she 
would  deny  that  her  injury  is  referable  to  such 
a  cause.  But  feeling  the  hand  upon  her  fore- 
head, and  seeing  his  busy  and  composed  face, 
she  quietly  drops  them  again. 

"Where  is  he  now  ?  "  asks  the  surgeon. 

"He  got  into  trouble  last  night,  sir ;  but  he'll 
look  for  me  at  the  lodging-house." 

"  He  will  get  into  worse  trouble  if  he  often 
misuses  his  large  and  heavy  hand  as  he  has 
misused  it  here.  But  you  forgive  him,  brutal  as 
he  is,  and  I  say  no  more  of  him,  except  that  I 
wish  he  deserved  it.  You  have  no  young 
child  ?  " 


The  woman  shakes  her  head.  "  One  as  I 
calls  mine,  sir,  but  it's  Liz's." 

"  Your  own  is  dead.  I  see  I  Poor  little 
thing  ! " 

By  this  time  he  has  finished,  and  is  putting 
up  his  case.  "  I  suppose  you  have  some  set- 
tled home.  Is  it  far  from  here  ?  "  he  asks,  good- 
humouredly  making  light  of  what  he  has  done, 
as  she  gets  up  and  curtseys. 

"  It's  a  good  two  or  three-and-twenty  mile 
from  here,  sir.  At  Saint  Albans.  You  know 
Saint  Albans,  sir  ?  I  thought  you  gave  a  start 
like,  as  if  you  did  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  know  something  of  it.  And  now  I 
will  ask  you  a  question  in  return.  Have  you 
money  for  your  lodging  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir,"  she  says,  "  really  and  trul}-."  And 
she  shows  it.  He  tells  her,  in  acknowledgment 
of  her  many  subdued  thanks,  that  she  is  very  wel- 
come, gives  her  good  day,  and  walks  away.  Tom- 
all-Alone's  is  still  asleep,  and  nothing  is  astir. 

Yes,  something  is  !  As  he  retraces  his  way 
to  the  point  from  which  he  descried  the  woman 
at  a  distance  sitting  on  the  step,  he  sees  a 
ragged  figure  coming  very  cautiously  along, 
crouching  close  to  the  soiled  walls — which  the 
wretchedest  figure  might  as  well  avoid — and 
furtively  thrusting  a  hand  before  it.  It  is  the 
figure  of  a  youth,  whose  face  is  hollow,  and 
whose  eyes  have  an  emaciated  glare.  He  is  so 
intent  on  getting  along  unseen,  that  even  the 
apparition  of  a  stranger  in  whole  garments  does 
not  tempt  him  to  look  back.  He  shades  his 
face  with  his  ragged  elbow  as  he  passes  on  the 
other  side  of  the  way,  and  goes  shrinking  and 
creeping  on,  with  his  anxious  hand  before  him, 
and  his  shapeless  clothes  hanging  in  shreds. 
Clothes  made  for  what  purpose,  or  of  what 
material,  it  would  be  impossible  to  say.  They 
look,  in  colour  and  in  substance,  like  a  bundle 
of  rank  leaves  of  swanipy  growth,  that  rotted 
long  ago. 

Allan  Woodcourt  pauses  to  look  after  him 
and  note  all  this,  with  a  shadowy  belief  that  he 
has  seen  the  boy  before.  He  cannot  recall  how, 
or  where  ;  but  there  is  some  association  in  his 
mind  with  such  a  form.  He  imagines  that  he 
must  have  seen  it  in  some  hospital  or  refuge ; 
still,  cannot  make  out  why  it  comes  with  any 
special  force  on  his  remembrance. 

He  is  gradually  emerging  from  Tom-all- 
Alone's  in  the  morning  light,  thinking  about 
it,  when  he  hears  running  feet  behind  him ;  and 
looking  round,  sees  ^he  boy  scouring  towards 
him  at  great  speed,  followed  by  the  woman. 

"  Stop  him,  stop  him  ! "  cries  the  woman, 
almost  breathless.     "  Stop  him,  sir  !  " 
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He  darts  across  the  road  into  the  boy's  path, 
but  the  boy  is  quicker  tlian  he — makes  a  curve 
— ducks — dives  under  his  hands — comes  up 
half-a-dozen  yards  beyond  him,  and  scours  away 
again.  Still,  the  woman  follows,  crying,  "  Stop 
him,  sir,  pray  stop  him  ! "  Allan,  not  knowing 
but  that  he  has  just  robbed  her  of  her  money, 
follows  in  chase,  and  runs  so  hard,  that  he  runs 
the  boy  down  a  dozen  times  ;  but  each  time  he 
repeats  the  curve,  the  duck,  the  dive,  and  scours 
away  again.  To  strike  at  him,  on  any  of  these 
occasions,  would  be  to  fell  and  disable  him ; 
but  the  pursuer  cannot  resolve  to  do  that ;  and 
so  the  grimly  ridiculous  pursuit  continues.  At 
last  the  fugitive,  hard-pressed,  takes  to  a  narrow 
passage,  and  a  court  which  has  no  thoroughfare. 
Here,  against  a  hoarding  of  decaying  timber,  he 
is  brought  to  bay,  and  tumbles  down,  lying 
gasping  at  his  pursuer,  who  stands  and  gasps  at 
him  until  the  woman  comes  up. 

"  O  )-ou,  Jo  !  "  cries  the  woman.  "  What  ? 
I  have  found  you  at  last !  " 

"  Jo,"  repeats  Allan,  looking  at  him  with 
attention.  "  Jo !  Stay.  To  be  sure !  I  re- 
collect this  lad  some  time  ago  being  brought 
before  the  coroner." 

"  Yes,  I  see  you  once  afore  at  the  Inkwhich," 
whimpers  Jo.  "What  of  that?  Can't  you 
never  let  such  an  unfortnet  as  me  alone  ?  An't 
I  unfortnet  enough  for  you  yet  ?  How  unfortnet 
do  you  want  me  fur  to  be  ?  I've  been  a  chivied 
and  a  chivied,  fust  by  one  on  you  and  nixt  by 
another  on  you,  till  I'm  worritted  to  skins  and 
bones.  The  Inkwhich  warn't  7ny  fault.  /  done 
nothink.  He  wos  wery  good  to  me  he  wos ;  he 
wos  the  only  one  I  knowed  to  speak  to,  as  ever 
come  across  my  crossing.  It  ain't  wery  likely  I 
should  want  him  to  be  Inkwhich'd.  I  only 
wish  I  wos,  myself.  I  don't  know  why  I  don't  go 
and  make  a  hole  in  the  water,  I'm  sure  I  don't." 

He  says  it  with  such  a  pitiable  air,  and  his 
grimy  tears  appear  so  real,  and  he  lies  in  the 
corner  up  against  the  hoarding  so  like  a  growth 
of  fungus  or  any  unwholesome  excrescence  pro- 
duced there  in  neglect  and  impurity,  that  Allan 
Woodcourt  is  softened  towards  him.  He  says 
to  the  woman,  "  Miserable  creature,  what  has  he 
done  ?  " 

To  which  she  only  replies,  shaking  her  head 
at  the  prostrate  figure  more  amazedly  than 
angrily :  "  Oh  you,  Jo,  you  Jo.  I  have  found 
you  at  last  !  " 

"  What  has  he  done  ?  "  says  Allan.  "  Has 
he  robbed  you  ?  "  • 

"  No,  sir,  no.  Robbed  me  ?  He  did  nothing 
but  what  was  kind-hearted  by  me,  and  that's  the 
wonder  of  it.' 


Allan  looks  from  Jo  to  the  woman,  and  from 
tlie  woman  to  Jo,  waiting  for  one  of  tliem  to 
unravel  the  riddle. 

"  But  he  was  along  with  me,  sir,"  says  the 
woman, — "  O  you  Jo  ! — he  was  along  with  me, 
sir,  down  at  Saint  Albans,  ill,  and  a  young  lady 
Lord  bless  her  for  a  good  friend  to  me  took  pity 
on  him  when  I  durstn't,  and  took  him  home — " 

Allan  shrinks  back  from  him  with  a  sudden 
horror. 

"  Yes,  sir,  yes.  Took  him  home,  and  made 
him  comfortable,  and  like  a  thankless  monster 
he  ran  away  in  the  night,  and  never  has  been 
seen  or  heard  of  since,  till  I  set  eyes  on  him 
just  now.  And  that  young  lady  that  was  such  a 
pretty  dear,  caught  his  illness,  lost  her  beautiful 
looks,  and  wouldn't  hardly  be  known  for  the 
same  young  lady  now,  if  it  wasn't  for  her  angel 
temper,  and  her  pretty  shape,  and  her  sweet 
voice.  Do  you  know  it  ?  You  ungrateful 
wretch,  do  you  know  that  this  is  all  along  of 
you  and  of  her  goodness  to  you?"  demands  the 
woman,  beginning  to  rage  at  him  as  she  recalls 
it,  and  breaking  into  passionate  tears. 

'^I'he  boy,  in  rough  sort  stunned  by  what  he 
hears,  falls  to  smearing  his  dirty  forehead  with. 
his  dirty  palm,  and  to  staring  at  the  ground,  and 
to  shaking  from  head  to  foot  until  the  crazy 
hoarding  against  which  he  leans,  rattles. 

Allan  restrains  the  woman,  merely  by  a  quiet 
gesture,  but  eftectually. 

"  Richard  told  me,"  he  falters,  "  — I  mean, 
I  ha^•e  heard  of  this — don't  mind  me  for  a 
moment,  I  will  speak  presently." 

He  turns  away,  and  stands  for  awhile  look- 
ing out  at  the  covered  passage.  When  he  comes 
back,  he  has  recovered  his  composure ;  except 
that  he  contends  against  an  avoidance  of  the 
boy,  which  is  so  very  remarkable,  that  it  absorbs 
the  woman's  attention. 

"  You  hear  what  she  says.  But  get  up, 
get  up  ! " 

Jo,  shaking  and  chattering,  slowly  rises,  and 
stands,  after  the  manner  of  his  tribe  in  a  diffi- 
culty, sideways  against  the  hoarding,  resting  one 
of  his  high  shoulders  against  it,  and  covertly 
rubbing  his  right  hand  over  his  left,  and  his  left 
foot  over  his  right. 

"You  hear  what  she  says,  and  I  know  it's 
true.     Have  you  been  here  ever  since  ?  " 

"  Wishermaydie  if  I  seen  Tom-all-Alonc's  till 
this  blessed  morning,"  replies  Jo,  hoarsely. 

"  Why  have  you  come  here  now  ?  " 

Jo  looks  all  round  the  confined  court,  looks 
at  his  questioner  no  higher  than  the  knees,  and 
finally  answers  : 

"  I  don't  know  how  to  do  nothink,   and    I 
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can't  get  nothink  to  do.  I'm  wery  poor  and  ill, 
and  I  thought  I'd  come  back  here  when  there 
warn't  nobody  about,  and  lay  down  and  hide 
somewheres  as  I  knows  on  till  arter  dark,  and 
then  go  and  beg  a  trifle  of  Mr.  Sangsby,  He  wos 
alius  willin  fur  to  give  me  somethink  he  wos, 
though  Mrs.  Sangsby  she  was  alius  a  chivying 
on  me — like  everybody  everywheres." 

"  Where  have  you  come  from  ?  " 

Jo  looks  all  round  the  court  again,  looks  at 


his  questioner's  knees  again,  and  concludes  by 
laying  his  profile  against  the  hoarding  in  a  sort 
of  resignation. 

"  Did  you  hear  me  ask  you  where  you  have 
come  from  ?  " 

"  Tramp  then,"  says  Jo. 

"  Now,  tell  me,"  proceeds  Allan,  making  a 
strong  effort  to  overcome  his  repugnance,  going 
very  near  to  him,  and  leaning  over  him  with  an 
expression  of  confidence,  "  tell  me  how  it  cam-j 
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about  that  you  left  that  house,  when  the  good 
young  lady  had  been  so  unfortunate  as  to  pity 
you,  and  take  you  home." 

Jo  suddenly  comes  out  of  his  resignation,  and 
excitedly  declares, addressing  the  woman,  that  he 
never  known  about  the  young  lady,  that  he  never 
lieern  about  it,  that  he  never  went  fur  to  hurt 
her,  that  he  would  sooner  have  hurt  his  own 
self,  that  he'd  sooner  have  had  his  unfortnet  ed 
chopped  off  than  ever  gone  a-nigh  her,  and  that 
she  wos  v>'ery  good  to  him,  she  wos.  Con- 
ducting himself  throughout  as  if  in  his  poor 
fashion  he  really  meant  it,  and  winding  up  with 
some  very  miserable  sobs. 

Allan  Woodcourt  sees  that  this  is  not  a  sham. 


He  constrains  himself  to  touch  him.  "  Come, 
Jo.     Tell  me." 

"  No.  I  dustn't,"  siys  Jo,  relapsing  into  the 
profile  state.     "  I  dustn't,  or  I  would." 

'•  But  I  must  know,"  returns  the  other,  "  all 
the  same.     Come,  Jo." 

After  two  or  three  such  adjurations,  Jo  lifts 
up  his  head  again,  looks  round  the  court  again, 
and  says  in  a  low  voice,  "  Well,  I'll  tell  you 
something.     I  wos  took  away.     There  !" 

"  Took  away  ?     In  the  night  ?  " 

"  Ah  ! "  Very  apprehensive  of  being  over- 
heard, Jo  looks  about  him,  and  even  glances  up 
some  ten  feet  at  the  top  of  the  hoarding,  and 
through  the  cracks  in  it,  lest  the  object  of  his 
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distrust  should  be  looking  over,  or  hidden  on 
llie  other  side. 

"  \\\\o  took  you  a\vay  ? " 

"  I  dustn't  name  him,"  says  Jo.  "  I  dustn't 
do  it,  sir." 

"  But  Iwant,  in  the  young  lady's  name, to  know. 
You  may  trust  me.      No  one  else  shall  hear." 

"  Ah,  but  I  don't  know,"  replies  Jo,  shaking 
his  head  fearfully,  "  as  he  doii't  hear." 

"  Why,  he  is  not  in  this  place." 

"Oh,  ain't  he  though?"  says  Jo.  "  He's  in 
all  manner  of  places,  all  at  wanst." 

Allan  looks  at  him  in  perplexity,  but  dis- 
covers some  real  meaning  and  good  faith  at 
the  bottom  of  this  bewildering  reply.  He 
patiently  awaits  an  explicit  answer  ;  and  Jo, 
more  baffled  by  his  patience  than  by  anything 
else,  at  last  desperately  whispers  a  name  in 
his  ear. 

"  Ay ! "  says  Allan.  "  Why,  what  had  ^^ou 
been  doing?" 

"  Nothink,  sir.  Never  done  nothink  to  get 
myself  into  no  trouble,  'sept  in  not  moving  on 
and  the  Inkwhich.  But  I'm  a  moving  on  nov/. 
I'm  a  moving  on  to  the  berryin  gromid — that's 
the  move  as  I'm  up  to." 

"  No,  no,  we  will  try  to  prevent  that.  But 
what  did  he  do  with  you?" 

"  Put  me  in  a  horsepittle,"  replied  Jo,  whis- 
pering, *'  till  I  was  discharged,  then  giv  me  a 
little  money — four  half  bulls,  wot  you  may  call 
half-crowns — and  ses  '  Hook  it !  Nobody  wants 
you  here,'  he  ses.  '  You  hook  it.  You  go  and 
tramp,'  he  ses.  '  You  move  on,'  he  ses.  '  Don't 
.  let  me  ever  see  you  nowheres  within  forty  mile 
of  London,  or  you'll  repent  it.'  So  I  shall,  if 
ever  he  doos  see  me,  and  he'll  see  me  if  I'm 
above  ground,"  concludes  Jo,  nervously  repeat- 
ing all  his  former  precautions  and  investi- 
gations. 

Allan  considers  a  little ;  then  remarks,  turn- 
ing to  the  woman,  but  keeping  an  encouraging 
eye  on  Jo  :  "  He  is  not  so  ungrateful  as  you 
supposed.  He  had  a  reason  for  going  away, 
though  it  was  an  insufficient  one." 

"  Thank'ee,  sir,  thank'ee  ! "  exclaims  Jo- 
■"There  now!  See  how  hard  you  wos.  upon 
me.  But  ony  you  tell  the  young  lady  wot  the 
genlmn  ses,  and  it's  all  right.  For  you  was  wery 
good  to  me  too,  and  I  knows  it." 

_ "  Now,  Jo,"  says  Allan,  keeping  his  eye  upon 
him,  "  come  Avith  me,  and  I  will  find  you  a 
better  place  than  this  to  lie  down  and  hide 
m.  •  If  I  take  one  side  of  the  way  and  you  the 
other  to  avoid  observation,  you  will  not  run 
away,  I  know  very  well,  if  you  make  me  a 
promise." 


"  I  won't,  not  unless  I  wos  to  see  Jiiin  a 
coming,  sir." 

"  Very  well.  I  take  5'our  word.  Half  the 
town  is  getting  up  by  this  time,  and  the  whole 
town  will  be  broad  awake  in  another  hour. 
Come  along.  Good  day  again,  my  good 
woman." 

'•  Good  day  again,  sir,  and  I  thank  you 
kindly  many  times  again." 

She  has  been  sitting  on  her  bag,  deeply 
attentive,  and  now  rises  and  takes  it  up.  Jo, 
repeating,  "  Ony  you  tell  the  young  lady  as  I 
never  went  fur  to  hurt  her  and  wot  the  genlmn 
ses  ! "  nods  and  shambles  and  shivers,  and 
smears  and  blinks,  and  half  laughs  and  half 
cries,  a  farewell  to  her,  and  takes  his  creeping 
way  along  after  Allan  Woodcourt,  close  to  the 
houses  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  street.  In 
this  order,  the  two  come  up  out  of  Tom-all- 
Alone's  into  the  broad  rays  of  the  sunlight  and 
the  purer  air. 


CHAPTER  XLVII. 

jo's   WILL. 

'S  Allan  Woodcourt  and  Jo  proceed 
along  the  streets,  where  the  high 
church  spires  and  the  distances  are 
so  near  and  clear  in  the  morning 
light  that  the  city  itself  seems  re- 
newed by  rest,  Allan  revolves  in  his 
mind  how  and  where  he  shall  be- 
stow liis  companion.  "  It  surely  is  a 
strange  fact,"  he  considers,  "  that  in  the  heart 
of  a  civilised  world  this  creature  in  human  form 
should  be  more  difficult  to  dispose  of  than  an 
unknown  dog."  But  it  is  none  the  less  a  fact 
because  of  its  strangeness,  and  the  difficulty 
remains. 

At  first,  he  looks  behind  him  often,  to  assure 
himself  that  Jo  is  still  really  following.  But, 
look  where  he  will,  he  still  beholds  him  close 
to  the  opposite  houses,  making  his  v>^ay  with 
his  wary  hand  from  brick  to  brick  and  from 
door  to  door,  and  often,  as  he  creeps  along, 
glancing  over  at  him,  watchfully.  Soon  satis- 
fied that  the  last  thing  in  his  thoughts  is  to  give 
him  the  slip,  Allan  goes  on ;  considering  with 
a  less  divided  attention  what  he  shall  do. 

A  breakfast-stall  at  a  street  corner  suggests 
the  first  thing  to  be  done.  He  stops  there, 
looks  round,  and  beckons  Jo.  Jo  crosses,  and 
comes  halting  and  shufiling  up,  slowly  scooping 
the  knuckles  of  his  right  hand  round  and  round 
in  the  hollowed  palm  of  his  left — kneading  dirt 
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with  a  natural  pestle  and  mortar.  What  is  a 
dainty  repast  to  Jo  is  then  set  before  him,  and 
he  begins  to  gulp  the  coffee,  and  to  gnaw  the 
bread  and  butter;  looking  anxiously  about  him 
in  all  directions  as  he  eats  and  tlrinks,  like  a 
scared  animal. 

But  he  is  so  sick  and  miserable,  that  even 
iiunger  has  abandoned  him.  "  I  thought  I  was 
amost  a  starvin,  sir,"  says  Jo,  soon  putting  down 
his  food ;  '•  but  I  don't  know  nothink — not  even 
that.  I  don't  care  for  eating  wittles  nor  yet  for 
drinking  on  'em."  And  Jo  stands  shivering,  and 
looking  at  the  breakfast  wondcringly. 

Allan  VVoodcourt  lays  his  hand  upon  his 
pulse,  and  on  his  chest.  "  Draw  breath,  Jo  !" 
"  It  draws,"  says  Jo,  "  as  heavy  as  a  cart."  He 
might  add,  "and  rattles  like  it;"  but  he  only 
mutters,  "  I'm  a  moving  on,  sir." 

Allan  looks  about  for -an  apothecary's  shop. 
There  is  none  at  hand,  but  a  tavern  does  as 
well  or  better.  He  obtains  a  little  measure  of 
wine,  and  gives  the  lad  a  portion  of  it  very 
carefully.  He  begins  to  revive,  almost  as  soon 
as  it  passes  his  lips.  "  We  may  repeat  that 
dose,  Jo,"  observes  Allan,  after  watching 
him  with  his  attentive  face.  "  So  !  Now  we 
will  take  five  minutes'  rest,  and  then  go  on 
again." 

Leaving  the  boy  sitting  on  the  bench  of  the 
breakfast-stall,  with  his  back  against  an  iron 
railing,  Allan  Woodcourt  paces  up  and  down  in 
the  early  sunshine,  casting  an  occasional  look 
towards  him  without  appearing  to  watch  him. 
It  requires  no  discernment  to  perceive  that  he 
is  warmed  and  refreshed.  If  a  face  so  shaded 
can  brighten,  his  face  brightens  somewhat;  and, 
by  little  and  little,  he  eats  the  slice  of  bread  he 
had  so  hopelessly  laid  down.  Observant  of 
these  signs  of  improvement,  Allan  engages  him 
in  conversation ;  and  elicits  to  his  no  small 
Avonder  the  adventure  of  the  lady  in  the  veil, 
with  all  its  consequences.  Jo  slowly  munches, 
as  he  slowly  tells  it.  When  he  has  finished 
his  story  and  his  bread,  they  go  on  again. 

Intending  to  refer  his  difiiculty  in  finding  a 
temporary  place  of  refuge  for  the  boy,  to  his 
old  patient,  zealous  little  Miss  Flite,  Allan  leads 
the  way  to  the  court  where  he  and  Jo  first 
foregathered.  But  all  is  changed  at  the  rag- 
and-bottle  shop ;  Miss  Flite  no  longer  lodges 
there  ;  it  is  shut  up ;  and  a  hard-featured  female, 
much  obscured  by  dust,  Avhose  age  is  a  problem 
— but  who  is  indeed  no  other  than  the  interest- 
ing Judy — is  tart  and  spare  in  her  replies. 
These  sufficing,  however,  to  inform  the  visitor 
that  Miss  Flite  and  her  birds  are  domiciled  with 
a  Mrs.  Blinder,  in  Bell  Yard,  he  repairs  to  that 


neighbouring  place ;  where  Miss  Flite  (v,  ho 
rises  early  that  she  may  be  punctual  at  the 
Divan  of  justice  held  by  her  excellent  friend  the 
Chancellor)  comes  running  down-stairs,  with 
tears  of  welcome  and  with  open  arms. 

"  My  dear  physician  !''  cries  Miss  Flite.  '"  My 
meritorious,  distinguished,  honourable  ofiicer!" 
she  uses  some  odd  expressions,  but  is  as  cordial 
and  full  of  heart  as  sanity  itself  am  be — more 
so  than  it  often  is.  Allan,  veiy  patient  with 
her,  waits  until  she  has  no  more  raptures  to 
express  ;  then  points  out  Jo,  trembling  in  a 
doorway,  and  tells  her  how  he  comes  there. 

"  Where  can  I  lodge  him  hereabouts  for  the 
present?  Now  you  have  a  fund  of  knowledge 
and  good  sense,  and  can  advise  me." 

Miss  Flite,  mighty  proud  of  the  compliment, 
sets  herself  to  consider ;  but  it  is  long  before  a 
bright  thought  occurs  to  her.  Mrs.  BHnder  is 
entirely  let,  and  she  herself  occupies  poor 
Gridley's  room.  '"  Gridley  !  "  exclaims  IMiss 
Flite,  clapping  her  hands,  after  a  twentieth  re- 
petition of  this  remark.  "  Gridley  !  To  be 
sure  !  of  course  !  My  dear  physician  !  General 
George  will  help  us  out." 

It  is  hopeless  to  ask  for  any  information  about 
General  George,  and  would  be,  though  !Miss 
Flite  had  not  already  run  up-stairs  to  put  on 
her  pinched  bonnet  and  her  poor  little  shawl, 
and  to  arm  herself  with  her  reticule  of  docu- 
ments. But  as  she  informsher  physician,  in  her 
disjointed  manner,  on  coming  down  in  full  array, 
that  General  George,  whom  she  often  calls  upon, 
knows  her  dear  Fitz-Jarndyce,  and  takes  a  great 
interest  in  all  connected  with  her,  Allan  is 
induced  to  think  that  they  may  be  in  the  right 
way.  So  he  tells  Jo,  for  his  encouragement, 
that  this  walking  about  will  soon  be  over  now ; 
and  they  repair  to  the  General's.  Fortunately 
it  is  not  far. 

From  the  exterior  of  George's  Shooting  Gal- 
lery, and  the  long  entry,  and  the  bare  perspec- 
tive beyond  it,  Allan  Woodcourt  augurs  well. 
He  also  descries  promise  in  the  figure  of  Mr. 
George  himself,  striding  towards  them  in  his 
morning  exercise  with  his  pipe  in  his  mouth,  no 
stock  on,  and  his  muscular  arms,  developed  by 
broad-sword  and  dumb-bell,  weightily  asserting 
themselves  through  his  light  shirt-sleeves. 

"  Your  servant,  sir,"  says  ISIr.  George,  with  a 
military  salute.  Good-humouredly  smiling  all 
over  his  broad  forehead  up  into  his  crisp  hair, 
he  then  defers  to  J^Iiss  Flite,  as,  uith  great  state- 
liness,  and  at  some  length  she  performs  the 
courtly  ceremony  of  presentation.  He  winds  it 
up  v.ith  another  "  Your  servant,  sir ! "  and 
another  salute. 
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A  sailor  I  believe?''  says 


have  the  air  of  one," 
am   onl}' 


a   sea-coinc: 


"  Excuse  me,  sir. 
Mr.  George. 

"  I  am  proud  to  find  I 
returns  Allan ;  "  but  I 
doctor.' 

"  Indeed,  sir  !  I  should  have  thought  you  was 
a  regular  blue-jacket,  myself." 

Allan  hopes  Mr.  George  will  forgive  his  in- 
trusion the  more  readily  on  that  account,  and 
particularly  that  he  will  not  lay  aside  his  pipe, 
which,  in  his  politeness,  he  has  testified  some 
intention  of  doing.  '*  You  are  very  good,  sir," 
returns  the  trooper.  "  As  I  know,  by  experience, 
that  it's   not   disagreeable    to  Miss   Flite,  and 

since  it's  equally  agreeable  to  yourself "  and 

finishes  the  sentence  by  putting  it  between  his 
lips  again.  Allan  proceeds  to  tell  him  all  he 
knows  about  Jo  ;  unto  which  the  trooper  listens 
with  a  grave  face. 

"  Aiid  that's  the  lad,  sir,  is  it?"  he  inquires, 
looking  along  the  entry  to  where  Jo  stands 
staring  up  at  the  great  letters  on  the  whitewashed 
front,  which  have  no  meaning  in  his  eyes. 

"  That's  he,"  says  Allan.  "  And,  Mr.  George, 
I  am  in  this  difficulty  about  him.  I  am  unwill- 
ing to  place  him  in  a  hospital,  even  if  I  could 
procure  him  immediate  admission,  because  I 
foresee  that  he  would  not  stay  there  many  hours, 
if  he  could  be  so  much  as  got  there.  The  same 
objection  applies  to  a  workhouse ;  supposing  I 
had  the  patience  to  be  evaded  and  shirked,  and 
handed  about  from  post  to  pillar  in  trying  to  get 
him  into  one — which  is  a  system  that  I  don't 
take  kindly  to." 

"  No  man  does,  sir,"  returns  Mr.  George. 

"  I  am  convinced  that  he  would  not  remain 
in  either  place,  because  he  is  possessed  by  an 
extraordinary  terror  of  this-  person  who  ordered 
him  to  keep  out  of  the  way ;  in  his  ignorance, 
he  believes  this  person  to  be  everywhere,  and 
cognisant  of  everything." 

"I  ask  your  pardon,  sir,"  says  Mr.  George. 
*•  But  you  have  not  mentioned  that  i)arty's 
name.     Is  it  a  secret,  sir?  " 

"  The  boy  makes  it  one.  But  the  name  is 
Bucket." 

"  Bucket  the  Detective,  sir?" 

"  The  same  man." 

"  The  man  is  known  to  me,  sir,"  returns  the 
trooper,  after  blowing  out  a  cloud  of  smoke,  and 
squaring  his  chest;  "and  the  boy  is  so  far  cor- 
rect that  he  undoubtedly  is  a — rum  customer." 
Vlx.  George  smokes  with  a  profound  meaning 
after  this,  and  surveys  Miss  Flite  in  silence. 

'■  Now,  I  wish  Mr.  Jarndyce  and  Miss  Sum- 
merson  at  least  to  know  that  this  Jo,  who  tells 
so  strange  a  story,  has  reappeared  ;  and  to  have 


it  in  their  power  to  speak  with  him,  if  they 
should  desire  to  do  so.  Therefore  1  want  to 
get  him,  for  the  present  moment,  into  any  poor 
lodging  kept  by  decent  people,  where  he  would 
be  admitted.  Decent  people  and  Jo,  Mr. 
George,"  says  Allan,  following  the  direction  of 
the  trooper's  eyes  along  the  entry,  "  have  not 
been  much  accjuainted,  as  you  see.  Hence  the 
difficulty.  Do  you  happen  to  know  any  one  in 
this  neighbourhood,  who  would  receive  him  for 
awhile,  on  my  paying  for  him  beforehand  ?  " 

As  he  puts  the  question,  he  becomes  aware  of 
a  dirty-faced  little  man,  standing  at  the  trooper's 
elbow,  and  looking  up,  with  an  oddly  twisted 
figure  and  countenance,  into  the  trooper's  face. 
After  a  few  more  puffs  at  his  pipe,  the  trooper 
looks  down  askant  at  the  little  man,  and  the  little 
man  winks  up  at  the  trooper. 

"  Well  sir,"  says  Mr.  George,  "  I  can  assure 
you  that  I  would  willingly  be  knocked  on  the 
head  at  any  time,  if  it  would  be  at  all  agreeable 
to  Miss  Summerson  ;  and  consequently  I  esteem 
it  a  privilege  to  do  that  young  lady  any  service, 
however  small.  We  are  naturally  in  the  vaga- 
bond way  here,  sir,  both  myself  and  Phil.  You 
see  what  the  place  is.  You  are  welcome  to  a 
quiet  corner  of  it  for  the  boy,  if  the  same  would 
meet  your  views.  No  charge  made,  except  for 
rations.  We  are  not  in  a  flourishing  state  of 
circumstances  here,  sir.  We  are  liable  to  be 
tumbled  out  neck  and  crop,  at  a  moment's 
notice.  However,  sir,  such  as  the  place  is, 
and  so  long  as  it  lasts,  here  it  is  at  your  ser- 
vice." 

With  a  comprehensive  wave  of  his  pipe,  Mr. 
George  places  the  whole  building  at  his  visitor's 
disposal. 

"I  take  it  for  granted,  sir,"  he  adds,  "you 
being  one  of  the  medical  staff,  that  there  is  no 
present  infection  about  this  unfortunate  sub- 
ject?" 

Allan  is  quite  sure  of  it. 

"  Because,  sir,"  says  Mr.  George,  shaking  his 
head  sorrowfully,  "we  have  had  enough  of 
that." 

His  tone  is  no  less  sorrowfully  echoed  by  his 
new  acquaintance.  "  Still,  I  am  bound  to  tell 
you,"  observes  Allan,  after  repeating  his  former 
assurance,  ''  that  the  boy  is  deplorably  low  and 
reduced  ;  and  that  he  may  be — I  do  not  say  that 
he  is — too  far  gone  to  recover." 

"Do  you  consider  him  in  present  danger, 
sir  ?  "  inquires  the  trooper. 

"  Yes,  I  fear  so." 

"  Then,  sir,"  returns  the  trooper,  in  a  decisive 
manner,  "  it  appears  to  me— being  naturally  in 
the  vagabond  way  myself— that  the  sooner  he 


AN  ASYLUM  FOR  JO. 


comes  out  of  the  street,  the  better.  You  Phil ! 
Bring  him  in  !  " 

Mr.  Squod  tacks  out,  ail  on  one  side,  to 
execute  the  word  of  command  ;  and  the  trooper, 
having  smoked  his  pipe,  lays  it  by.  Jo  is 
brought  in.  He  is  not  one  of  Mrs.  Pardiggle's 
Tockahoopo  Indians ;  he  is  not  one  of  Mrs. 
Jellyby's  lambs,  being  wholly  unconnected  with 
Borrioboola-Gha ;  he  is  not  softened  by  distance 
and  unfamiliarity ;  he  is  not  a  genuine  foreign- 
grown  savage  ;  he  is  the  ordinary  home-made 
article.  Dirty,  ugly,  disagreeable  to  aii  the 
senses,  in  body  a  common  creature  of  the 
common  streets,  only  in  soul  a  heathen. 
Homely  filth  begrimes  him,  homely  parasites 
devour  him,  homely  sores  are  in  him,  homely 
rags  are  on  him  :  native  ignorance,  the  growth 
of  English  soil  and  climate,  sinks  his  immortal 
nature  lower  than  the  beasts  that  perish.  Stand 
forth,  Jo,  in  uncompromising  colours  !  From 
t!ie  -sole  of  thy  foot  to  the  crown  of  thy  head, 
there  is  nothing  interesting  about  thee. 

He  shuffles  slowly  into  Mr.  George's  gallery, 
and  stands  huddled  together  in  a  bundle,  look- 
ing all  about  the  floor.  He  seems  to  know 
that  the\-  have  an  inclination  to  shrink  from 
him,  partly  for  what  he  is,  and  partly  for  what 
he  has  caused.  He,  too,  shrinks  from  them. 
He  is  not  of  the  same  order  of  things,  not  of  the 
same  place  in  creation.  He  is  of  no  order  and 
no  place  ;  neither  of  the  beasts,  nor  of  humanity. 

"  Look  here,  Jo  !  "  says  Allan.  "  This  is  Mr. 
George." 

Jo  searches  the  floor  for  some  time  longer, 
then  looks  up  for  a  moment, and  then  down  again. 

"  He  is  a  kind  friend  to  you,  for  he  is  going 
to  give  you  lodging-room  here." 

Jo  makes  a  scoop  witli  one  hand,  which  is 
supposed  to  be  a  bow.  After  a  little  more  con- 
sideration, and  some  backing  and  changing  of 
the  foot  on  which  he  rests,  he  mutters  that  he  is 
"  wery  thankful." 

"  You  are  quite  safe  here.  All  you  have  to 
do  at  present  is  to  be  obedient,  and  to  get 
strong.  And  mind  j'ou  tell  us  the  truth  here, 
whatever  you  do,  Jo." 

"  Wishermaydie  if  I  don't,  sir,"  says  Jo,  re- 
\  erting  to  his  favourite  declaration.  "  I  never 
done  nothink  yit,  but  wot  you  knows  on,  to  get 
myself  into  no  trouble.  I  never  was  in  no  other 
trouble  at  all,  sir — 'sept  not  knowin'  nothink 
and  starwation." 

"  I  believe  it.  Now  attend  to  Mr.  George. 
I  see  he  is  going  to  speak  to  you." 

"  My  intention  merely  was,  sir,"  observes  Mr. 
George,  amazingly  broad  and  upright,  "to 
point  out  to  him  where  he  can  lie  down,  and  get 


a  thorough  good  dose  of  sleep.  Now,  look 
here."  As  the  trooper  speaks,  he  conducts 
them  to  the  other  end  of  the  gallery,  and  opens 
one  of  the  little  cabins.  "  There  you  are,  you 
see !  Here  is  a  mattress,  and  here  you  may 
rest,  on  good  behaviour,  as  long  as  Mr.,  I  ask 
your  pardon,  sir;"  he  refers  apologetically  to 
the  card  Allan  has  given  him  ;  "  Mr.  \V'oodcourt 
pleases.  Don't  you  be  alarmed  if  you  hear 
shots;  they'll  be  aimed  at  the  target,  and  not 
you.  Now,  there's  another  thing  I  would  re- 
commend, sir,"  says  the  trooper,  turning  to  his 
visitor.     "  Phil,  come  here  !  " 

Pliil  bears  down  upon  them,  according  to  his 
usual  tactics. 

"  Here  is  a  man,  sir,  who  was  found,  when  a 
baby,  in  the  gutter.  Consequently,  it  is  to  be 
expected  that  he  takes  a  natural  interest  in  this 
poor  creature.     You  do,  don't  you,  Phil  ?" 

"  Certainly  and  surely  I  do,  guv'ner,"  is  Phil's 
reply. 

"  Now  I  was  thinking,  sir,"  sa3-s  Mr.  George, 
in  a  martial  sort  of  confidence,  as  if  he  were 
giving  his  opinion  in  a  council  of  war  at  a  drum- 
head, "  that  if  this  man  was  to  take  him  to  a 
bath,  and  was  to  lay  out  a  few  shillings  in 
getting  him  one  or  two  coarse  articles " 

"  Mr.  George,  my  considerate  friend,"  returns 
Allan,  taking  out  his  purse,  "it  is  the  very 
favour  I  would  have  asked." 

Phil  Squod  and  Jo  are  sent  out  immediately 
on  this  work  of  improvement.  Miss  Flite,  quite 
enraptured  by  her  success,  makes  the  best  of 
her  way  to  Court ;  having  great  fears  that  other- 
wise her  friend  the  Chancellor  may  be  uneasy 
about  her,  or  may  give  the  judgment  she  has  so 
long  expected,  in  her  absence  ;  and  observing 
"which  you  know,  my  dear  physican,  and 
general,  after  so  many  years,  would  be  too 
absurdly  unfortunate  !  "  Allan  takes  the  oppor- 
tunity of  going  out  to  procure  some  restorative 
medicines  ;  and  obtaining  them  near  at  hand, 
soon  returns,  to  find  the  trooper  walking  up  and 
down  the  gallery,  and  to  fiill  into  step  and  walk 
with  him. 

"  I  take  it,  sir,"  says  Mr.  George,  "  that  you 
know  ]\Iiss  Summerson  pretty  well  ? " 

Yes,  it  appears. 

"  Not  related  to  her,  sir  ? "' 

No,  it  appears. 

"  Excuse  the  apparent  curiosity,"  says  Mr. 
George.  "  It  seemed  to  me  probable  that  you 
might  take  more  than  a  common  interest  in  this 
poor  creature,  because  Miss  Summerson  had 
taken  that  unfortunate  interest  in  him.  'Tis  my 
case,  sir,  I  assure  you." 

"  And  mine,  Mr.  George." 
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The  trooper  looks  sideways  at  Allan's  sun- 
burnt check  and  bright  dark  eye,  rapidly  mea- 
sures his  height  and  build,  and  seems  to  approve 
of  him. 

'•Since  you  have  been  out,  sir,  I  have  been 
thinking  that  I  unquestionably  know  the  rooms 
in  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields,  where  Bucket  took  the 
lad,  according  to  his  account.  Though  he  is 
not  acquainted  with  the  name,  I  can  help  you 
to  it.     It's  Tulkinghorn.     That's  what  it  is." 

Allan  looks  at  him  inquiringly,  repeating  the 
name. 

"  Tulkinghorn.  That's  the  name,  sir.  I  know 
the  man ;  and  know  him  to  have  been  in  com- 
munication with  .Bucket  before,  respecting  a 
deceased  person  who  had  given  him  oftence.  / 
know  the  man,  sir.     To  my  sorrow." 

Allan  naturally  asks  what  kind  of  man  he  is  ? 

''  ^Miat  kind  of  man  !  Do  you  mean  to  look 
at?" 

"  I  think  I  know  that  much  of  him.  I  mean 
to  deal  with.     Generally,  what  kind  of  man  ?  " 

"Why,  then  I'll  tell  you,  sir,"  returns  the 
trooper,  stopping  short,  and  folding  his  arras 
on  his  square  chest,  so  angrily,  that  his  face 
fires  and  flushes  all  over ;  "  he  is  a  confoundedly 
bad  kind  of  man.  He  is  a  slow-torturing  kind 
of  man.  He  is  no  more  like  flesh  and  blood, 
than  a  rusty  old  carbine  is.  He  is  a  kind  of 
man — by  George  ! — that  has  caused  me  more 
restlessness,  and  more  uneasiness,  and  more 
dissatisfaction  with  myself,  than  all  other  men 
put  together.  That's  the  kind  of  man  IMr.  Tul- 
kinghorn is  ! " 

"  I  am  sorry,"  says  Allan,  '•  to  have  touched 
so  sore  a  place." 

"  Sore  ?  "  The  trooper  plants  his  legs  wider 
apart,  wets  the  palm  of  his  broad  right  hand, 
and  lays  it  on  his  imaginary  moustache.  "  It's 
no  fault  of  yours,  sir ;  but  you  shall  judge.  He 
has  got  a  power  over  me.  He  is  the  man  I 
spoke  of  just  now,  as  being  able  to  tumble  me 
out  of  this  place  neck  and  crop.  He  keeps  me 
on  a  constant  see-saw.  He  won't  hold  off,  and 
he  won't  come  on.  If  I  have  a  payment  to 
make  him,  or  time  to  ask  him  for,  or  anything 
to  go  to  him  about,  he  don't  see  me,  don't  hear 
nie — passes  me  on  to  Melchisedech's  in  Clifford's 
Inn,  jMelchisedech's  in  Cliflbrd's  Inn  passes  me 
back  again  to  him — he  keeps  me  prowling  and 
dangling  about  him,  as  if  I  was  made  of  the 
same  stone  as  himself.  Why,  I  spend  half  my 
lile  now,  pretty  well,  loitering  and  dodging 
about  his  door.  What  does  he  care  ?  Nothing. 
Just  as  much  as  the  rusty  old  carbine  I  have 
compared  him  to.  He  chafes  and  goads  me, 
till — Bah  :    nonsense — I   am  forgetting  myself 


Mr.  Woodcourt;"  the  trooper  resumes  his 
march;  "  all  I  say  is,  he  is  an  old  man;  but  I 
am  glad  I  shall  never  have  the  chance  of  setting 
spurs  to  my  horse,  and  riding  at  him  in  a  fair 
held.  For  if  I  had  that  chance,  in  one  of  the 
humours  he  drives  me  into — he'd  go  down, 
sir  !  " 

Mr.  George  has  been  so  excited,  that  he  finds 
it  necessary  to  wipe  his  forehead  on  his  shirt- 
sleeve. Even  while  he  whistles  his  impetuosity 
away  with  the  National  Anthem,  some  involun- 
tary shakings  of  his  head  and  heavings  of  his 
chest  still  linger  behind;  not  to  mention  an 
occasional  hasty  adjustment  with  both  hands  of 
his  open  shirt-collar,  as  if  it  were  scarcely  open 
enough  to  prevent  his  being  troubled  by  a 
choking  sensation.  In  short,  Allan  AVoodcourt 
has  not  much  doubt  about  the  going  down  of 
Mr.  Tulkinghorn  on  the  field  referred  to. 

Jo  and  his  conductor  presently  return,  and  Jo 
is  assisted  to  his  mattress  by.  the  careful  Phil ; 
to  whom,  after  due  administration  of  medicine 
by  his  own  hands,  Allan  confides  all  needful 
means  and  instructions.  The  morning  is  by  this 
time  getting  on  apace.  He  repairs  to  his  lodg- 
ings to  dress  and  breakfast ;  and  then,  without 
seeking  rest,  goes  away  to  ]\Ir.  Jarnd3-ce  to  com- 
municate his  discovery. 

With  him  ]\Ir.  Jarndyce  returns  alone,  confi- 
dentially telling  him  that  there  are  reasons  for 
keeping  this  matter  very  quiet  indeed ;  and 
showing  a  serious  interest  in  it.  To  Mr.  Jarn- 
dyce, Jo  repeats  in  substance  what  he  said  in 
the  morning;  without  any  material  variation. 
Only,  that  cart  of  his  is  heavier  to  draw,  and 
draws  with  a  hoUower  sound. 

''  Let  me  lay  here  quiet,  and  not  be  chivied 
no  more,"  falters  Jo;  "and  be  so  kind  any  per- 
son as  is  a  passin'  nigh  where  I  used  fur  to 
sweep,  as  jist  to  say  to  j\Ir.  Sangsby  that  Jo, 
wot  he  known  once,  is  a  moving  on  right  forards 
with  his  duty,  and  I'll  be  wery  thankful.  I'd 
be  more  thankful  than  I  am  aready,  if  it  wos 
any  ways  possible  for  an  unfortnet  to  Idc  it." 

He  makes  so  many  of  these  references  to  the 
law-stationer  in  the  course  of  a  day  or  two,  that 
Allan,  after  conferring  with  Mr.  Jarndyce,  good- 
naturedly  resolves  to  call  in  Cook's  Court ;  the 
rather,  as  the  cart  seems  to  be  breaking  down. 

To  Cook's  Court,  therefore,  he  repairs.  Mr. 
Snagsby  is  behind  his  counter  in  his  grey  coat 
and  sleeves,  inspecting  an  Indenture  of  several 
skins  which  has  just  come  in  from  the  engrosser's  ; 
an  immense  desert  of  law-hand  and  parchment, 
with  here  and  there  a  resting-place  of  a  few 
large  letters^  to  break  the  awful  monotony,  and 
save  the  traveller  from  despair.     j\Ir.  Snagsby 
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puts  up  at  one  of  these  inky  wells,  and  greets 
the  stranger  with  his  cough  of  general  prepara- 
tion for  business. 

"  You  don't  remember  me,  Mr.  Snagsby  ?  " 

The  stationer's  heart  begins  to  thump  heavily, 
for  his  old  apprehensions  have  never  abated. 
It  is  as  much  as  he  can  do  to  answer.  "  No, 
sir,  I  can't  say  I  do.  I  should  have  considered 
— not  to  put  too  fine  a  point  upon  it — that  I 
never  saw  you  before,  sir." 

"Twice  before,"  says  Allan  Woodcourt. 
"  Once  at  a  poor  bedside,  and  once " 

"  It's  come  at  last !  "  thinks  the  afflicted  sta- 
tioner, as  recollection  breaks  upon  him.  "  It's 
got  to  a  head  now,  and  is  going  to  burst  !  " 
But,  he  has  sufficient  presence  of  mind  to  con- 
duct his  visitor  into  the  little  counting-house, 
and  to  shut  the  door. 

"  Are  you  a  married  man,  sir  ?  " 

"  No,  I  am  not." 

"  Would  you  make  the  attempt,  though 
single,"  says  Mr.  Snagsby  in  a  melancholy 
whisper,  "  to  speak  as  low  as  you  can  ?  For 
my  little  woman  is  a  listening  somewheres,  or 
I'll  forfeit  the  business  and  five  hundred  pound!" 

In  deep  dejection  Mr.  Snagsby  sits  down  on 
his  stool,  with  his  back  against  his  desk,  pro- 
testing : 

"  I  never  had  a  secret  of  my  own,  sir.  I 
can't  charge  my  memory  with  ever  having  once 
attempted  to  deceive  my  little  woman  on  my 
own  account,  since  she  named  the  day.  I 
wouldn't  have  done  it,  sir.  Not  to  put  too  fine 
a  point  upon  it,  I  couldn't  have  done  it,  I 
durstn't  have  done  it.  Whereas,  and  neverthe- 
less, I  find  myself  wrapped  round  with  secrecy 
and  mystery,  till  my  life  is  a  burden  to  me." 

His  visitor  professes  his  regret  to  hear  it,  and 
asks  him  does  he  remember  Jo  ?  Mr.  Snagsby 
answers  with  a  suppressed  groan,  0  don't  he  ! 

"You  couldn't  name  an  individual  human 
being — except  myself — that  my  little  woman  is 
more  set  and  determined  against  than  Jo,"  says 
Mr.  Snagsby. 

Allan  asks  why  ? 

"  Why  ?  "  repeats  Mr.  Snagsby,  in  his  despe- 
ration clutching  at  the  clump  of  hair  at  the  back 
of  his  bald  head.  "  How  should  /  know  why? 
But  you  are  a  single  person,  sir,  and  may  you 
long  be  spared  to  ask  a  married  person  such  a 
question  ! " 

With  this  beneficent  wish,  Mr.  Snagsby  coughs 
a  cough  of  dismal  resignation,  and  submits 
himself  to  hear  what  the  visitor  has  to  commu- 
nicate. 

"There  again!"  says  j\Ir.  Snagsby,  who, 
between  the  earnestness  of  his  feelings,  and  the 


suppressed  tones  of  his  voice,  is  discoloured  in 
the  face.  "  At  it  again,  in  a  new  direction  !  A 
certain  person  charges  me,  in  the  solemnest  way, 
not  to  talk  of  Jo  to  any  one,  even  my  little 
woman.  Then  comes  another  certain  person, 
in  the  person  of  yourself,  and  charges  me,  in  an 
equally  solemn  way,  not  to  mention  Jo  to  that 
other  certain  person  above  all  other  persons. 
Why,  this  is  a  private  as}lum  !  AMiy,  not  to 
put  too  fine  a  point  upon  it,  this  is  Bedlam,  sir!" 
says  ]\Ir.  Snagsby. 

But  it  is  better  than  he  expected,  after  all; 
being  no  explosion  of  the  mine  below  him,  or 
deepening  of  the  pit  into  which  he  has  fallen. 
And  being  tender-hearted,  and  aftected  by  the 
account  he  hears  of  Jo's  condition,  he  readily 
engages  to  "  look  round,"  as  early  in  the  evening 
as  he  can  manage  it  quietly.  He  looks  round 
very  quietly,  when  the  evening  comes  ;  but  it 
may  turn  out  that  j\Irs.  Snagsby  is  as  quiet  a 
manager  as  he. 

Jo  is  very  glad  to  see  his  old  friend ;  and 
says,  when  they  are  left  alone,  that  he  takes  it 
uncommon  kind  as  Mr.  Sangsby  should  come  so 
far  out  of  his  way  on  accounts  of  sich  as  him, 
Mr.  Snagsby,  touched  by  the  spectacle  before 
him,  immediately  lays  upon  the  table  half-a- 
crown  :  that  magic  balsam  of  his  for  all  kinds  of 
vrcunds. 

'■  And  how  do  you  find  5'ourself,  mj-  poor 
lad  ?  "  inquires  the  stationer,  with  his  cougli  of 
sympathy. 

"  I  am  in  luck,  Mr.  Sangsby,  I  am,"  returns 
Jo,  *•  and  don't  want  for  nothink.  I'm  more 
cumfbler  nor  you  can't  think.  I^Ir.  Sangsby  ! 
I'm  wery  sorry  that  I  done  it,  but  I  didn't  go 
fur  to  do  it,  sir." 

The  stationer  softly  lays  down  another  half- 
crown,  and  asks  him  what  it  is  that  he  is  sorry 
for  having  done  ? 

"  Mr.  Sangsby,"  sa3's  Jo,  "  I  v.-ent  and  giv  a 
illness  to  the  lady  as  v/os  and  yit  as  warn't  the 
t'other  lady,  and  none  of  "em  never  says  nothink 
to  me  for  having  done  it,  on  accounts  of  their 
being  ser  good  and  my  having  been  s'  unfortnet. 
The  lady  come  herself  and  see  me  yesday,  and 
she  ses,  '  Ah  Jo  1 '  she  ses.  '  We  thought  we'd 
lost  you,  Jo  1 '  she  ses.  And  she  sits  down  a 
smilin  so  quiet,  and  don't  pass  a  word  nor  yit  a 
look  upon  me  for  having  done  it,  she  don't,  and 
I  turns  agin  the  wall,  I  doos,  Mr.  Sangsby.  And 
Mr.  Jarnders,  I  see  him  a  forced  to  turn  away 
his  own  self.  And  Mr.  Woodcot,  he  come  fur 
to  giv  me  somethink  fur  to  ease  me,  wot  he's 
alius  a  doin  on  day  and  nigiit,  and  wen  he  come 
a  bendin  over  me  and  a  spcakin  up  so  bold,  I 
see  his  tears  a  fallin,  Mr.  Sangsby." 
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The  softened  stationer  deposits  another  half- 
crown  on  the  table.  Nothing  less  than  a  repe- 
tition of  that  infallible  remedy  will  relieve  his 
feelings. 

"Wot  I  wos  a  thinkin  on,  Mr.  Sangsby/'  pro- 
ceeds Jo,  "wos,  as  you  was  able  to  write  wery 
large,  p'raps?" 

"  Yes,  Jo,  please  God,"  returns  the  stationer. 

"  Uncommon  precious  large,  p'raps?  says  Jo, 
with  eagerness. 

"Yes,  my  poor  boy." 

Jo  laughs  with  pleasure.  "Wot  I  wos  a 
thinkin  on  then,  Mr.  Sangsby,  wos,  that  when  I 
was  moved  on  as  fur  as  ever  I  could  go  and 
couldn't  be  moved  no  furder,  whether  you  might 
be  so  good  p'raps,  as  to  write  out,  wery  large 
so  that  any  one  could  see  it  anywheres,  as  that 
I  wos  wery  truly  hearty  sorry  that  I  done  it  and 
that  I  never  went  fur  to  do  it ;  and  that  though 
I  didn't  know  nothink  at  all,  I  knowd  as  Mr. 
AVoodcot  once  cried  over  it  and  wos  alius  grieved 
over  it,  and  that  I  hoped  as  he'd  be  able  to  for- 
give me  in  his  mind.  If  the  writin  could  be 
ir.a  le  to  say  it  wery  large,  he  might." 

"  It  shall  say  it,  Jo.     Very  large." 

Jo  laughs  again.  "  Thank'ee,  Mr.  Sangsby. 
It's  wery  kind  of  you,  sir,  and  it  makes  me  more 
cumf  bier  nor  I  was  afore." 

The  meek  little  stationer,  with  a  broken  and 
unfinished  cough,  slips  down  his  fourth  half- 
crown — he  has  never  been  so  close  to  a  case 
requiring  so  many — and  is  fain  to  depart.  And 
Jo  and  he,  upon  this  little  earth,  shall  meet  no 
more.     No  more. 

For  the  cart  so  hard  to  draw,  is  near  its 
journey's  end,  and  drags  over  stony  ground. 
All  round  the  clock,  it  labours  up  the  broken 
steeps,  shattered  and  worn.  Not  many  times 
can  the  sun  rise,  and  behold  it  still  upon  its 
v/eary  road. 

Phil  Squod,  with  his  smoky  gunpowder  visage, 
at  once  acts  as  nurse  and  works  as  armourer  at 
his  little  table  in  a  corner  ;  often  looking  round, 
and  saying  with  a  nod  of  his  green  baize  cap, 
and  an  encouraging  elevation  of  his  one  eye- 
brow, "  Hold  up,  my  boy  !  Hold  up  ! "'  There, 
too,  is  Mr.  Jarndyce  many  a  time,  and  Allan 
Woodcourt  almost  always  ;  both  thinking,  much, 
how  strangely  Fate  has  entangled  this  rough 
outcast  in  the  web  of  very  different  lives.  There, 
too,  the  trooper  is  a  frequent  visitor ;  filling  the 
doorway  with  his  athletic  figure,  and,  from  his 
superfluity  of  life  and  strength,  seeming  to  shed 
down  temporary  vigour  upon  Jo,  who  never 
fails  to  speak  more  robustly  in  answer  to  his 
cheerful  words. 

Jo  is  in  a  sleep  or  in  a  stupor  to-day,  and 


Allan  Woodcourt,  newly  arrived,  stands  by  him, 
looking  down  upon  his  wasted  form.  After 
awhile,  he  softly  seats  himself  upon  the  bedside 
with  his  face  towards  him — ^just  as  he  sat  in  the 
law-writer's  room — and  touches  his  chest  and 
heart.  The  cart  had  very  nearly  given  up,  but 
labours  on  a  little  more. 

The  trooper  stands  in  the  doorway,  still  and 
silent.  Phil  has  stopped  in  a  low  clinking 
noise,  with  his  little  hammer  in  his  hand.  Mr. 
Woodcourt  looks  round  with  that  grave  pro- 
fessional interest  and  attention  on  his  face,  and, 
glancing  significantly  at  the  trooper,  signs  to 
Phil  to  carry  his  table  out.  When  the  little 
hammer  is  next  used,  there  will  be  a  speck  of 
rust  upon  it. 

"  Well,  Jo  !  What  is  the  matter  ?  Don't  be 
fi-ightened." 

''  I  thought,"  says  Jo,  wlio  has  started,  and  is 
looking  round,  "  I  thought  I  was  in  Tom-all- 
Alone's  agin.  Ain't  there  nobody  here  but  you, 
Mr.  Woodcot?" 

"  Nobody." 

'■'And  I  ain't  took  back  to  Tom-all-Alone's. 
Am  I,  sir?" 

"No."  Jo  closes  his  eyes,  muttering,  "  I'm 
wery  thankful." 

After  watching  him  closely  a  little  ^hile, 
Allan  puts  his  mouth  very  near  his  ear,  and 
says  to  him  in  a  Ioav,  distinct  voice : 

"  Jo  !     Did  you  ever  know  a  prayer  ?" 

"  Never  knowd  nothink,  sir." 

"  Not  so  much  as  one  short  prayer?" 

"  No,  sir.  Nothink  at  all.  Mr.  Chadbands 
he  wos  a  prayin  wunst  at  Mr.  Sangsby's  and  I 
heerd  him,  but  he  sounded  as  if  he  wos  a 
speakin'  to  hisself,  and  not  to  me.  He  prayed 
a  lot,  but  /  couldn't  make  out  nothink  on  it. 
Difterent  times,  there  was  other  genlmen  come 
down  Tom-all-Alone's  a  prayin,  but  they  all 
mostly  sed  as  the  t'other  wuns  prayed  wrong,  and 
all  mostly  sounded  to  be  a  talking  to  their- 
selves,  or  a  passing  blame  on  the  t'others,  and  not 
a  talkin  to  us.  We  never  knowd  nothink.  / 
never  know^d  what  it  wos  all  about." 

It  takes  him  a  long  time  to  say  this ;  and  few 
but  an  experienced  and  attentive  listener  could 
hear,  or,  hearing,  understand  him.  After  a 
short  relapse  into  sleep  or  stupor,  he  makes,  of 
a  sudden,  a  strong  effort  to  get  out  of  bed. 

"Stay,  Jo?    What  now?" 

"  It's  time  for  me  to  go  to  that  there  berryin 
ground,  sir,"  he  returns  with  a  wild  look. 

"Lie  down,  and  tell  me.  What  burying 
ground,  Jo?" 

"  Where  they  laid  him  as  wos  wery  good  to 
me,  wery  good  to  me  indeed,  he  wos.     It's  time 
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fur  me  to  go  down  to  that  there  berryin  ground, 
sir,  and  ask  to  be  put  along  with  him.  I  wants 
to  go  there  and  be  berried.  He  used  fur  to 
say  to  me,  '  I  am  as  poor  as  you  to-day,  Jo,'  he 
ses.  I  wants  to  tell  him  that  I  am  as  poor  as 
him  now,  and  have  come  there  to  be  laid  along 
with  him." 

"  By-and-by,  Jo.     By-and-by." 

"  Ah  !  P'raps  they  wouldn't  do  it'  if  I  wos 
to  go  myself.  But  will  you  promise  to  have  me 
took  there,  sir,  and  laid  along  with  him  ?  " 


"  I  will,  indeed." 

"  Thank'ee,  sir.  Thank'ee,  sir.  They'll  have 
to  get  the  key  of  the  gate  afore  they  can  take 
me  in,  for  it's  alius  locked.  And  there's  a  step 
there,  as  I  used  fur  to  clean  with  my  broom.— 
It's  turned  wery  dark,  sir.  Is  there  any  light 
a  comin?" 

"  It  is  coming  fast,  Jo." 

Fast.  The  cart  is  shaken  all  to  pieces,  and 
the  rugged  road  is  very  near  its  end. 

"  Jo,  my  poor  fellow  !  " 


•MK.    LLCKET    URGING    A    SENSIBLE   VIEW   Of   THE    CASE   WITH    HIS    EAT    FOREEINGER." 

"I  hear   you,  sir,  in   the    dark,  but    I'm   a  I       ''It  is   close  at   hand.     Hallowed  be  thy 
gropin — a  gropin — let  me  catch  hold  of  your      name  ! " 


hand." 

"  Jo,  can  you  say  what  I  say  ?" 

"  I'll  say  anythink  as  you  say,  sir,  tor  I  knows 
it's  good." 

'•  Our  Father." 

"Our  Father ! — yes,  that's  wery  good,  sir." 

"  Which  art  in  Heaven." 

"Art    in    Heaven — is    the    light    a    comin, 
sir?"' 

Bleak  House,  22. 


"  Hallowed  be— thy— "' 

The  light  is  come  upon  the  dark  benighted 
wa)'.     Dead  ! 

Dead,  your  Majesty.  Dead,  my  lords  and 
gentlemen.  Dead,  Right  Reverends  and  Wrong 
Reverends  of  every  order.  Dead,  men  and 
women,  born  with  Heavenly  compassion,  in 
your  hearts.  And  dying  thus  around  us  every 
day. 
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CPIAPTER  XLVIII. 


CLOSING  IN. 


HE  place  in  Lincolnshire  has  shut 
its  many  e3'es  again,  and  the  house 
in  town  is  awake.  In  Lincolnsliire, 
the  Dedlocks  of  the  past  doze  in 
their  picture-frames,  and  the  low 
wind  murmurs  through  the  long  drawing- 
room  as  if  they  were  breathing  pretty 
iP'  regularly.  In  town,  the  Dedlocks  of  the 
present  rattle  in  their  fire-eyed  carriages  through 
the  darkness  of  the  night,  and  the  Dedlock 
Mercuries,  with  ashes  (or  hair-powder)  on  their 
heads,  symptomatic  of  their  great  humility,  loll 
away  the  drowsy  mornings  in  the  little  windows 
of  the  hall.  The  fashionable  world — tremendous 
orb,  nearly  five  miles  round — is  in  full  swing, 
and  the  solar  system  works  respectfully  at  its 
appointed  distances. 

Where  the  throng  is  thickest,  where  the 
lights  are  brightest,  where  all  the  senses  are 
ministered  to  with  the  greatest  delicacy  and 
refinement.  Lady  Dedlock  is.  From  the  shining 
heights  she  has  scaled  and  taken,  she  is  never 
absent.  Though  the  belief  she  of  old  reposed 
in  herself,  as  one  able  to  reserve  whatsoever  she 
would  under  her  mantle  of  pride,  is  beaten 
down ;  tliough  she  has  no  assurance  that  what 
she  is  to  those  around  her^  she  v/ill  remain 
another  dayj  it  is  not  in  her  nature,  when 
envious  eyes  are  looking  on,  to  yield  or  to 
droop.  They  say  of  her,  that  she  has  lately 
grown  more  handsome  and  more  haughty.  The 
debilitated  cousin  says  of  her  that  she's  beauty 
!iough — tsetup  Shopofwomen — but  rather  lamiing 
kind— remind ingmanfact — inconvenient  woman 
— who  liiill  getoutof bedandbawthstablishment — 
Shakspeare. 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn  says  nothing;  looks  nothing. 
Now,  as  heretofore,  he  is  to  be  found  in  door- 
ways of  rooms,  with  his  limp  white  cravat 
loosely  twisted  into  its  old-fashioned  tie,  receiv- 
ing patronage  from  the  Peerage  and  making  no 
sign.  Of  all  men  he  is  still  the  last  who  might 
be  supposed  to  have  any  influence  upon  my 
Lady,  Of  all  women  she  is  still  the  last  who 
might  be  supposed  to  have  any  dread  of  him. 

One  thing  has  been  much  on  her  mind  since 
their  late  interview  in  his  turret-room  at  Ches- 
ney  Wold.  She  is  now  decided,  and  prepared 
to  throw  it  off. 

It  is  morning  in  the  great  world  ;  afternoon 
according  to  the  little  sun.  The  Mercuries,  ex- 
hausted by  looking  out  of  window,  are  reposing 
in  the  hall ;  and  hang  their  heavy  heads,  the 


gorgeous  creatures,  like  overblown  sunflowers. 
Like  them,  too,  they  seem  to  run  to  a  deal  of 
seed  in  their  tags  and  trimmings.  Sir  Leicester 
in  the  library,  has  fallen  asleep  for  the  good 
of  the  country,  over  the  report  of  a  Parliamentary 
committee.  My  Lady  sits  in  the  room  in  which 
she  gave  audience  to  the  young  man  of  the 
name  of  Guppy,  Rosa  is  with  her,  and  has 
been  writing  for  her  and  reading  to  her.  Rosa 
is  now  at  w^ork  upon  embroidery,  or  some  such 
pretty  thing;  and  as  she  bends  her  head  over 
it,  my  Lady  watches  her  in  silence.  Not  for  the 
first  time  to-day. 
"  Rosa." 

The  pretty  village  face  looks  brightly  up. 
Then,  seeing  how  serious  my  Lady  is,  looks 
puzzled  and  surprised. 

"  See  to  the  door.     Is  it  shut  ?  " 
Yes.     She  goes  to  it  and  returns,  and  looks 
yet  more  surprised. 

"  I  am  about  to  place  confidence  in  you, 
child,  for  I  know  I  may  trust  your  attachment, 
if  not  your  judgment.  In  what  I  am  going  to 
do,  I  will  not  disguise  myself  to  you  at  least. 
But  I  confide  in  you.  Say  nothing  to  any  one  of 
what  passes  between  us." 

The  timid  little  beauty  promises  in  all  earnest- 
ness to  be  trustworthy. 

"  Do  you  know,"  Lady  Dedlock  asks  her^, 
signing  to  her  to  l3ring  her  chair  nearer ;  "  do 
you  know,  Rosa,  that  I  am  different  to  you  from, 
what  I  am  to  any  one  ?  " 

"  Yes,  my  Lady.  Much  kinder.  But  then  I 
often  think  I  know  you  as  you  really  are." 

"  You  often  think  you  know  me  as  I  really 
am  ?     Poor  child,  poor  child  !  " 

She  says  it  with  a  kind  of  scorn — though  not 
of  Rosa — and  sits  brooding,  looking  dreamily  at 
her. 

"Do  you  think,  Rosa,  you  are  any  relief  or 
comfort  to  me?  Do  you  suppose  your  being 
young  and  natural,  and  fond  of  me  and  grateful 
to  me,  makes  it  any  pleasure  to  me  to  have  you 
near  me  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,  my  Lady  ;  I  can  scarcely  hope 
so.     But  with  all  my  heart,  I  wish  it  was  so." 
"It  is  so,  little  one." 

The  pretty  face  is  checked  in  its  flush  of  plea- 
sure, by  the  dark  expression  on  the  handsome 
face  before  it.  It  looks  timidly  for  an  explana- 
tion. 

''And  if  I  were  to  say  to-day,  Go  !  Leave  me  ! 
I  should  say  what  would  give  me  great  pain 
and  disquiet,  child,  and  what  would  leave  me 
very  solitary." 

"  My  Lady !    Have  I  offended  you  ?  " 
"  In  nothing.     Come  here." 
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Rosa  bends  down  on  the  footstool  at  my 
Lady's  feet.  My  Lady,  with  that  motherly 
touch  of  the  famous  h'onmaster  night,  lays  her 
hand  upon  her  dark  hair,  and  gently  keeps  it 
there. 

"  I  told  you,  Rosa,  that  I  wished  you  to  be 
happy,  and  that  I  would  make  you  so  if  I  could 
make  anybody  happy  on  this  earth.  I  can  not. 
There  are  reasons  now  known  to  me,  reasons  in 
whicli  you  have  no  part,  rendering  it  far  better 
for  you  that  you  should  not  remain  here.  You 
must  not  remain  here.  I  have  determined  that 
you  shall  not.  I  have  written  to  the  father  of 
your  lover,  and  he  will  be  here  to-day.  All  this 
I  have  done  for  your  sake." 

The  weei)ing  girl  covers  her  hand  with  kisses, 
and  says  what  shall  she  do,  what  shall  she  do, 
when  they  are  separated  !  Her  mistress  kisses 
her  on  the  cheek,  and  makes  no  other  answer. 

"  Now,  be  happy,  child,  under  better  circum- 
stances.    Be  beloved  and  happy  !  " 

"Ah,  my  Lady,  I  have  sometimes  thought 
— forgive  my  being  so  free — that  you  are  not 
happy." 

"  I  !  " 

"  Will  you  be  more  so,  when  you  have  sent 
me  away  ?  Pray,  pray,  think  again.  Let  me 
stay  a  little  while  !  " 

"  I  have  said,  my  child,  that  what  I  do,  I  do 
for  your  sake,  not  my  own.  It  is  done.  What 
I  am  towards  you,  Rosa,  is  what  I  am  now — 
not  what  I  shall  be  a  little  while  hence.  Re- 
member this,  and  keep  my  confidence.  Do  so 
much  for  my  sake,  and  thus  all  ends  between 
us!" 

She  detaches  herself  from  her  simple-hearted 
companion,  and  leaves  the  room.  Late  in  the 
afternoon,  when  she  next  appears  upon  the 
staircase,  she  is  in  her  haughtiest  and  coldest 
state.  As  indifferent  as  if  all  passion,  feeling, 
and  interest,  had  been  worn  out  in  the  earlier 
ages  of  the  workl,  and  had  perished  from  its 
surface  with  its  other  departed  monsters. 

Mercury  has  announced  Mr.  Rouncewell, 
which  is  the  cause  of  her  appearance.  Mr. 
Rouncewell  is  not  in  the  library;  but  she  re- 
pairs to  the  library.  Sir  Leicester  is  there,  and 
she  wishes  to  speak  to  him  first. 

"  Sir  Leicester,  I  am  desirous — but  you  are 
engaged." 

O  dear  no  !  Not  at  all.  Only  Mr.  Tulking- 
horn. 

Always  at  hand.  Haunting  every  place.  No 
relief  or  security  from  him  for  a  moment. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Lady  Dcdlock.  Wi-U 
you  allow  me  to  retire  ?  " 

With  a  look  that  plainly  says,  "  You  know  you 


have  the  power  to  remain  if  you  will,"  she  tells 
him  it  is  not  necessary,  and  moves  towards  a 
chair.  ls\.x.  Tulkinghorn  brings  it  a  little  for- 
ward for  her  with  his  clumsy  bow,  and  retires  into 
a  window  opposite.  Interposed  between  her 
and  the  fading  light  of  day  in  the  now  quiet 
street,  his  shadow  falls  upon  her,  and  he  darkens 
all  before  her.  Even  so  does  he  darken  her 
life. 

It  is  a  dull  street  under  the  best  conditions ; 
where  the  two  long  rows  of  houses  stare  at  each 
other  with  that  severity,  that  half  0  dozen  of  its 
greatest  mansions  seem  to  have  been  slowly 
stared  into  stone,  rather  than  originally  built  in 
that  material.  It  is  a  street  of  such  dismal 
grandeur,  so  determined  not  to  condescend  to 
liveliness,  that  the  doors  and  windows  hold 
a  gloomy  state  of  their  own  in  black  paint 
and  dust,  and  the  echoing  mews  behind  have  a 
dry  and  massive  appearance,  as  if  they  were  re- 
served to  stable  the  stone  chargers  of  noble 
statues.  Complicated  garnish  of  iron-work  en- 
twines itself  over  the  flights  of  steps  in  this  awful 
street;  and,  from  these  petrified  bowers,  extin- 
guishers for  obsolete  flambeaux  gasp  at  the  up- 
start gas.  Here  and  there  a  weak  little  iron 
hoop,  through  which  bold  boys  aspire  to  throw 
their  friends'  caps  (its  only  present  use),  retains 
its  place  among  the  rusty  foliage,  sacred  to  the 
memory  of  departed  oil.  Nay,  even  oil  itself, 
yet  lingering  at  long  intervals  in  a  little  absurd 
glass  pot,  with  a  knob  in  the  bottom  like  an 
oyster,  blinks  and  sulks  at  newer  lights  every 
night,  like  its  high  and  dry  master  in  the  House 
of  Lords. 

Therefore  there  is  not  much  that  Lady  Ded- 
lock,  seated  in  her  chair,  could  wish  to  see 
through  the  window  in  which  Mr.  Tulkinghorn 
stands.  And  yet — and  yet — she  sends  a  look 
in  that  direction,  as  if  it  were  her  heart's  desire 
to  have  that  figure  removed  out  of  the  way. 

Sir  Leicester  begs  his  ■  Lady's  pardon.  She 
was  about  to  say  ? 

"  Only  that  Mr.  Rouncewell  is  here  (he  has 
called  by  my  appointment),  and  that  we  had 
better  make  an  end  of  the  question  of  that  girl. 
I  am  tired  to  death  of  the  matter." 

"  What  can  I  do — to — assist  ?  "  demands  Sir 
Leicester,  in  some  considerable  doubt. 

"  Let  us  see  him  here,  and  have  done  with  it. 
Will  you  tell  them  to  send  him  up?" 

"  Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  be  so  good  as  to  ring. 
Thank  you.  Request,"  says  Sir  Leicester,  to 
Mercury,  not  immediately  remembering  the 
business  term,  "  request  the  iron  gentleman  to 
walk  this  way."' 

Mercury  departs  in  search  of  the  iron  gentle- 
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man,  finds,  and  produces  him.  Sir  Leicester 
receives  that  ferruginous  person,  graciously. 

"  I  hope  you  are  well,  Mr.  Rounccwell.  Be 
seated.  (My  solicitor,  Mr.  Tulkinghorn.)  My 
Lady  was  desirous,  Mr.  Rouncewell,'' Sir  Leices- 
ter skilfully  transfers  him  with  a  solemn  wave 
of  his  hand,  "  was  desirous  to  speak  with  you. 
Hem  !  " 

"  I  shall  be  very  happy,"  returns  the  iron 
gentleman,  "  to  give  my  best  attention  to  any- 
thing Lady  Dedlock  does  me  the  honour  to 
say." 

As  he  turns  towards  her,  he  finds  that  the  im- 
])ression  she  makes  upon  him  is  less  agreeable 
than  on  the  former  occasion.  A  distant  super- 
cilious air  makes  a  cold  atmosphere  about  her  ; 
and  there  is  nothing  in  her  bearing,  as  there  was 
before,  to  encourage  openness. 

"  Pray,  sir,"  says  Lady  Dedlock,  listlessly, 
"  may  I  be  allowed  to  inquire  whether  anything 
has  passed  between  you  and  your  son,  respect- 
ing your  son's  fancy  ?  " 

It  is  almost  too  troublesome  to  her  languid 
eyes  to  bestow  a  look  upon  him,  as  she  asks  this 
question. 

"  If  my  memory  serves  me.  Lady  Dedlock,  I 
said,  when  I  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  be- 
fore, that  I  should  seriously  advise  my  son  to 
conquer  that — fancy."  The  ironmaster  repeats 
her  expression  with  a  little  emphasis. 

"  And  did  you  ?" 

"  O  !     Of  course  I  did." 

Sir  Leicester  gives  a  nod,  approving  and  con- 
firmatory. Very  proper.  The  iron  gentleman 
having  said  that  he  would  do  it,  was  bound  to 
do  it.  No  difference  in  this  respect  between 
the  base  metals  and  the  precious.  Highly 
proper. 

"  And  pray  has  he  done  so  ?" 

"  Really,  Lady  Dedlock,  I  cannot  make  you 
a  definite  reply.  I  fear  not.  Probably  not  yet. 
In  our  condition  of  life,  we  sometimes  couple 
an  intention  with  our — our  fancies,  which  renders 
them  not  altogether  easy  to  throw  off.  1  think 
it  is  rather  our  way  to  be  in  earnest." 

Sir  Leicester  has  a  misgiving  that  there  may 
be  a  hidden  Wat  Tylerish  meaning  in  this  ex- 
pression, and  fumes  a  little.  Mr.  Rouncewell 
is  perfectly  good-humoured  and  polite ;  but, 
within  such  limits,  evidently  adapts  his  tone  to 
his  reception. 

"  Because,"  proceeds  my  Lady,  '•'  I  have  been 
thinking  of  the  subject — which  is  tiresome  to  me." 

"  I  am  very  sorry,  1  am  sure." 

"And  also  of  what  Sir  Leicester  said  upon 
it,  in  which  I  quite  concur;^'  Sir  Leicester 
flattered  :  "  and  if  you   cannot  give  us  the  as- 


surance that  this  fancy  is  at  an  end,  I  have 
come  to  the  conclusion  that  the  girl  had  better 
leave  me." 

"  I  can  give  no  such  assurance,  Lady  Ded- 
lock.    Nothing  of  the  kind." 

"  Then  she  had  better  go." 

"  Excuse  me,  my  Lady,"  Sir  Leicester  con- 
siderately interposes,  "  but  perhaps  this  may  be 
doing  an  injury  to  the  young  Avoman,  which  she 
has  not  merited.  Here  is  a  young  woman," 
says  Sir  Leicester,  magnificently  laying  out  the 
matter  with  his  right  hand,  like  a  service  of 
plate,  "  whose  good  fortune  it  is  to  have  at- 
tracted the  notice  and  favour  of  an  eminent 
lady,  and  to  live  under  the  protection  of  that 
eminent  lady,  surrounded  by  the  various  ad- 
vantages which  such  a  position  confers,  and 
which  are  unquestionably  very  great — I  believe 
unquestionably  very  great,  sir — for  a  young 
woman  in  that  station  of  life.  The  question 
then  arises,  should  that  young  woman  be  de- 
prived of  these  many  advantages  and  that  good 
fortune,  simply  because  she  has  ; "  Sir  Leicester, 
with  an  apologetic  but  dignified  inclination  of 
his  head  towards  the  ironmaster,  winds  up  his 
sentence ;  "  has  attracted  the  notice  of  Mr. 
Rounce well's  son  ?  Now,  has  she  deserved 
this  punishment  ?  Is  this  just  towards  her?  Is 
tliis  our  previous  understanding?" 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  interposes  Mr.  Rounce- 
well's  son's  father.  ''  Sir  Leicester,  will  you 
allow  me  ?  I  think  I  may  shorten  the  subject. 
Pray  dismiss  that  from  your  consideration.  If 
you  remember  anything  so  unimportant — which  is 
not  to  be  expected — you  would  recollect  that 
my  first  thought  in  the  affair  was  directly  opposed 
to  her  remaining  here." 

Dismiss  the  Dedlock  patronage  from  con- 
sideration ?  O !  Sir  Leicester  is  bound  to 
believe  a  pair  of  ears  that  have  been  handed 
down  to  him  through  such  a  family,  or  he  really 
might  have  mistrusted  their  report  of  the  iron 
gentleman's  observations. 

"  It  is  not  necessary,"  observes  my  Lady,  in 
her  coldest  manner,  before  he  can  do  anything 
but  breathe  amazedly,  "  to  enter  into  these 
matters  on  either  side.  The  girl  is  a  very  good 
girl ;  I  have  nothing  whatever  to  say  against 
her ;  but  she  is  so  far  insensible  to  her  many 
advantages  and  her  good  fortune,  that  she  is  in 
love — or  supi)oses  she  is,  poor  little  fool — and 
unable  to  appreciate  them," 

Sir  Leicester  begs  to  observe,  that  wholly 
alters  the  case.  He  might  have  been  sure  that 
my  Lady  had  the  best  grounds  and  reasons  in 
support  of  her  view.  He  entirely  agrees  with 
my  Lady,     The  young  woman  had  better  go. 
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"  As  Sir  Leicester  observed,  Mr.  Rouncewell, 
on  the  last  occasion,  when  we  were  fatigued  by 
this  business,"  Lady  Dedlock  languidly  pro- 
ceeds, "we  cannot  make  conditions  with  you. 
Without  conditions,  and  under  present  circum- 
stances, the  girl  is  quite  misplaced  here,  and 
had  better  go.  I  have  told  her  so.  Would 
you  wish  to  have  her  sent  back  to  the  village, 
or  would  you  like  to  take  her  with  you,  or  what 
would  you  prefer  ?  '' 

"  Lady  Dedlock,  if  I  may  speak  plainly " 

"  By  all  means." 

" — I  should  prefer  the  course  which  will  the 
soonest  relieve  you  of  the  incumbrance,  and 
remove  her  from  her  present  position." 

"  And  to  speak  as  plainly,"  she  returns,  with 
the  same  studied  carelessness,  "  so  should  I. 
Do  I  understand  that  you  will  take  her  with 
you  ?  " 

The  iron  gentleman  makes  an  iron  bow. 

"Sir  Leicester,  will  you  ring?"  Mr.  Tul- 
kinghorn  steps  forward  from  his  window  and 
pulls  the  bell.  "  I  had  forgotten  you.  Thank 
you."  He  makes  his  usual  bow,  and  goes 
quietly  back  again.  Mercury,  swift  responsive, 
appears,  receives  instructions  whom  to  produce, 
skims  away,  produces  the  aforesaid,  and  departs. 

Rosa  has  been  crying,  and  is  yet  in  distress. 
On  her  coming  in,  the  ironmaster  leaves  his 
chair,  takes  her  arm  in  his,  and  remains  with 
her  near  the  door  ready  to  depart. 

"  You  are  taken  charge  of,  you  see,"  says  my 
Lady,  in  her  weary  manner,  "  and  are  going 
away  well  protected.  I  have  mentioned  that 
you  are  a  very  good  girl,  and  you  have  nothing 
to  cry  for." 

"She  seems  after  all,"  observes  Mr.  Tulking- 
horn,  loitering  a  little  forward  with  his  hands 
behind  him,  "  as  if  she  were  crying  at  going 
away." 

"  Why,  she  is  not  well-bred,  you  see,"  returns 
ATr.  Rouncewell  with  some  quickness  in  his 
manner,  as  if  he  were  glad  to  have  the  lawyer 
to  retori  upon  ;  "  and  she  is  an  inexperienced 
little  thing,  and  knows  no  better.  \i  she  had 
remained  here,  sir,  she  would  have  improved, 
no  doubt." 

"  No  doubt,"  is  Mr.  Tulkingliorn's  composed 
reply. 

Rosa  sobs  out  that  she  is  very  sorry  to  leave 
my  Lady,  and  that  she  was  happy  at  Chesney 
^^'old,  and  has  been  happy  with  my  Lady,  and 
that  she  thanks  my  Lady  over  and  over  again. 
"Out,  you  silly  little  puss!"  says  the  iron- 
master, checking  her  in  a  low  voice,  though  not 
angrily  ;  "  have  a  spirit,  if  you're  fond  of  Wat  !" 
^ly  Lady  merely  waves  her  off  with  indifference, 


saying,  "  There,  there,  child  !  You  are  a  good 
girl.  Go  away!"  Sir  Leicester  has  magnifi- 
cently disengaged  himself  from  the  subject,  and 
retired  into  the  sanctuary  of  his  blue  coat.  Mr. 
Tulkinghorn,  an  indistinct  form  against  the 
dark  street  now  dotted  with  lamps,  looms  in  my 
La.dy's  view,  bigger  and  blacker  than  before. 

"  Sir  Leicester  and  Lady  Dedlock,"  says  Mr. 
Rouncewell,  after  a  pause  of  a  few  moments. 
"  I  beg  to  take  my  leave,  with  an  apology  for 
having  again  troubled  you,  though  not  of  my 
own  act,  on  this  tiresome  subject.  I  can  very 
well  understand,  I  assure  you,  how  tiresome  so 
small  a  matter  must  have  become  to  Lady  Ded- 
lock. If  I  am  doubtful  of  my  dealing  with  it,  it  is 
only  because  I  did  not  at  first  quietly  exert  my 
influence  to  take  my  young  friend  here  away, 
without  troubhng  you  at  all.  But  it  appeared 
to  me — I  dare  say  magnifying  the  importance 
of  the  thing — that  it  was  respectful  to  explain 
to  you  how  the  matter  stood,  and  candid  to 
consult  your  wishes  and  convenience.  I  hope 
you  will  excuse  my  want  of  acquaintance  with 
the  polite  world." 

Sir  Leicester  considers  himself  evoked  out  of 
the  sanctuary  by  these  remarks.     "  Mr.  Rounce 
well,"  he  returns,  "  do  not  mention  it.     Justifi- 
cations are  unnecessary,  I  hope,  on  either  side." 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  it,  Sir  Leicester;  and  if  I 
may,  by  way  of  a  last  word,  re\'ert  to  what  I 
said  before  of  my  mother's  long  connection 
with  the  family,  and  the  worth  it  bespeaks  on 
both  sides,  I  would  point  out  this  little  instance 
here  on  my  ami,  who  shows  herself  so  affection- 
ate and  faithful  in  parting,  and  in  whom  my 
mother,  I  dare  say,  has  done  something  to 
awaken  such  feelings — though  of  course  Lady 
Dedlock,  by  her  heartfelt  interest  and  her  genial 
condescension,  has  done  much  more." 

If  he  means  this  ironically,  it  may  be  truer 
than  he  thinks.  He  points  it,  however,  by  no 
deviation  from  his  straightforward  manner  of 
speech,  though  in  saying  it  he  turns  towards 
that  part  of  the  dim  room  where  my  Lady  sits. 
Sir  Leicester  stands  to  return  his  parting  salu- 
tation, Mr.  Tulkinghorn  again  rings.  Mercury 
takes  another  flight,  and  Mr.  Rouncewell  and 
Rosa  leave  the  house. 

Then  lights  are  brought  in,  discovering  Mr. 
Tulkinghorn  still  standing  in  his  window  with 
his  hands  behind  him.  and  my  Lady  still  sitting 
with  his  figure  before  her,  closing  up  her  view 
of  the  night  as  well  as  of  the  day.  She  is  very 
])ale.  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  observing  it  as  she 
rises  to  retire,  thinks,  "  Well  she  may  be  !  The 
power  of  this  v.-oman  is  astonishing.  She  has 
been  acting  a  part  the  whole  time."    But  he  can 
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act  a  part  too — his  one  unchanging  character — 
and  as  he  holds  the  door  open  for  this  woman, 
fifty  i)airs  of  eyes,  each  fifty  limes  sharper  tlian 
Sir  Leicester's  pair,  should  find  no  flaw  in  him. 

Lady  Dedlock  dines  alone  in  her  own  room 
to-day.  Sir  Leicester  is  whipped  in  to  the 
rescue  of  the  Doodle  Party,  and  the  discomfiture 
of  the  Coodle  Faction.  Lady  Dedlock  asks, 
on  sitting  down  to  dinner,  still  deadly  pale 
(and  quite  an  illustration  of  the  debilitated 
cousin's  text),  whether  he  is  gone  out  ?  Yes. 
Whether  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  is  gone  yet?  No. 
Presently  she  asks  again,  is  he  gone  yd  ?  No. 
What  is  he  doing?  Mercury  thinks  he  is 
writing  letters  in  the  library.  Would  my  Lady 
wish  to  see  him  ?     Anything  but  that. 

But  he  wishes  to  see  my  Lady.  "W'ithin  a  few 
more  minutes  he  is  reported  as  sending  his 
respects,  and  could  my  Lady  please  to  receive 
him  for  a  word  or  two  after  her  dinner?  My 
Lady  will  receive  him  now.  He  comes  now, 
a])ologising  for  intruding,  even  by  her  permission, 
while  she  is  at  table.  ^Vhen  they  are  alone,  my 
Lady  waves  her  hand  to  dispense  with  such 
mockeries. 

"  What  do  you  want,  sir?" 

"  Why,  Lady  Dedlock,"  says  the  lawyer,  tak- 
ing a  chair  at  a  little  distance  from  her,  and 
slowly  rubbing  his  rusty  legs  up  and  down,  up 
and  down,  up  and  down  ;  "  I  am  rather  surprised 
by  the  course  you  have  taken." 

"  Indeed  ?  ■'' 

"  Yes,  decidedly.  I  was  not  prepared  for  it. 
I  consider  it  a  departure  from  our  agreement 
and  your  promise.  It  puts  us  in  a  new  position. 
Lady  Dedlock.  I  feel  myself  under  the  neces- 
sity of  saying  that  I  don't  approve  of  it." 

He  stops  in  his  rubbing,  and  looks  at  her, 
with  his  hands  on  his  knees.  Imperturbable 
and  unchangeable  as  he  is,  there  is  still  an 
indefinable  freedom  in  his  manner,  which  is 
new,  and  which  does  not  escape  this  woman's 
observation. 

"  I  do  not  quite  understand  you." 

"  O  yes  you  do,  I  think.  I  think  you  do. 
Come,  come.  Lady  Dedlock,  we  must  not  fence 
and  parry  now.     You  know  you  like  this  girl." 

"  Well,  sir  ?  " 

"  And  you  know — and  I  know — that  you 
have  not  sent  her  away  for  the  reasons  you 
have  assigned,  but  for  the  purpose  of  separaUng 
her  as  much  as  possible  from — excuse  my  men- 
tioning it  as  a  matter  of  business — -any  reproach 
and  exposure  that  impend  over  yourself." 

"Well,  sir?-' 

"Well,  Lady  Dedlock,"  returns  the  lawyer, 
crossing  his  legs,  and  nursing  the   uppermost 


knee,  "  I  object  to  that,  I  consider  that  a  dan- 
gerous proceeding.  I  know  it  to  be  unnecessarv, 
and  calculated  to  awaken  speculation,  doubt, 
rumour,  I  don't  know  what,  in  the  house.  Be- 
sides, it  is  a  violation  of  our  agreement.  You 
were  to  be  exactly  what  you  were  before. 
AVhereas,  it  must  be  evident  to  yourself,  as  it  is 
to  me,  that  you  have  been  this  evening  very 
different  from  what  you  were  before,  ^\'hy, 
bless  my  soul,  Lady  Dedlock,  transparently 
so  !  " 

"  If,  sir,"  she  begins,  "  in  my  knowledge  of 
my  secret — "     But  he  interrupts  her. 

"Now,  Lady  Dedlock,  this  is  a  matter  of 
business,-and  in  a  matter  of  business  the  ground 
cannot  be  kept  too  clear.  It  is  no  longer  your 
secret.  Excuse  me.  That  is  just  the  mistake. 
It  is  my  secret,  in  trust  for  Sir  Leicester  and  the 
family.  If  it  were  your  secret.  Lady  Dedlock, 
we  should  not  be  here,  holding  tliis  conversa- 
tion." 

"  That  is  very  true.  If,  in  my  knowledge  of 
i/ie  secret,  I  do  what  I  can  to  spare  an  innocent 
girl  (especially  remembering  your  own  reference 
to  her  when  you  told  my  story  to  the  assembled 
guests  at  Chesney  Wold)  from  the  taint  of  my 
impending  shame,  I  act  upon  a  resolution  I 
have  taken.  Nothing  in  the  world,  and  no  one 
in  the  w^orld,  could  shake  it,  or  could  move 
me."  This  she  says  with  great  deliberation  and 
distinctness,  and  with  no  more  outward  passion 
than  himself.  As  for  him,  he  methodically  dis- 
cusses his  matter  of  business,  as  if  she  were  any 
insensible  instrument  used  in  business. 

"  Really?  Then  you  sec.  Lady  Dedlock,"  he 
returns,  "  you  are  not  to  be  trusted.  You  have 
put  the  case  in  a  perfectly  plain  way,  and  ac- 
cording to  the  literal  fact ;  and,  that  being  the 
case,  you  are  not  to  be  trusted." 

"  Perhaps  you  may  remember  that  I  expressed 
some  anxiety  on  this  same  point,  when  we  spoke 
at  night  at  Chesney  Wold  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  says  Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  coolly  getting 
up  and  standing  on  the  hearth.  "  Yes.  I  recol- 
lect, Lady  Dedlock,  that  you  certainly  referred 
to  the  girl ;  but  that  was  before  we  came  to  our 
arrangement,  and  bodi  the  letter  and  the  spirit  of 
our  arrangement  altogether  precluded  any  action 
on  your  part,  founded  upon  my  discovery. 
There  can  be  no  doubt  about  that.  As  to 
sparing  the  girl,  of  what  importance  or  value  is 
she  ?  Spare  !  Lady  Dedlock,  here  is  a  family 
name  compromised.  One  might  have  supposed 
that  the  course  was  straight  on — over  every- 
thing, neither  to  the  right  nor  to  the  left,  regard- 
less of  all  considerations  in  the  way,  sparing 
nothing,  treading  everything  under  foot." 
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She  has  been  looking  at  the  table.  She  lifts 
up  her  eyes,  and  looks  at  him.  There  is  a 
stern  expression  on  her  face,  and  a  part  of  her 
lower  lip  is  compressed  under  her  teeth.  "  This 
woman  understands  me,"  Mr.  Tulkinghorn 
thinks,  as  she  lets  her  glance  fall  again.  "  She 
cannot  be  spared.  \Vhy  should  she  spare 
others  ?  " 

For  a  little  while  they  are  silent.  Lady 
Uedlock  has  eaten  no  dinner,  but  has  twice  or 
thrice  pourcel  out  water  with  a  steady  hand  and 
drunk  it.  She  rises  from  table,  takes  a  lounging- 
chair,  and  reclines  in  it,  shading  her  face.  There 
is  nothing  in  her  manner  to  express  weakness 
or  excite  compassion.  It  is  thoughtful,  gloomy, 
concentrated.  "  This  woman,"  thinks  Mr.  Tul- 
kinghorn, standing  on  the  hearth,  again  a  dark 
object  closing  up  her  view,  "  is  a  study." 

He  studies  her  at  his  leisure,  not  speaking 
for  a  time.  She,  too,  studies  something  at  her 
leisure.  She  is  not  the  first  to  speak ;  appearing 
indeed  so  unlikely  to  be  so,  though  he  stood 
there  until  midnight,  that  even  he  is  driven 
upon  breaking  silence. 

"  Lady  Dedlock,  the  most  disagreeable  part 
of  this  business  interview  remains ;  but  it  is 
business.  Our  agreement  is  broken.  A  lady 
of  your  sense  and  strength  of  character  will  be 
prepared  for  my  now  declaring  it  void,  and 
taking  my  own  course." 

"  I  am  quite  prepared." 

Mr.  Tulkinghorn  inclines  his  head.  "  That 
is  all  I  have  to  trouble  you  with,  Lady  Ded- 
lock." 

She  stops  him  as  he  is  moving  out  of  the 
room,  by  asking,  "  This  is  the  notice  I  was  to 
receive  ?     I  wish  not  to  misapprehend  you." 

"  Not  exactly  the  notice  you  were  to  receive. 
Lady  Dcillock,  because  the  contemplated  notice 
supposed  the  agreement  to  have  been  observed. 
JJut  virtually  the  same,  virtually  the  same.  The 
difference  is  merely  in  a  lawyer's  mind." 

"  You  intend  to  give  me  no  other  notice  ?  " 

"  You  are  right.     No." 

"  Do  you  contemplate  undeceiving  Sir  Lei- 
cester to-night  ?  " 

"  A  home  question  !  "  says  Mr.  Tulkinghorn, 
with  a  slight  smile,  and  cautiously  shaking  his 
head  at  the  shaded  face.  "  No,  not  to- 
night." 

"To-morrow?" 

"  All  things  considered,  1  had  better  decline 
answering  that  question,  Lady  Dedlock.  If  I 
were  to  say  I  don't  know  when,  exactly,  you 
would  not  believe  me,  and  it  would  answer  no 
purpose.  It  may  be  to-morrow.  I  would  rather 
say  no  more.    You  are  prepared,  and  I  hold  out 


no  expectations  which  circumstances  might  fail 
to  justify.     I  wish  you  good  evening." 

She  removes  her  hand,  turns  her  pale  face 
towards  him  as  he  walks  silently  to  the  door, 
and  stops  him  once  again  as  he  is  about  to 
open  it. 

"  Do  you  intend  to  remain  in  the  house  any 
time  ?  I  heard  you  were  writing  in  the  library. 
Are  you  going  to  return  there  ?  " 

"  Only  for  my  hat.     I  am  going  home." 

She  bows  her  eyes  rather  than  her  head,  the 
movement  is  so  slight  and  curious ;  and  he 
withdraws.  Clear  of  the  room  he  looks  at  his 
watch,  but  is  inclined  to  doubt  it  by  a  minute  or 
thereabouts.  There  is  a  splendid  clock  upon 
the  staircase,  famous,  as  splendid  clocks  not 
often  are,  for  its  accurac}\  "  And  what  do  you 
say  ?  "  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  inquires,  referring  to  it. 
"  What  do  you  say  ?  " 

If  it  said  now,  "  Don't  go  home  !  "  What  a 
famous  clock,  hereafter,  if  it  said  to-night  of  all 
the  nights  that  it  has  counted  off,  to  this  old 
man  of  all  the  young  and  old  men  who  have 
ever  stood  before  it,  "  Don't  go  home !  "  V^ith 
its  sharp  clear  bell  it  strikes  three-quarters  after 
seven,  and  ticks  on  again.  '*  Why,  you  are 
worse  than  I  thought  you,"  says  Vlx.  Tulking- 
horn, muttering  reproof  to  his  watch.  "  Two 
minutes  wrong  ?  At  this  rate  you  won't  last  my 
time."  What  a  watch  to  return  good  for  evil,  if 
it  ticked  in  answer  "  Don't  go  home  !  " 

He  passes  out  into  the  streets,  and  walks  on, 
with  his  hands  behind  him,  under  the  shadow 
of  the  lofty  houses,  many  of  whose  mysteries, 
difficulties,  mortgages,  delicate  affairs  of  all 
kinds,  are  treasured  up  within  his  old  black 
satin  waistcoat.  He  is  in  the  confidence  of  the 
very  bricks  and  mortar.  The  high  chimney- 
stacks  telegraphed  family  secrets  to  him.  Yet 
there  is  not  a  voice  in  a  mile  of  them  to  whis- 
per "  Don't  go  home  !  " 

Through  the  stir  and  motion  of  the  commoner 
streets ;  through  the  roar  and  jar  of  many  vehi- 
cles, many  feet,  many  voices  ;  with  the  blazing 
shop-lights  lighting  him  on,  the  west  wind  blow- 
ing him  on,  and  the  crowd  pressing  him  on ;  he 
is  pitilessly  urged  upon  his  way,  and  nothing 
meets  him,  murmuring  "  Don't  go  home  ! "'  Ar- 
rived at  last  in  his  dull  room,  to  light  his 
candles,  and  look  round  and  up,  and  see  the 
Roman  pointing  from  the  ceiling,  there  is  no 
new  significance  in  the  Roman's  hand  to-night, 
or  in  the  flutter  of  the  attendant  groups,  to 
give  him  the  late  warning,  "  Don't  come  here  !  ' 

It  is  a  moonlight  night ;  but  the  moon,  being 
past  the  full,  is  only  now  rising  over  the  gieat 
wilderness  of  London.    The  stars  are  shining  as 
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they  shone  above  the  turret-leads  at  Chesney 
Wold.  This  woman,  as  he  has  of  late  been  so 
accustomed  to  call  her,  looks  out  upon  tliem. 
Her  soul  is  turbulent  within  her ;  she  is  sick  at 
heart  and  restless.  The  large  rooms  are  too 
cramped  and  close.  She  cannot  endure  their 
restraint,  and  will  walk  alone  in  a  neighbouring 
garden. 

Too  capricious  and  imperious  in  all  she  does, 
to  be  the  cause  of  much  surprise  in  those  about 
her  as  to  anything  she  does,  this  woman,  loosely 
muffled,  goes  out  into  the  moonlight.  Mercury 
attends  with  the  key.  Having  opened  the  garden 
gate,  he  delivers  the  key  into  his  Lady's  hand 
at  her  request,  and  is  bidden  to  go  back.  She 
will  walk  there  some  time,  to  ease  her  aching 
head.  She  may  be  an  hour  ;  she  may  be  more. 
She  needs  no  further  escort.  The  gate  shuts 
upon  its  spring  witli  a  clash,  and  he  leaves  her, 
passing  on  into  the  dark  shade  of  some  trees. 

A  fine  night,  and  a  bright  large  moon,  and 
multitudes  of  stars.  Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  in  repair- 
ing to  his  cellar,  and  in  opening  and  shutting 
those  resounding  doors,  has  to  cross  a  little 
prison-like  yard.  He  looks  up  casually,  thinking 
what  a  fine  night,  what  a  bright  large  moon, 
what  multitudes  of  stars  !     A  quiet  night,  too. 

A  very  quiet  night.  When  the  moon  shines 
very  brilliantly,  a  solitude  and  stillness  seem  to 
proceed  from  her,  that  influence  even  crowded 
places  full  of  life.  Not  only  is  it  a  still  night 
on  dusty  high  roads  and  on  hill-summits,  whence 
a  wide  expanse  of  country  may  be  seen  in  re- 
pose, quieter  and  quieter  as  it  spreads  away  into 
a  fringe  of  trees  against  the  sky,  with  the  grey 
ghost  of  a  bloom  upon  them ;  not  only  is  it  a 
still  night  in  gardens  and  in  woods,  and  on  the 
river  where  the  water-meadows  are  fresh  and 
green,  and  the  stream  sparkles  on  among  plea- 
sant islands,  murmuring  weirs,  and  whispering 
rushes  •  not  only  does  the  stillness  attend  it  as 
it  flows  where  houses  cluster  thick,  where  many 
Ijridges  are  reflected  in  it,  where  wharves  and 
shipping  make  it  black  and  awful,  where  it  winds 
from  these  disfigurements  through  marshes  whose 
grim  beacons  stand  like  skeletons  washed  ashore, 
where  it  expands  through  the  bolder  region  of 
rising  grounds,  rich  in  corn-field,  windmill  and 
steeple,  and  where  it  mingles  with  the  ever- 
heaving  sea  ;  not  only  is  it  a  still  night  on  the 
deep,  and  on  the  shore  where  the  watcher  stands 
to  see  the  ship  with  her  spread  wings  cross  the 
path  of  light  that  appears  to  be  presented  to 
only  him  ;  but  even  on  this  stranger's  wilderness 
of  London  there  is  some  rest.  Its  steeples  and 
towers,  and  its  one  gi-eat  dome,  grow  more  ethe- 
real ;  its  smoky  house-tops  lose  their  grossness, 


in  the  pale  effulgence ;  the  noises  that  arise  from 

the  streets  are  fewer  and  are  softened,  and  tlie 
footsteps  on  the  pavements  pass  more  tranquilly 
away.  In  these,  fields  of  Mr,  Tulkinghorn's  in- 
habiting, where  the  shepherds  play  on  Chancery 
pipes  that  have  no  stop,  and  keep  their  sheep  in 
the  fold  by  hook  and  by  crook  until  they  have 
shorn  them  exceeding  close,  every  noise  is 
merged,  this  moonlight  night,  into  a  distant 
ringing  hum,  as  if  the  city  were  a  vast  glass, 
vibrating. 

What's  that  ?  Who  fired  a  gun  or  pistol  ? 
Where  was  it  ? 

The  few  foot-passengers  start,  stop,  and  stare 
about  them.  Some  windov/s  and  doors  are 
opened,  and  people  come  out  to  look.  It  was 
a  loud  report,  and  echoed  and  rattled  heavily. 
It  shook  one  house,  or  so  a  man  says  who  was 
passing.  It  has  aroused  all  the  dogs  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood, who  bark  vehemently.  Terrified  cats 
scamper  across  the  road.  ^Vhile  the  dogs  are 
yet  barking  and  howling — there  is  one  dog  howl- 
ing like  a  demon — the  church-clocks,  as  if  they 
were  startled  too,  begin  to  strike.-  The  hum 
from  the  streets,  Hkewise,  seems  to  swell  into  a 
shout.  But  it  is  soon  over.  Before  the  last  clock 
begins  to  strike  ten,  there  is  a  lull.  When  it  has 
ceased,  the  fine  night,  the  bright  large  moon, 
and  multitudes  of  stars,  are  left  at  peace  again. 

Has  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  been  disturbed?  Hii. 
windows  are  dark  and  quiet,  and  his  door  is 
shut.  It  must  be  something  unusual  indeed,  to 
bring  him  out  of  his  shell.  Nothing  is  heard  of 
him,  nothing  is  seen  of  him.  What  power  of 
cannon  might  it  take  to  shake  that  rusty  old 
man  out  of  his  immoveable  composure  ? 

For  many  years,  the  persistent  Roman  has 
been  pointing,  with  no  particular  meaning  from 
that  ceiling.  It  is  not  likely  that  he  has  any 
new  meaning  in  him  to-night.  Once  pointing,, 
always  pointing — like  any  Roman,  or  even 
Briton,  with  a  single  idea.  There  he  is,  no- 
doubt,  in  his  impossible  attitude,  pointing,  un- 
availingly,  all  night  long.  Moonlight,  darkness, 
dawn,  sunrise,  day.  There  he  is  still,  eagerly 
pointing,  and  no  one  minds  him. 

But,  a  little  after  the  coming  of  the  day,  come 
people  to  clean  the  rooms.  And  either  the 
Roman  has  some  new  meaning  in  him,  not 
expressed  before,  or  the  foremost  of  them  goes 
wild  ;  for,  looking  up  at  his  outstretched  hand, 
and  looking  down  at  what  is  below  it,  that  per- 
son shrieks  and  flies.  The  others,  looking  y.\ 
as  the  first  one  looked,  shriek  and  fly  too,  au'.l 
there  is  an  alarm  in  the  street. 

What  does  it  mean.?  No  light  is  admittCLl 
into  the  darkened  chamber,  and  people  unaccus- 
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tomed  to  it,  enter,  and  treading  softly,  but 
heavily,  carry  a  weight  into  the  bed-room,  and 
lay  it  down.  There  is  whispering  and  won- 
dering all  day,  strict  search  of  every  corner, 
careful  tracing  of  steps,  and  careful  noting  of 
the  disposition  of  every  article  of  furniture.  All 
eyes  look  up  at  the  Roman,  and  all  voices 
murmur,  "  If  he  could  only  tell  what  he  saw  !  " 

He  is  pointing  at  a  table,  with  a  bottle  (nearly 
full  of  wine)  and  a  glass  upon  it,  and  two  candles 
that  were  blo\vn  out  suddenly,  soon  after  being 
lighted.     He  is  pointing  at  an  empty  chair,  and 


at  a  stain  upon  the  ground  before  it  that  might 
be  almost  covered  with  a  hand.  These  objects 
lie  directly  within  his  range.  An  excited  imagi- 
nation might  suppose  that  there  was  something 
in  them  so  territic,  as  to  drive  the  rest  of  the 
composition,  not  only  the  attendant  big-legged 
boys,  but  the  clouds  and  flowers  and  pillars  too 
— in  short,  the  very  body  and  soul  of  Allegory, 
and  all  the  brains  it  has — stark  mad.  It  happens 
surely,  that  every  one  who  comes  into  the 
darkened  room  and  looks  at  these  things,  looks 
up  at  the  Roman,  and  that  he  is  invested  in  all 
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eyes  with   mystery  and  awe,  as  if  he  were  a 
paralysed  dumb  witness. 

So,  it  shall  happen  surely,  through  many  years 
to  come,  that  ghostly  stories  shall  be  told  of  the 
stain  upon  the  floor,  so  easy  to  be  covered,  so 
hard  to  be  got  out ;  and  that  the  Roman,  point- 
ing from  the  ceiling,  shall  point,  so  long  as  dust 
and  damj-)  and  spiders  spare  liim,  with  far  greater 
significance  than  he  ever  had  in  ]\Ir.  Tulking- 
horn's  time,  and  with  a  deadly  meaning.  For, 
Mr.  Tulkinghorn's  time  is  over  for  evermore  ; 
and  the  Roman  pointed  at  the  murderous  hand 
uplifted  against  his  life,  and  pointed  helplessly 


at  him,  from  night  to  morning,  lying  face  down- 
ward on  the  floor,  shot  througli  the  heart. 


CHAPTER  XLIX. 

DUTIFUL      FRIENDSHIP. 

A  GREAT  annual  occasion  has  come  round 
-^*-  in  the  establishment  of  Mr.  Joseph  Bagnet, 
othenvise  Lignum  Vitje,  ex-artHleryman  and  pre- 
sent bassoon-Dlaver.     An  occasion   of  feasting 
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and  festival.  The  celebration  of  a  birthday  in 
the  family. 

It  is  not  Mr.  Bagnet's  birthday.  ]\Ir,  Bag- 
net  merely  distinguishes  that  epoch  in  the 
musical  instrument  business,  by  kissing  the 
children  with  an  extra  smack  before  breakfast, 
smoking  an  additional  pipe  after  dinner,  and 
wondering  towards  evening  what  his  poor  old 
mother  is  thinking  about  it, — a  subject  of  infinite 
speculation,  and  rendered  so  by  his  mother 
having  departed  this  life  twenty  years.  Some 
men  rarely  revert  to  their  father,  but  seem,  in 
the  bank-books  of  their  remembrance,  to  have 
transferred  all  the  stock  of  filial  affection  into 
their  mothers  name.  Mr.  Bagnet  is  one  of 
these.  Perhaps  his  exalted  appreciation  of  the 
merits  of  the  old  girl,  causes  him  usually  to 
make  the  noun-substantive,  Goodness,  of  the 
feminine  gender. 

It  is  not  the  birthday  of  one  of  the  three 
children.  Those  occasions  are  kept  with  some 
marks  of  distinction,  but  they  rarely  overleap 
the  bounds  of  happy  returns  and  a  pudding. 
On  young  Woolwich's  last  birthday,  Mr.  Bagnet 
certainly  did,  after  observing  upon  his  growth 
and  general  advancement,  proceed,  in  a  moment 
of  profound  reflection  on  the  changes  wrought 
by  time,  to  examine  him  in  the  catechism ; 
accomplishing  with  extreme  accuracy  the  ques- 
tions number  one  and  two,  What  is  your  name  ? 
and  Who  gave  you  that  name  ?  but  there  fail- 
ing in  the  exact  precision  of  his  memory,  and 
substituting  for  number  three,  the  question  And 
how  do  you  like  that  name  ?  which  he  pro- 
pounded with  a  sense  of  its  importance,  in 
itself  so  edifying  and  improving,  as  to  give  it 
quite  an  orthodox  air.  This,  however,  was  a 
speciality  on  that  particular  birthday,  and  not 
a  generic  solemnity.  t 

It  is  the  old  girl's  birthday ;  and  that  is  the 
greatest  holiday  and  reddest-letter  day  in  Mr. 
Bagnet's  calendar.  The  auspicious  event  is 
always  commemorated  according  to  certain 
forms,  settled  and  prescribed  by  Mr.  Bagnet 
some  years  since.  Mr.  Bagnet  being  deeply 
convinced  that  to  have  a  pair  of  fowls  for  dinner 
is  to  attain  the  highest  pitch  of  imperial  luxury, 
invariably  goes  forth  himself  very  early  in  the 
morning  of  this  day  to  buy  a  pair ;  he,  is,  as 
invariably  taken  in  by  the  vendor,  and  installed 
in  the  possession  of  the  oldest  inhabitants  of 
any  coop  in  Europe.  Returning  with  these 
triumphs  of  toughness  tied  up  in  a  clean  blue 
and  white  cotton  handkerchief  (essential  to  the 
arrangements),  he  in  a  casual  manner  in\ites 
Mrs.  Bagnet  to  declare  at  breakfast  what  she 
would  like  for  dinner.     Mrs.  Bagnet,  by  a  coin- 


cidence never  known  to  fail,  replying  Fowls, 
Mr.  Bagnet  instantly  produces  his  bundle  from 
a  place  of  concealment,  amidst  general  amaze- 
ment and  rejoicing.  He  further  requires  that 
the  old  girl  shall  do  nothing  all  day  long,  but 
sit  in  her  very  best  gown,  and  be  served  by 
himself  and  the  young  people.  As  he  is  not 
illustrious  for  his  cookery,  this  may  be  supposed 
to  be  a  matter  of  state  rather  than  enjoyment 
on  the  old  girl's  part ;  but  she  keeps  her  state 
with  all  imaginable  cheerfulness. 

On  this  present  birthday,  Mr.  Bagnet  has 
accomplished  the  usual  preliminaries.  He  has 
bought  two  specimens  of  poultry  which,  if 
there  be  any  truth  in  adages,  were  certainly  not 
caught  with  chaff,  to  be  prepared  for  the  spit ; 
he  has  amazed  and  rejoiced  the  family  by  their 
unlooked-for  production  ;  he  is  himself  directing 
the  roasting  of  the  poultry  ;  and  Mrs.  Bagnet, 
with  her  wholesome  brown  fingers  itching  to 
prevent  what  she  sees  going  Avrong,  sits  in  her 
gown  of  ceremony,  an  honoured  guest. 

Quebec  and  Malta  lay  the  cloth  for  dinner, 
while  Woolwich,  serving  as  beseems  him,  under 
his  father,  keeps  the  fowls  revolving.  To  these 
young  scullions  Mrs.  Bagnet- occasionally  im- 
parts a  wink,  or  a  shake  of  the  head,  or  a 
crooked  face,  as  they  made  mistakes. 

"  At  half-after  one."'  Says  ]\Ir.  Bagnet.  "  To 
the  minute.     They'll  be  done." 

Mrs.  Bagnet,  with  anguish,  beholds  one  of 
them  at  a  standstill  before  the  fire,  and  begin- 
ning to  burn. 

"  You  shall  have  a  dinner,  old  girl,"  says 
Mr.  Bagnet.     "  Fit  for  a  queen." 

Mrs.  Bagnet  shows  her  white  teeth  cheerfully, 
but  to  the  perception  of  her  son  betrays  so  much 
uneasiness  of  spirit  that  he  is  impelled  by  the 
dictates  of  affection  to  ask  her,  with  his  eyes, 
what  is  the  matter? — thus  standing,  with  his 
eyes  wide  open,  more  oblivious  of  the  fowls  than 
before,  and  not  affording  the  least  hope  of  a  re- 
turn to  consciousness.  Fortunately,  his  elder 
sister  perceives  the  cause  of  the  agitation  in 
Mrs.  Bagnet's  breast,  and  with  an  admonitory 
poke  recalls  him.  The  stopped  fowls  going 
round  again,  Mrs.  Bagnet  closes  her  eyes,  in  the 
intensity  of  her  relief. 

"  George  will  look  us  up,"  says  Mr.  Bagnet. 
"  At  half-after  four.  To  the  moment.  How 
many  years,  old  girl.  Has  George  looked  us 
up.     This  afternoon  ?  " 

"  Ah,  Lignum,  Lignum,  as  many  as  make  an 
old  woman  of  a  }-oung  one,  I  begin  to  think. 
Just  about  that, '  and  no  less,"  returns  ]\Irs. 
Bagnet,  laughing,  and  shaking  her  head. 

"  Old  girl,"  says  Mr.  Bagnet.     "  Never  mind. 
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You'd  be  as  young  as  ever  you  was.  If  you 
v/asn't  \-ounger.  Which  you  are.  As  everybody 
knows." 

Quebec  and  Malta  here  exclaim,  with  clap- 
ping of  hands,  that  Bkiffy  is  sure  to  bring 
mother  something,  and  begin  to  speculate  on 
what  it  will  be. 

"  Do  you  know,  Lignum,"  says  Mrs.  Bagnet, 
casting  a  glance  on  the  table-cloth,  and  winking 
"  salt !  "  at  Malta  with  her  right  eye,  and  shaking 
the  pepper  away  from  Quebec  with  her  head  \ 
"  I  begin  to  think  George  is  in  the  roving  way 
again." 

"  George,"  returns  Mr.  Bagnet,  "  will  never 
desert.  And  leave  his  old  comrade.  In  the 
lurch.     Don't  be  afraid  of  it." 

"  No,  Lignum.  No.  I  don't  say  he  will. 
I  don't  think  he  will.  But  if  he  could  get  over 
this  money-trouble  of  his  I  believe  he  would  be 
off." 

Mr.  Bagnet  asks  why  ? 

"Well,"  returns  his  wife,  considering.  "  George 
seems-  to  me  to  be  getting  not  a  little  impatient 
and  restless.  I  don't  say  but  what  he's  as  free 
as  ever.  Of  course  he  must  be  free,  or  he 
wouldn't  be  George ;  but  he  smarts,  and  seems 
put  out." 

''  He's  extra-drilled,"  says  Mr.  Bagnet.  "  By 
a  lawyer.     Who  would  put  the  devil  out." 

"  There's  something  in  that,"  his  wife  assents  ; 
*■'  but  so  it  is,  Lignum." 

Further  conversation  is  prevented,  for  the 
time,  by  the  necessity  under  which  Mr.  Bagnet 
finds  himself  of  directing  the  whole  force  of  his 
mind  to  the  dinner,  which  is  a  little  endangered 
by  the  dry  humour  of  the  fowls  in  not  yielding 
any  gravy,  and  also  by  the  made-gravy  acquiring 
no  llavour,  and  turning  out  of  a  flaxen  com- 
plexion. With  a  similar  perverseness,  the 
potatoes  crumble  off  forks  in  the  process  of 
peeling,  upheaving  from  their  centres  in  every 
direction,  as  if  they  were  subject  to  earthquakes. 
The  legs  of  the  fowls,  too,  are  longer  than  could 
be  desired,  and  extremely  scaly.  Overcoming 
these  disadvantages  to  the  best  of  his  ability, 
Mr.  Bagnet  at  last  dishes,  and  they  sit  do\ni  at 
table  ;  Mrs.  Bagnet  occupying  the  guest's  place 
at  his  right  hand. 

It  is  well  for  the  old  girl  that  she  has  but  one 
birthday  in  a  year,  for  two  such  indulgences  in 
poultry  might  be  injurious.  Every  kind  of  finer 
tendon  and  ligament  that  it  is  in  the  nature  of 
poultry  to  possess,  is  developed  in  these  speci- 
mens in  the  singular  form  of  guitar-strings. 
Then-  limbs  appear  to  have  struck  roots  into 
their  breasts  and  bodies,  as  aged  trees  strike 
roots  into  the  earth.    Their  legs  are  so  hard,  as 


to  encourage  the  idea  that  they  must  have  de- 
voted the  greater  part  of  their  long  and  arduous 
lives  to  pedestrian  exercises,  and  the  walking  of 
matches.  But  Mr.  Bagnet,  unconscious  of  these 
little  defects,  sets  his  heart  on  Mrs.  Bagnet 
eating  a  most  severe  quantity  of  the  delicacies 
before  her;  and  as  that  good  old  girl  would  not 
cause  him  a  moment's  disappointment  on  any 
day,  least  of  all  on  such  a  day,  for  any  consi- 
deration, she  imperils  her  digestion  fearfully. 
How  young  Woolwich  cleans  the  drum-sticks 
without  being  of  ostrich  descent,  his  anxious 
mother  is  at  a  loss  to  understand. 

The  old  girl  has  another  trial  to  undergo  after 
the  conclusion  of  the  repast,  in  sitting  in  state 
to  see  the  room  cleared,  the  hearth  swept,  and 
the  dinner-service  washed  up  and  polished  in 
the  back  yard.  The  great  delight  and  energy 
with  which  the  two  young  ladies  apply  them- 
selves to  these  duties,  turning  up  their  skirts  in 
imitation  of  their  mother,  and  skating  in  and  out 
on  little  scaftblds  of  pattens,  inspire  the  highest 
hopes  for  the  future,  but  some  anxiety  for  the 
present.  The  same  causes  lead  to  a  confusion 
of  tongues,  a  clattering  of  crockery,  a  rattling. of 
tin  miigs,  a  whisking  of  brooms,  and  an  expen- 
diture of  water,  all  in  excess ;  while  the  satura- 
tion of  the  young  ladies  themselves  is  almost  too 
nioving  a  spectacle  for  Mrs.  Bagnet  to  look 
upon,  with  the  calmness  proper  to  her  position. 
At  last  the  various  cleansing  processes  are 
triumphantly  completed ;  Quebec  and  Malta 
appear  in  fresh  attire,  smiling  and  dry ;  pipes, 
tobacco,  and  something  to  drink,  are  placed 
upon  the  table ;  and  the  old  girl  enjoys  the  first 
peace  of  mind  she  ever  knows  on  the  day  of  this 
delightful  entertainment. 

When  jNIr.  Bagnet  takes  his  usual  seat,  the 
hands  of  the  clock  are  very  near  to  half-past 
four ;  as  they  mark  it  accurately,  ]\Ir.  Bagnet 
announces, 

"  George  !     IMilitary  time." 

It  is  George ;  and  he  has  hearty  congratula- 
tions for  the  old  girl  (whom  he  kisses  on  the 
great  occasion),  and  for  the  children,  and  for 
Mr.  Bagnet.  "  Happy  returns  to  all !  "  says  Mr. 
George. 

"  But,  George,  old  man  !  "  cries  Mrs.  Bagnet, 
looking  at  him  curiously.  "What's  come  to 
you  ?  " 

"  Come  to  me?" 

"Ah!  you  are  so  white,  George— for  you — 
and  look  so  shocked.    Now  don't  he.  Lignum?" 

"George,"  says  Mr.  Bagnet,  "tell  the  old 
girl.     What's  the  matter." 

•■  I  didn't  know  I  looked  white/'  says  the 
trooper,  passing  his  hand  over  his  brow,  "  and  I 
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didnt  know  I  looked  shocked,  and  I'm  sorry  I 
do.  But  the  truth  is,  that  boy  who  was  taken 
in  at  my  place  died  yesterday  afternoon,  and  it 
has  rather  knocked  me  over." 

'•  Poor  creetur !  "  says  Mrs.  Bagnet,  with  a 
mother's  pity.     "  Is  he  gone?     Dear,  dear  !  " 

"  I  didn't  mean  to  say  anything  about  it,  for 
it's  not  birthday  talk,  but  you  have  got  it  out  of 
me,  you  see,  before  I  sit  down.  I  shoukl  have 
roused  up  in  a  minute,"  says  the  trooper,  making 
himself  speak  more  gaily,  "  but  you'ie  so  quick, 
Mrs.  Bagnet." 

"  You're  right.  The  old  girl,"  sa)S  Mr. 
Bagnet.     "  Is  as  quick.     As  powder." 

"  And  what's  more,  she's  the  subject  of  the 
day,  and  we'll  stick  to  her, '  cries  Mr.  George. 
"  See  here,  I  have  brouglit  a  little  brooch  along 
with  me.  It's  a  poor  thing,  you  know,  but  it's 
a  keepsake.  That's  all  the  good  it  is,  Mrs. 
Bagnet." 

Mr.  George  produces  his  present,  which  is 
greeted  with  admiring  leapings  and  clappmgs  by 
the  young  family,  and  with  a  species  of  reve- 
rential admiration  by  Mr.  Bagnet.  "  Old  girl," 
says  Mr.  Bagnet,    "  Tell  him  my  opinion  of  it." 

"  Why,  it's  a  wonder,  George  !  "  Mrs.  Bagnet 
exclaims.  "  It's  the  beautifullest  thing  that  ever 
was  seen  !  " 

"  Good  !  "  says  I\Ir.  Bagnet.     "  My  opinion." 

"  It's  so  pretty,  George,"  cries  Mrs.  Bagnet, 
turning  it  on  all  sides,  and  holding  it  out  at 
arm's  length,  "  that  it  seems  too  choice  for  me." 

"  Bad  !"  says  Mr,  Bagnet,  "  Not  my  opinion." 

"  But  whatever  it  is,  a  hundred  thousand 
thanks,  old  fellow,"  says  Mrs.  B.ignet,  her  eyes 
sparkling  with  pleasure,  and  her  hand  stretched 
out  to  him  ;  "  and  though  I  have  been  a  cross- 
grained  soldier's  wife  to  you  sometimes,  George, 
we  are  as  strong  friends,  I  am  sure,  in  reality, 
as  ever  can  be.  Now  you  shall  fasten  it  on 
yourself,  for  good  luck,  if  you  will,  George." 

The  cliildren  close  up  to  see  it  done,  and  Mr. 
Bagnet  looks  over  young  Woolwich's  head  to 
see  it  done,  with  an  interest  so  maturely  wooden, 
yet  so  pleasantly  childish,  that  Mrs.  Bagnet 
cannot  help  laughing  in  her  airy  way,  and  say- 
ing, "  0  Lignum,  Lignum,  what  a  precious  old 
chap  you  arc  ! "  But  the  trooper  fails  to  fasten 
the  brooch.  His  hand  shakes,  he  is  nervous, 
and  it  falls  off.  "  Would  any  one  believe  this  ?  " 
says  he,  catching  it  as  it  drops,  and  looking 
round.  "  I  am  so  out  of  sorts  that  I  bungle  at 
an  easy  job  like  this!" 

iNIrs.  Bagnet  concludes  that  for  such  a  case 
there  is  no  remedy  like  a  pipe  ;  and  fastening 
the  brooch  herself  in  a  twinkling,  causes  the 
trooper  to  be  inducted  into  his  usual  snug  place. 


and  the  pipes  to  be  got  into  action,  "  If  that 
don't  bring  you  round,  George,"  says  she,  "  just 
throw  your  eye  across  here  at  your  present  nov/ 
and  then,  and  the  two  together  7nust  do  it." 

"  You  ought  to  do  it  of  yourself,"  George 
answers;  "  I  know  that  very  well,  Mrs.  Bagnet. 
I'll  tell  you  how,  one  way  and  another,  the  blues 
have  got  to  be  too  many  for  me.  Her"  was  this 
poor  lad.  'Twas  dull  work  to  see  him  dying  as 
he  did,  and  not  be  able  to  help  him." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  George  ?  You  did 
help  him.     Y'ou  took  him  under  your  roof." 

"  I  helped  him  so  far,  but  that's  little.  I  mean, 
Mrs.  Bagnet,  there  he  was,  dying  without  ever 
having  been  taught  much  more  than  to  know 
his  right  hand  from  his  left.  And  he  was  too 
far  gone  to  be  helped  out  of  that.' 

"Ah,  poor  creetur!"  says  Mrs.  Bagnet. 

"  Then,"  says  the  trooper,  not  yet  lighting  his 
pipe,  and  passing  his  heavy  hand  over  his  hair, 
"  that  brought  up  Gridley  in  a  man's  mind. 
His  was  a  bad  case  too,  in  a  different  way. 
Then  the  two  got  mixed  up  in  a  man's  mind 
with  a  flinty  old  rascal  who  had  to  do  with  both. 
x\nd  to  think  of  that  rusty  carbine,  stock  and 
barrel,  standing  up  on  end  in  his  corner,  hard, 
indifferent,  taking  everything  so  evenly — it  made 
flesh  and  blood  tingle,  I  do  assure  you." 

"  My  advice  to  you,"  returns  Mrs.  Bagnet, 
"is  to  light  your  pipe,  and  tingle  that  way.  It's 
wholesomer  and  comfortabler,  and  better  for 
the  health  altogether." 

"You're  right,"  says  the  trooper,  "and  I'll 
do  it!" 

So,  he  does  it :  though  still  with  an  indignant 
gravity  that  impresses  the  young  Bagnets,  and 
even  causes  !Mr,  Bagnet  to  defer  the  ceremony 
of  drinking  Mrs.  Bagnet's  health  ;  always  given 
by  himself,  on  these  occasions,  in  a  speech  of 
exemplary  terseness.  But  the  young  ladies 
having  composed  what  Mr.  Bagnet  is  in  the 
habit  of  calling  "  the  mixtur,"and  George's  pipe 
being  now  in  a  glow,  Mr.  Bagnet  considers  it 
his  duty  to  proceed  to  the  toast  of  the  evening. 
He  addresses  the  assembled  company  in  the 
following  terms  : — 

"  George.  Woolwich.  Quebec.  Malta.  This 
is  her  birthday.  Take  a  day's  march.  And 
you  won't  find  such  another.  Here's  towards 
her!" 

The  toast  having  been  drunk  with  enthusiasm, 
Mrs.  Bagnet  returns  thanks  in  a  neat  address  of 
corresponding  brevity.  This  model  composi- 
tion is  limited  to  the  three  words  ''And  wishing 
yours!"  which  the  old  girl  follows  up  with  a 
nod  at  everybody  in  succession,  and  a  well- 
regulated  swig  of  the  mixture.     This  she  again 
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follows  up,  on  the  present  occasion,  by  the 
wholly  unexpected  exclamation,  "  Here's  a 
man  1" 

Here  is  a  man,  much  to  the  astonishment  of 
the  little  company,  looking  in  at  the  parlour 
door.  He  is  a  sharp-eyed  man — a  quick  keen 
man — and  he  takes  in  everybody's  look  at  him, 
all  at  once,  individually  and  collectively,  in  a 
manner  that  stamps  him  a  remarkable  man. 

"  George,"  says  the  man,  nodding,  "  how  do 
you  find  yourself?" 

"Why,  it's  Bucket !"  cries  i\Ir.  George. 

"  Yes,"  says  the  man,  coming  in  and  closing 
the  door.  "  I  was  gomg  down  the  street  here, 
when  I  happened  to  stop  and  look  in  at  the 
musical  instruments  in  the  shop  window — a 
friend  of  mine  is  in  wants  of  a  second-hand 
wiolinceller,  of  a  good  tone — and  I  saw  a  party 
enjoying  themselves,  and  I  thought  it  was  you 
in  the  corner  ;  I  thought  I  couldn't  be  mistaken. 
How  goes  the  world  with  you,  George,  at  the 
present  moment?  Pretty  smooth?  And  with 
you,  ma'am  ?  And  with  you,  governor  ?  And 
Lord!"  says  Mr.  Bucket,  opening  his  arms, 
•'  here's  children  too  !  You  may  do  anything 
with  me,  if  you  only  show  me  children.  Give 
us  a  kiss,  my  pets.  No  occasion  to  inquire  who 
your  father  and  mother  is.  Never  saw  such  a 
likeness  in  my  life  !" 

Mr.  Bucket,  not  unwelcome,  has  sat  himself 
down  next  to  Mr.  George,  and  taken  Quebec 
and  Malta  on  his  knees.  "  You  pretty  dears," 
says  Mr.  Bucket,  "  give  us  another  kiss  ;  it's  the 
only  thing  I'm  greedy  in.  Lord  bless  you,  how 
healthy  you  look  !  And  what  may  be  the  ages 
of  these  two,  ma'am  ?  I  should  put  'em  down 
at  the  figures  of  about  eight  and  ten." 

"  You're  very  near,  sir,"  says  Mrs.  Bagnet. 

"  I  generally  am  near,"  returns  Mr.  Bucket, 
"  beirxg  so  fond  of  children.  A  friend  of  mine 
has  had  nineteen  of  'em,  ma'am,  all  by  one 
mother,  and  she's  still  as  fresh  and  rosy  as  the 
morning.  Not  so  much  so  as  yourself,  but, 
upon  my  soul,  she  comes  near  you !  And  what 
do  you  call  these,  my  darling?"  pursues  Mr. 
Bucket,  pinching  Malta's  cheek.  "These  are 
peaches,  these  are.  Bless  your  heart !  And 
what  do  you  think  about  father  ?  Do  you  think 
father  could  recommend  a  second  hand  wiolin- 
celler of  a  good  tone  for  Mr.  Bucket's  friend, 
my  dear?  My  name's  Bucket.  Ain't  that  a 
funny  name?" 

These  blandishments  have  entirely  won  the 
family  heart.  Mrs.  Bagnet  forgets  the  day  to 
the  extent  of  filling  a  pipe  and  a  glass  for  Mr. 
Bucket,  and  waiting  upon  him  hospitably.  She 
would  be  glad  to  receive  so  pleasant  a  character 


under  any  circumstances,  but  she  tells  him  that 
as  a  friend  of  George's  she  is  particularly  glad 
to  see  him  this  evening,  for  George  has  not  been 
in  his  usual  spirits. 

"Not  in  his  usual  spirits?"  exclaims  Mr. 
Bucket.  "  Why,  I  never  heard  of  such  a  thing  ! 
What's  the  matter,  George  ?  You  don't  intend 
to  tell  me  you've  been  out  of  spirits.  What 
should  you  be  out  of  spirits  for?  You  haven't 
got  anything  on  your  mind,  you  know." 

"  Nothing  particular,"  returns  the  trooper. 

"/  should  think  not,"  rejoins  Mr.  Bucket. 
"  What  could  you  have  on  your  mind,  you 
know  !  And  have  these  pets  got  anything  on 
their  minds,  eh  ?  Not  they  ;  but  they'll  be  upon 
the  minds  of  some  of  the  young  fellows,  some 
of  these  days,  and  make  'em  precious  low- 
spirited.  I  am't  much  of  a  prophet,  but  I  can 
tell  you  that,  ma'am." 

Airs.  Bagnet,  quite  charmed,  hopes  Mr. 
Bucket  has  a  family  of  his  own. 

"There,  ma'am  !"  says  Mr.  Bucket.  "Would 
you  believe  it?  No,  I  haven't.  My  wife,  and 
a  lodger,  constitute  my  family.  Mrs.  Bucket  is 
as  fond  of  children  as  myself,  and  as  wishful  to 
have  'em  ;  but  no.  So  it  is.  Worldly  goods 
are  divided  unequally,  and  man  must  not  repine. 
What  a  very  nice  back  yard,  ma'am  I  Any  way 
out  of  that  yard,  now?" 

There  is  no  way  out  of  that  yard. 

"Ain't  there  really  ?"  says  Mr.  Bucket.  "I 
should  have  thought  there  might  have  been. 
Well,  I  don't  know  as  I  ever  saw  a  back  yard 
that  took  my  fancy  more.  Would  you  allow 
me  to  look  at  it?  Thank  you.  5s^o,  I  see 
there's  no  way  out.  But  what  a  very  good-pro- 
portioned yard  it  is  !" 

Having  cast  his  sharp  eye  all  about  it,  Mr. 
Bucket  returns  to  his  chair  next  his  friend  Mr. 
George,  and  pats  Mr.  George  aft'ectionately  on 
the  shoulder. 

"  How  are  your  spirits,  now,  George  ?" 

"  All  right  now,"  returns  the  trooper. 

"  That's  your  sort !  "  says  Mr.  Bucket.  "  ^\'hy 
should  you  ever  have  been  otherwise  ?  A  man 
of  your  fine  figure,  ami  constitution  has  no  right 
to  be  out  of  spirits.  That  ain't  a  chest  to  be  out 
of  spirits,  is  it,  ma'am  ?  And  you  haven't  got 
anything  on.  your  mind,  you  know,  George ; 
what  could  you  have  on  your  mind  ! " 

Somewhat  harping  on  this  phrase,  considering 
the  extent  and  variety  of  his  conversational 
powers,  Mr.  Bucket  twice  or  thrice  repeats  it  to 
the  pipe  he  lights,  and  with  a  listening  face  that 
is  particularly  his  own.  But  the  sun  of  his  so- 
ciality soon  recovers  from  this  brief  eclipse,  and 
shines  acfain. 
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"  And  this  is  brother,  is  it,  my  dears  ?  "  says 
Mr.  Bucket,  referring  to  Quebec  and  Malta  for 
information  on  the  subject  of  young  Woolwich. 
"  And  a  nice  brother  he  is — half  brother  I  mean 
to  say.  For  he's  too  old  to  be  your  bo)', 
ma'am." 

'•'  I  can  certify  at  all  events,  that  he  is  not 
anybody  else's,"  returns  Mrs.  Bagnet,  laughing. 

"  Well,  you  do  surprise  me  !  Yet  he's  like 
you,  there's  no  denying.  Lord,  he's  wonder- 
fully like  you  !  But  about  what  you  may  call  the 
brow,  you  know,  ^/ic/r  his  father  comes  out ! " 
Mr.  Bucket  compares  the  faces  with  one  eye 
shut  up,  while  Mr.  Bagnet  smokes  in  stolid  satis- 
faction. 

This  is  an  opportunity  for  Mrs.  Bagnet  to  in- 
form him,  that  the  boy  is  George's  godson. 

"  George's  godson, is  he  ?  "  rejoins  Mr.  Bucket, 
with  extreme  cordiality.  "  I  must  shake  hands 
over  again  with  George's  godson.  Godfather 
and  godson  do  credit  to  one  another.  And 
what  do  you  intend  to  make  of  him,  ma'am  ? 
Does  he  show  any  turn  for  any  musical  instru- 
ment ?  " 

i\Ir.  Bagnet  suddenly  interposes,  '•'  Plays  the 
Fife.     Beautiful." 

'*  Would  you  believe  it,  governor,"  says  Mr. 
Bucket,  struck  by  the  coincidence,  "  that  when 
I  was  a  boy  I  played  the  fife  myself  ?  Not 
in  a  scientific  way,  as  I  expect  he  does,  but 
by  ear.  Lord  bless  you  !  British  Grenadiers — 
there's  a  tune  to  warm  an  Englishman  up  ? 
Cou/d  you  give  us  British  Grenadiers,  my  fine 
fellow  ?  " 

Nothing  could  be  more  acceptable  to  the 
little  circle  than  this  call  upon  young  Woolwich, 
who  immediately  fetches  his  fife  and  performs 
the  stirring  melody :  during  which  performance 
Mr.  Bucket,  much  enlivened,  beats  time,  and 
never  fails  to  come  in  sharp  with  the  burden, 
"  Brit  Ish  Gra-a-anadeers  !"  In  short,  he  shows 
so  much  musical  taste,  that  Mr.  Bagnet  actually 
takes  his  pipe  from  his  lips  to  express  his  con- 
viction that  he  is  a  singer.  Mr.  Bucket  receives 
the  harmonious  impeachment  so  modestly  :  con- 
fessing how  that  he  did  once  chaunt  a  little,  for 
the  expression  of  the  feelings  of  his  own  bosom, 
and  with  no  presumptuous  idea  of  entertaining 
his  friends :  that  he  is  asked  to  sing.  Not  to 
be  behindhand  in  the  sociality  of  the  evening, 
he  complies,  and  gives  them  "  Believe  me  if  all 
those  endearing  young  charms."  This  ballad,  he 
informs  Mrs.  Bagnet,  he  considers  to  have  been 
his  most  powerful  ally  in  moving  the  heart  oi 
Mrs.  Bucket  when  a  maiden,  and  inducing  her 
to  approach  the  altar — ]Mr.  Bucket's  own  words 
are,  to  come  up  to  the  scratch. 


This  sparkling  stranger  is  such  a  new  and 
agreeable  feature  in  the  evening,  that  Mr. 
George,  who  testified  no  great  emotions  of  plea- 
sure on  his  entrance,  begins,  in  spite  of  himself, 
to  be  rather  proud  of  him.  He  is  so  friendly,  is 
a  man  of  so  many  resources,  and  so  easy  to  get 
on  with,  that  it  is  something  to  have  made  him 
known  there.  Mr.  Bagnet  becomes,  after 
another  pipe,  so  sensible  of  the  value  of  his 
acquaintance,  that  he  solicits  the  honour  of  his 
company  on  the  old  girl's  next  birthday.  If 
anything  can  more  closely  cement  and  consoli- 
date the  esteem  which  Mr.  Bucket  has  formed 
for  the  family,  it  is  the  discovery  of  the  nature 
of  the  occasion.  He  drinks  to  Mrs.  Bagnet 
with  a  warmth  approaching  to  rapture,  engages 
himself  for  that  day  twelvemonth  more  than 
thankfully,  makes  a  memorandum  of  the  day  in 
a  large  black  pocket-book  with  a  girdle  to  it, 
and  breathes  a  hope  that  I\Irs.  Bucket  and  Mrs. 
Bagnet  may  before  then  become,  in  a  manner, 
sisters.  As  he  says  himself,  what  is  public  life 
without  private  ties  ?  He  is  in  his  humble  way 
a  public  man,  but  it  is  not  in  that  sphere  that 
he  finds  happiness.  No,  it  must  be  sought 
within  the  confines  of  domestic  bliss. 

It  is  natural,  under  these  circumstances,  that 
he,  in  his  turn,  should  remember  the  friend  to 
whom  he  is  indebted  for  so  promising  an  ac- 
quaintance. And  he  does.  He  keeps  very 
close  to  him.  Whatever  the  subject  of  the  con- 
versation, he  keeps  a  tender  eye  upon  him.  He 
vfaits  to  walk  home  with  him.  He  is  interested 
in  his  very  boots  ;  and  observes  even  them  at- 
tentively, as  Mr.  George  sits  smoking  cross- 
legged  in  the  chimney  comer. 

At  length,  Mr.  George  rises  to  depart.  At 
the  same  moment  Mr.  Bucket,  with  the  secret 
sympathy  of  friendship,  also  rises.  He  dotes 
upon  the  children  to  the  last,  and  remembers 
the  commission  he  has  undertaken  for  an  absent 
friend. 

"  Respecting  that  second-hand  wiolinceller, 
governor — could  you  recommend  me  such  a 
thing?" 

"  Scores,"  says  Mr.  Bagnet. 

"  I  am  obliged  to  you,"  returns  Mr.  Bucket, 
squeezing  his  hand.  "  You're  a  friend  in  need. 
A  good  tone,  mind  you  !  My  friend  is  a  regular 
dab  at  it.  Ecod,  he  saws  away  at  Mo-zart  and 
Handel,  and  the  rest  of  the  big-wigs,  like  a 
thorough  workman.  And  you  needn't,"  says 
Mr.  Bucket,  in  a  considerate  and  private  voice, 
"you  needn't  commit  yourself  to  too  low  a 
figure,  governor.  I  don't  want  to  pay  too  large 
a  price  for  my  friend ;  but  I  want  you  to  have 
your  proper  percentage,  and  be  remunerated  for 
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your  loss  of  time.    That  is  but  fair.     Ever)'  man 
must  live,  and  ought  to  it." 

Mr.  Bagnet  shakes  his  head  at  the  old  girl,  to 
the  effect  that  they  have  found  a  jewel  of  price. 

"  Suppose  I  was  to  give  you  a  look  in,  say  at 
half  arter  ten  to-morrow  morning.  Perhaps  you 
could  name  the  figures  of  a  few  wiolincellers  of 
a  good  tone  ?"  says  Mr.  Bucket. 

Nothing  easier.     Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bagnet  both 

engage  to  have  the  requisite  information  ready, 

and  even  hint  to  each  other  at  the  practicability 

•of  having   a   small   stock    collected    there   for 

approval. 

"  Thank  you,"  says  Mr.  Bucket,  "  thank  you. 
Good  night,  ma'am.  Good  night,  governor. 
Good  night,  darlings.  I  am  much  obliged  to 
you  for  one  of  the  pleasantest  evenings  I  ever 
spent  in  niy  life."' 

They,  on  the  contrary,  are  much  obliged  to 
him  for  the  pleasure  he  has  given  them  in  his 
company ;  and  so  they  part  with  many  expres- 
sions of  good-will  on  both  sides.  "  Now, 
George,  old  boy,"  says  Mr.  Bucket,  taking  his 
arm  at  the  shop  door,  "  come  along  !"  As  they 
go  down  the  little  street,  and  the  Bagnets  pause 
for  a  minute  looking  after  them,  Mrs.  Bagnet 
remarks  to  the  worthy  Lignum,  that  Mr.  Bucket 
"  almost  clings  to  George  like,  and  seems  to  be 
really  fond  of  him." 

The  neighbouring  streets  being  narrow  and 
ill-paved,  it  is  a  little  inconvenient  to  walk  there 
two  abreast  and  arm  in  arm.  Mr.  George 
therefore  soon  proposes  to  walk  singly.  But 
Mr.  Bucket,  who  cannot  make  up  his  mind  to 
relinquish  his  friendly  hold,  replies,  "Wait  half 
a  minute,  George.  I  should  wish  to  speak  to 
you  first."  Immediately  afterwards,  he  twists 
him  into  a  public-house  and  into  a  parlour, 
where  he  confronts  him,  and  claps  his  own  back 
against  the  door. 

"  Now,  George,"  says  Mr.  Bucket.  "  Duty  is 
duty,  and  friendship  is  friendship.  I  never 
want  the  two  to  clash,  if  I  can  help  it.  I  have 
endeavoured  to  make  things  pleasant  to-night, 
and  I  put  it  to  you  whether  I  have  done  it  or 
not.  You  must  consider  yourself  in  custody, 
George." 

"Custody?  What  for?"  returns  the  trooper, 
thunderstruck, 

"  Now,  George,"  says  Mr.  Bucket,  urging  a 
sensible  view  of  the  case  upon  him  with  his  fat 
forefinger,  "  duty,  as  you  know  very  well,  is  one 
thing,  and  conversation  is  another.  It's  my 
duty  to  inform  you  that  any  observations  you 
may  make  will  be  liable  to  be  used  against  you. 
Therefore,  George,  be  careful  what  you  say. 
You  don't  happen  to  have  heard  of  a  murder?" 


"  Murder ! " 

"Now,  George,"  says  Mr.  Bucket,  keeping 
his  forefinger  in  an  impressive  state  of  action, 
"  bear  in  mind  what  I've  said  to  you.  I  ask 
you  nothing.  You've  been  in  low  spirits  this 
afternoon.  I  say,  you  don't  happen  to  have 
heard  of  a  murder." 

"  No.     Where  has  there  been  a  murder  ?  " 

"  Now,  George,"  says  Mr.  Bucket,  "  don't 
you  go  and  commit  yourself.  I'm  a  going  to  tell 
you  what  I  want  you  for.  There  has  been  a 
murder  in  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields — gentleman  of 
the  name  of  Tulkinghorn.  He  was  shot  last 
night.     I  want  you  for  that." 

The  trooper  sinks  upon  a  seat  behind  him, 
and  great  drops  start  out  upon  his  forehead, 
and  a  deadly  pallor  overspreads  his  face. 

"Bucket!  It's  not  possible  that  Mr.  Tul- 
kinghorn has  been  killed,  and  that  you  suspect 
me  ?" 

"George,"  returns  IMr.  Bucket,  keeping  his 
forefinger  going,  "  it  is  certainly  possible,  be- 
cause it's  the  case.  This  deed  was  done  last 
night  at  ten  o'clock.  Now,  you  know  where 
you  were  last  night  at  ten  o'clock,  and  you'll  be 
able  to  prove  it  no  doubt." 

"Last  night!  Last  night?"  repeats  the 
trooper,  thoughtfully.  Then  it  flashes  u]Don 
him.  "Why,  great  Heaven,  I  was  there  last 
night  ! " 

"  So  I  have  understood,  George,'"  returns  Mr. 
liucket,  with  great  deliberation.  "So  I  have 
understood.  Likewise  you've  been  very  often 
there.  You've  been  seen  hanging  about  the 
place,  and  you've  been  heard  more  than  once  in 
a  wrangle  with  him,  aixl  it's  possible — I  don't 
say  it's  certainly  so,  mind  you,  but  it's  possible 
— that  he  may  have  been  heard  to  call  you  a 
threatening,  murdering,  dangerous  fellow." 

The  trooper  gasps  as  if  he  would  admit  it  all, 
if  he  could  speak. 

"  Now,  George,"  continues  Mr.  Bucket,  put- 
ting his  hat  upon  the  table,  with  an  air  of  busi- 
ness rather  in  the  upholstery  way  than  other- 
wise, "  my  wish  is,  as  it  has  been  all  the  evening, 
to  make  things  pleasant.  I  tell  you  plainly 
there's  a  reward  out,  of  a  hundred  guineas, 
offered  by  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet.  You 
and  me  have  always  been  pleasant  together; 
but  I  have  got  a  duty  to  discharge  ;  and  if  that 
hundred  guineas  is  to  be  made,  it  may  as  well 
be  made  by  me  as  by  another  man.  On  all  of 
which  accounts,  I  should  hope  it  was  clear  to 
you  that  I  must  have  you,  and  that  I'm  damned 
if  I  don't  have  you.  Am  I  to  call  in  any  assist- 
ance, or  is  the  trick  done  ?" 

Mr.  Georse  has  recovered  himself,  and  stands 
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up  like  a  soldier.     "  Come,"  he  says ;    "  I  am 

ready." 

"  George,"  continues  Mr.  Bucket,  "  wait  a 
bit!"  With  his  upholsterer  manner,  as  if  the 
trooper  were  a  window  to  be  fitted  up,  he  takes 
from  his  pocket  a  pair  of  handcuffs.  "  This  is 
a  serious  charge,  George,  and  such  is  my 
duty." 

The  trooper  flushes  angrily,  and  hesitates  a 
moment ;  but  holds  out  his  two  hands,  clasped 
together,  and  says,  "  There  !     Put  them  on  ! " 

Mr.  Bucket  adjusts  them  in  a  moment. 
"How  do  you  find  them?  Are  they  comfort- 
able ?  If  not,  say  so,  for  I  wish  to  make  things 
as  pleasant  as  is  consistent  with  my  duty,  and 
I've  got  another  pair  in  my  pocket."  This 
remark  he  offers  like  a  most  respectable  trades- 
man, anxious  to  execute  an  order  neatly,  and  to 
the  perfect  satisfaction  of  his  customer.  "  They'll 
do  as  they  are  ?  Very  well  !  Now,  you  see, 
George ;"  he  takes  a  cloak  from  a  corner,  and 
begins  adjusting  it  about  the  trooper's  neck;  "I 
was  mindful  of  your  feelings  when  I  come  out, 
and  brought  this  on  purpose.  There  !  Who's 
the  wiser?" 

"  Only  I,"  returns  the  trooper  ;  "  but  as  I 
know  it,  do  me  one  more  good  turn,  and  pull 
my  hat  over  my  eyes." 

"  Really,  though  !  Do  you  mean  it  ?  Ain't 
it  a  pity?     It  looks  so." 

"  I  can't  look  chance  men  in  the  face  with 
these  things  on,"  ]\Ir.  George  hurriedly  replies. 
"  Do,  for  God's  sake,  pull  my  hat  forward." 

So  strongly  entreated,  Mr.  Bucket  complies, 
puts  his  own  hat  on,  and  conducts  his  prize  into 
the  streets  ;  the  trooper  marching  on  as  steadily 
as  usual,  though  with  his  head  less  erect ;  and 
Mr.  Bucket  steering  him  with  his  elbow  over  the 
crossings  and  up  the  turnings. 


CHAPTER  L. 


ESTHER'S      NARRATIVE. 


,_,VT  happened  that  Avhen  I  came  home 

\ll^/   from  Deal,  I  found  a  note  from  Caddy 

Jellyby  (as  we  always  continued  to 

call   her),   informing   me    that    her 

health,  v,'hich  had  beenfor  some  time 

very  delicate,  was  worse,  and  that  she 

would  be  more  glad  than  she  could  tell 

me  if  I  would  go  to  see  her.  It  was  a  note 

few  lines,  written  from  the  couch  on  which 

lay,  and  inclosed  to  me  in  another  from  her 


husband,  in  which  he  seconded  her  entreaty  with 
much  solicitude.  Caddy  was  now  the  mother,and 
I  the  godmother,  of  such  a  poor  little  baby — such 
a  tiny  old-faced  mite,  with  a  countenance  that 
seemed  to  be  scarcely  any  thing  but  cap-border,  and 
a  little  lean,  long-fingered  hand,  always  clenched 
under  its  chin.  It  would  lie  in  this  attitude  all 
day,  with  its  bright  specks  of  eyes  open,  wonder- 
ing (as  I  used  to  imagine)  how  it  came  to  be  so 
small  and  weak.  Whenever  it  was  moved,  it 
cried ;  but  at  all  other  times  it  was  so  patient, 
that  the  sole  desire  of  its  life  appeared  to  be,  to 
lie  quiet,  and  think.  It  had  curious  little  dark 
veins  in  its  face,  and  curious  little  dark  marks 
under  its  eyes,  like  faint  remembrances  of  poor 
Caddy's  inky  days  ;  and  altogether,  to  those  who 
were  not  used  to  it,  it  was  quite  a  piteous  little 
sight. 

But  it  was  enough  for  Caddy  tliat  she  was 
used  to  it.  The  projects  with  which  she  beguiled 
her  illness,  for  little  Esther's  education,  and  little 
Esther's  marriage,  and  even  for  her  own  old  age, 
as  the  grandmother  of  little  Esther's  little 
Esthers,  were  so  prettily  e.xpressive  of  devotion 
to  this  pride  of  her  life,  that  I  should  be  tempted 
to  recall  some  of  them,  but  for  the  timely  re- 
membrance that  I  am  getting  on  irregularly  as 
it  is. 

To  return  to  the  letter.  Caddy  had  a  super- 
stition about  me,  which  had  been  strengthening 
in  her  mind  ever  since  that  night  long  ago,  when 
she  had  lain  asleep  with  her  head  in  my  lap. 
She  almost — I  think  I  must  say  quite — beHeved 
that  I  did  her  good  whenever  I  was  near  her. 
Now,  although  this  was  such  a  fancy  of  the 
affectionate  girl's  that  I  am  almost  ashamed  to 
mention  it,  still  it  might  have  all  the  force  of  a 
fact  when  she  was  really  ill.  Therefore  I  set  off 
to  Caddy,  with  my  Guardian's  consent,  post- 
haste; and  she  and  Prince  made  so  much  of  me, 
that  there  never  was  anything  like  it. 

Next  day  I  went  again  to  sit  with  her,  and  next 
day  I  went  again.  It  was  a  very  easy  journey  ; 
for  I  had  only  to  rise  a  little  earlier  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  keep  my  accounts,  and  attend  to  house- 
keeping matters  before  leaving  home.  But  when 
I  had  made  these  three  visits,  my  Guardian  said 
to  me,  on  my  return  at  night : 

"  Now,  little  woman,  little  woman,  this  will 
never  do.  Constant  dropping  will  wear  away 
a  stone,  and  constant  coaching  will  wear  out  a 
Dame  Durden.  We  will  go  to  London  for 
awhile,  and  take  possession  of  our  old  lodgings. ' 

"  Not  for  me,  dear  Guardian,"  said  I,  "  for  I 
never  feel  tired  ;  "  which  was  strictly  true.  I  was 
only  too  happy  to  be  in  such  request. 

"  For  me  then,"  returned  my  Guardian ;    "  or 
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for  Ada,  or  for  both  of  us.  It  is  somebody's 
birthday  to-morrow,  I  think." 

"  Truly  I  think  it  is,"  said  I,  ki-ssing  my  dar- 
ling, who  would  be  twenty-one  to-morrow. 

"  Well,"  observed  my  Guardian,  half  plea- 
santly, half  seriously,  "  that's  a  great  occasion, 
and  will  give  my  fair  cousin  some  necessary 
business  to  transact  in  assertion  of  her  independ- 
ence, and  will  make  London  a  more  convenient 
place  for  all  of  us.     So  to  London  we  will  go. 


That  being  settled,  there  is  another  thing — how 
have  you  left  Caddy  ?  " 

"Very  unwell,  Guardian.  I  fear  it  will  be 
some  time  before  she  regains  her  health  and 
strength." 

"  What  do  you  call  some  time,  now  ? ''  asked 
my  Guardian,  thoughtfully. 

"  Some  weeks,  I  am  afraid." 

"Ah!"  He  began  to  walk  about  the  roorr 
with  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  showing  that  he 
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had  been  thinking  as  much.  "Now  what  do  you 
say  about  her  doctor  ?  Is  he  a  good  doctor,  my 
love  ?  " 

I  felt  obliged  to  confess  that  I  knew  nothing 
to  the  contrary;  but  that  Prince  and  I  had 
agreed  only  that  evening,  that  we  would  like  his 
opinion  to  be  confirmed  by  some  one. 

"  Well,  you  know,"  returned  my  Guardian 
quickly,  "  there's  Woodcourt." 

I  had  not  meant  that,  and  was  rather  taken 
by  surprise.  For  a  moment,  all  that  I  had 
had  in  my  mind  in  connection  with  Mr. 
Ble.\k  House,  2.^. 


Woodcourt    seemed   to   come   back   and   con- 
fuse me. 

"  You  don't  object  to  him,  little  woman?" 
"  Object  to  him,  Guardian  ?     Oh  no  !  " 
"  And   you   don't   think    the   patient   would 
object  to  him  ?  " 

So  far  from  that,  I  had  no  doubt  of  her  being 
prepared  to  have  a  great  reliance  on  him,  and 
to  like  him  very  much.  I  said  that  he  was  no 
stranger  to  her  personally,  for  she  had  seen 
him  often  in  his  kind  attendance  on  Miss 
Flite. 
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"  Very  good,"  said  my  Guardian.  '"  He  has 
been  here  to-day,  my  dear,  and  I  will  see  him 
about  it  to-morrow." 

I  felt,  in  this  short  conversation — thougli  I 
did  not  know  how,  for  she  was  quiet,  and  we 
interchanged  no  look — that  my  dear  girl  well 
remembered  how  merrily  she  had  clasped  me 
round  the  waist,  when  no  other  hands  than 
Caddy's  had  brought  me  the  little  parting  token. 
This  caused  me  to  feel  that  I  ought  to  tell  her, 
and  Caddy  too,  that  I  was  going  to  be  the 
mistress  of  Bleak  House ;  and  that  if  I  avoided 
that  disclosure  any  longer,  I  might  become  less 
worthy  in  my  own  eyes  of  its  master's  love. 
Therefore,  Avhen  we  went  up-stairs,  and  had 
waited  listening  until  the  clock  struck  twelve, 
in  order  that  only  I  might  be  the  first  to  wish 
my  darling  all  good  wishes  on  her  birthday, 
and  to  take  her  to  my  heart,  I  set  before  her, 
just  as  I  had  set  before  myself,  the  goodness 
and  honour  of  her  cousin  John,  and  the  happy 
life  that  was  in  store  for  me.  If  ever  my  darling 
were  fonder  of  me  at  one  time  than  at  another 
in  all  our  intercourse,  she  was  surely  fondest  of 
me  that  night.  And  I  was  so  rejoiced  to  know 
it,  and  so  comforted  by  the  sense  of  having 
done  right,  in  casting  this  last  idle  reservation 
away,  that  I  was  ten  times  happier  than  I  had 
been  before.  I  had  scarcely  thought  it  a  reser- 
vation a  few  hours  ago ;  but  now  that  it  was 
gone,  I  felt  as  if  I  understood  its  nature  better. 

Next  day  we  went  to  London.  We  found 
our  old  lodging  vacant,  and  in  half  an  hour  were 
quietly  established  there,  as  if  we  had  never 
gone  away.  Mr.  Woodcourt  dined  with  us,  to 
celebrate  my  darling's  birthday;  and  we  were 
as  pleasant  as  we  could  be  with  the  great  blank 
among  us  that  Richard's  absence  naturally  made 
on  such  an  occasion.  After  that  day  I  was  for 
some  weeks — eight  or  nine  as  I  remember — 
very  much  with  Caddy;  and  thus  it  fell  out 
that  I  saw  less  of  Ada  at  this  time  than  any 
other  since  we  had  first  come  together,  except 
the  time  of  my  own  illness.  She  often  came  to 
Caddy's ;  but  our  function  there  was  to  amuse 
and  cheer  her,  and  we  did  not  talk  in  our  usual 
confidential  manner.  Whenever  I  went  home 
at  night,  we  were  together ;  but  Caddy's  rest  was 
broken  by  pain,  and  I  often  remained  to  nurse 
her. 

With  her  husband  and  her  poor  little  mite  of 
a  baby  to  love,  and  their  home  to  strive  for, 
what_  a  good  creature  Caddy  was !  So  self- 
denying,  so  uncomplaining,  so  anxious  to  get 
well  on  their  account,  so  afraid  of  giving  trouble, 
and  so  thoughtful  of  the  unassisted  labours  of 
her   husband   and    the    comforts   of    old    Mr. 


Turvcydrop  ;  I  had  never  known  the  best  of 
her  until  now.  And  it  seemed  so  curious  that 
her  pale  flice  and  helpless  figure  should  be  lying 
there  day  after  day,  where  dancing  was  the 
business  of  life  ;  where  the  kit  and  the  appren- 
tices began  early  every  morning  in  the  ball-room, 
and  where  the  untidy  little  boy  waltzed  by 
himself  in  the  kitchen  all  the  afternoon. 

At  Caddy's  request  I  took  the  supreme  direc- 
tion of  her  apartment,  trimmed  it  up,  and 
pushed  her,  couch  and  all,  into  a  lighter  and 
more  airy  and  more  cheerful  corner  than  she 
had  yet  occupied ;  then,  every  day,  when  we 
were  in  our  neatest  array,  I  used  to  lay  my 
small  small  namesake  in  her  arms,  and  sit  down 
to  chat  or  work,  or  read  to  her.  It  was  at  one 
of  the  first  of  these  quiet  times  that  I  told 
Caddy  about  Bleak  House. 

We  had  other  visitors  besides  Ada.  First 
of  all,  we  had  Prince,  who  in  his  hurried  inter- 
vals of  teaching  used  to  come  softly  in  and  sit 
softly  down,  with  a  face  of  loving  anxiety  for 
Caddy  and  the  very  little  child.  Whatever 
Caddy's  condition  really  was,  she  never  failed 
to  declare  to  Prince  that  she  was  all  but  well — 
which  I,  Heaven  forgive  me,  never  failed  to 
confirm.  This  would  put  Prince  in  such  good 
spirits,  that  he  would  sometimes  take  the  kit  from 
his  pocket  and  play  a  chord  or  two  to  astonish 
the  baby — which  I  never  knew  it  to  do  in  the 
least  degree,  for  my  tiny  namesake  never  noticed 
it  at  all. 

Then  there  was  Mrs.  Jellyby.  She  would 
come  occasionally  with  her  usual  distraught 
manner  and  sit  calmly  looking  miles  beyond 
her  grandchild,  as  if  her  attention  were  absorbed 
by  a  young  Borrioboolan  on  its  native  shores. 
As  bright-eyed  as  ever,  as  serene,  and  as  untidy, 
she  would  say,  "  Well,  Caddy,  child,  and  how 
do  you  do  to-day  ? "  And  then  would  sit 
amiably  smiling,  and  taking  no  notice  of  the 
reply ;  or  would  sweetly  glide  off  into  a  calcu- 
lation of  the  number  of  letters  she  had  lately 
received  and  answered,  or  of  the  coffee-bearing 
power  of  Borrioboola-Gha.  This  she  would 
always  do  with  a  serene  contempt  for  our  limited 
sphere  of  action,  not  to  be  disguised. 

Then  there  was  old  Mr.  Turveydrop,  who 
was  from  morning  to  night  and  from  night  to 
morning  the  subject  of  innumerable  precautions. 
If  the  baby  cried,  it  was  nearly  stifled  lest  the 
noise  should  make  him  uncomfortable.  If  the 
fire  wanted  stirring  in  the  night,  it  was  surrep- 
titiously done  lest  his  rest  should  be  broken. 
If  Caddy  required  any  litde  comfort  that  the 
house  contained,  she  first  carefully  discussed 
whether   he  was  likely  to   require   it    too.     In 
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return  for  this  consideration,  he  would  come 
into  the  room  once  a  day,  all  but  blessing  it — 
showing  a  condescension,  and  a  patronage,  and 
a  grace  of  manner,  in  dispensing  the  light  of  his 
high-shouldered  presence,  from  which  I  might 
have  supposed  him  (if  I  had  not  known  better) 
to  have  been  the  benefactor  of  Caddy's  life. 

"  My  Caroline,"  he  would  say,  making  the 
nearest  approach  that  he  could  to  bending  over 
her.     "  Tell  me  that  you  are  better  to-day." 

"  O  much  better,  thank  you,  Mr.  Turvey- 
drop,"  Caddy  would  reply. 

"  Delighted  !  Enchanted  !  And  our  dear 
Miss  Summerson.  She  is  not  quite  prostrated 
by  fatigue?"  Here  he  would  crease  up  his 
eyelids,  and  kiss  his  lingers  to  me  ;  though  I 
am  happy  to  say  he  had  ceased  to  be  particular 
in  his  attentions,  since  I  had  been  so  altered. 
"  Not  at  all,"  I  would  assure  him. 
"  Charming  !  We  must  take  care  of  our  dear 
Caroline,  Miss  Summerson.  We  must  spare 
nothing  that  will  restore  her.  We  must  nourish 
her.  My  dear  Caroline;"  he  would  turn  to  his 
daughter-in-law  with  infinite  generosity  and  pro- 
tection ;  "  want  for  nothing,  my  love.  Frame 
a  wish  and  gratify  it,  my  daughter.  Everything 
this  house  contains,  everything  my  room  con- 
tains, is  at  your  service,  my  dear.  Do  not,"  he 
would  sometimes  add,  in  a  burst  of  Deportment, 
"  even  allow  my  simple  requirements  to  be  con- 
sidered, if  they  should  at  any  time  interfere 
with  your  own,  my  Caroline.  Your  necessities 
are  greater  than  mine." 

He  had  established  such  a  long  prescriptive 
right  to  this  Deportment  (his  son's  inheritance 
from  his  mother),  that  I  several  times  knew 
both  Cadtly  and  her  husband  to  be  melted  to 
tears  by  these  affectionate  self-sacrifices. 

"■  Nay,  rny  dears,"  he  would  remonstrate ; 
and  when  I  saw  Caddy's  thin  arm  about  his  fat 
neck  as  he  said  it,  I  would  be  melted  too, 
though  not  by  the  same  process ;  "  Nay,  nay ! 
I  have  promised  never  to  leave  ye.  Be  dutiful 
and  affectionate  towards  me,  and  I  ask  no  other 
return.  Now,  bless  ye  !  I  am  going  to  the  Park." 
He  would  take  the  air  there,  presently,  and 
get  an  appetite  for  his  hotel  dinner.  I  hope  I 
do  old  ]\Ir.  Turveydrop  no  wrong;  but  I  never 
saw  any  belter  traits  in  him  than  these  I  faith- 
fully record,  except  that  he  certainly  conceived 
a  liking  for  Pcepy,  and  would  take  the  child 
out  walking  with  great  pomp — always,  on  those 
occasions,  sending  him  home  before  he  went 
to  dinner  himself,  and  occasionally  with  a  half- 
penny in  his  pocket.  But,  even  this  disinte- 
restedness was  attended  with  no  inconsiderable 
cost,  to  my  knowledge ;  for  before  Peepy  was 


sufficiently  decorated  to  walk  hand  in  hand 
with  the  professor  of  Deportment,  he  had  to  be 
newly  dressed,  at  the  expense  of  Caddy  and 
her  husband,  from  top  to  toe. 

Last  of  our  visitors,  there  was  Mr.  Jellyby. 
Really  when  he  used  to  come  in  of  an  evening, 
and  ask  Caddy  in  his  meek  voice  how  she  was, 
and  then  sit  down  with  his  head  against  the 
wall,  and  make  no  attempt  to  say  anything 
more,  I  liked  him  very  much.  If  he  found  me 
bustling  about,  doing  any  little  thing,  he  some- 
times half  took  his  coat  off,  as  if  with  an 
intention  of  helping  by  a  great  exertion ;  but  he 
never  got  any  further.  His  sole  occupation  was 
to  sit  with  his  head  against  the  wall,  looking 
hard  at  the  thoughtful  baby ;  and  I  could  not 
quite  divest  my  mind  of  a  fancy  that  they  under- 
stood one  another. 

I  have  not  counted  Mr.  Woodcourt  among 
our  visitors,  because  he  was  now  Caddy's  regular 
attendant.  She  soon  began  to  improve  under 
his  care  ;  but  he  was  so  gentle,  so  skilful,  so 
unwearying  in  the  pains  he  took,  that  it  is  not  to 
be  wondered  at,  I  am  sure.  I  saw  a  good  deal 
of  Mr.  Woodcourt  during  this  time,  though  not 
so  much  as  might  be  supposed ;  for,  knowing 
Caddy  to  be  safe  in  his  hands,  I  often  slipped 
home  at  about  the  hours  when  he  was  ex- 
pected. We  frequently  met,  notwithstanding. 
I  Avas  quite  reconciled  to  myself  now;  but  I 
still  felt  glad  to  think  that  he  was  sorry  for  me, 
and  he  still  7aas  sorry  for  me  I  believed.  He 
helped  Mr.  Badger  in  his  professional  engage- 
ments, which  were  numerous ;  and  had  as  yet 
no  settled  projects  for  the  future. 

It  was  when  Caddy  began  to  recover,  that  I 
began  to  notice  a  change  in  my  dear  girl.  I 
cannot  say  how  it  first  presented  itself  to  me  ; 
because  I  observed  it  in  man}-  slight  particu- 
lars, which  were  nothing  in  themselves,  and 
only  became  something  when  they  were  pieced 
together.  But  I  made  it  out,  by  putting  them 
together,  that  Ada  was  not  so  frankly  cheerful 
with  me  as  she  used  to  be.  Her  tenderness 
for  me  was  as  loving  and  true  as  ever;  I  did 
not  for  a  moment  doubt  that ;  but  there  was 
a  quiet  sorrow  about  her  which  she  did  not 
confide  to  me,  and  in  which  I  traced  some  hid- 
den regret. 

Now  I  could  not  understand  this;  and  I  was  so 
anxious  for  the  happiness  of  my  own  pet,  that  it 
caused  me  some  uneasiness,  and  set  me  thinking 
often.  At  length,  feeling  sure  that  Ada  sup- 
pressed this  something  from  me,  lest  it  should 
make  me  unhappy  too,  it  came  into  my  head 
that  she  was  a  little  grieved — for  me — by  what 
I  had  told  her  about  Bleak  House. 
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How  I  persuaded  myself  that  tliis  was  likely, 
I  don't  know.  I  had  no  idea  that  there  was 
any  selfish  reference  in  my  doing  so.  I  was  not 
crrieved  for  myself:  I  was  quite  contented  and 
quite  happy.  Still,  that  Ada  might  be  thinking 
— for  me,  though  1  had  abandoned  all  such 
thoughts — of  what  once  was.  but  was  now  all 
changed,  seemed  so  easy  to  believe,  that  I  be- 
lieved it. 

What  could  I  do  to  reassure  my  darling  (I 
considered  then),  and  show  her  that  I  had  no 
such  feelings  ?  Well  !  I  could  only  be  as  brisk 
and  busy  as  possible  ;  and  that,  I  had  tried  to  be 
all  along.  However,  as  Caddy's  illness  had 
certainly  interfered,  more  or  less,  with  my  home 
duties — though  I  had  always  been  there  in  the 
morning  to  make  my  Guardian's  breakfast,  and 
he  had  a  hundred  times  laughed,  and  said  there 
must  be  two  little  women,  for  his  little  woman 
was  never  missing — I  resolved  to  be  doubly 
diligent  and  gay.  So  I  went  about  the  house, 
humming  all  the  tunes  I  knew  ;  and  I  sat  work- 
ing and  working  in  a  desperate  manner,  and  I 
talked  and  talked,  morning  noon  and  night. 

And  still  there  was  the  same  shade  between 
me  and  my  darling. 

"So,  Dame  Trot,"  observed  my  Guardian 
shutting  up  his  book,  one  night  when  we  were 
all  three  together  ;  "  so,  Woodcourt  has  restored 
Caddy  Jellyby  to  the  full  enjoyment  of  life 
again  ?  " 

"Yes,"  I  said;  "and  to  be  repaid  by  such 
gratitude  as  hers,  is  to  be  made  rich,  Guardian." 

"  I  wish  it  was,"  he  returned,  "  with  all  my 
heart." 

So  did  I  too,  for  that  matter.     I  said  so. 

"  Ay  !  We  would  make  him  as  rich  as  a  Jew, 
if  we  knew  how.  Would  we  not,  little  woman  ?  " 

I  laughed  as  I  worked,  and  replied  that  I  was 
not  sure  about  that,  for  it  might  spoil  him,  and 
he  might  not  be  so  useful,  and  there  might  be 
many  who  could  ill  spare  him.  As  Miss  Flite, 
and  Caddy  herself,  and  many  others. 

"  True,"  said  my  Guardian.  "  I  had  forgotten 
that.  But  we  would  agree  to  make  him  rich 
enough  to  live,  I  suppose?  Rich  enough  to 
work  with  tolerable  peace  of  mind  ?  Rich 
enough  to  have  his  own  happy  home,  and  his 
own  household  gods — and  household  goddess 
too,  perhaps  ?  " 

That  was  quite  another  thing,  I  said.  We 
must  all  agree  in  that. 

"To  be  sure,"  said  my  Guardian.  "All  of 
us.  I  have  a  great  regard  for  Woodcourt,  a  high 
esteem  for  him  ;  and  I  have  been  sounding  him 
delicately  about  his  plans.  It  is  difficult  to  offer 
aid  to  an  independent  man,  with  that  just  kind 


of  pride  which  he  possesses.  And  yet  I  would 
be  glad  to  do  it  if  I  might,  or  if  1  knew  how. 
He  seems  half  inclined  for  another  voyage.  But 
that  ai)i>ears  like  casting  such  a  man  away." 

"  It  might  open  a  new  world  to  him,"  said  I. 

"So  it  might,  little  woman,"  my  Guardian 
assented.  "  I  doubt  if  he  expects  much  of  tlie 
old  world.  Do  you  know  I  have  fancied  that 
he  sometimes  feels  some  particular  disappoint- 
ment, or  misfortune,  encountered  in  it.  You 
never  heard  of  anytliing  of  that  sort  ?  " 

I  shook  my  head. 

"  Humph,"  said  my  Guardian.  "  I  am  mis- 
taken, I  dare  say." 

As  there  was  a  little  pause  here,  which  I 
thought,  for  my  dear  girl's  satisfaction,  had 
better  be  filled  up,  I  hummed  an  air  as  1 
worked  which  was  a  favourite  with  my  Guardian. 

"And  do  you  think  Mr. Woodcourt  will  make 
another  voyage?"  I  asked  him,  when  I  had 
hummed  it  quietly  all  through. 

"  I  don't  quite  know  what  to  think,  my  dear, 
but  I  should  say  it  was  likely  at  present  that  he 
will  give  a  long  trial  to  another  country." 

'■  I  am  sure  he  will  take  the  best  wishes  of  all 
our  hearts  with  him  wherever  he  goes,"  said  I  \ 
"  and  though  they  are  not  riches,  he  will  never 
be  the  poorer  for  them.  Guardian,  at  least." 

"  Never,  little  woman,"  he  replied. 

I  was  sitting  in  my  usual  place,  which  was 
now  beside  my  Guardian's  chair.  That  had 
not  been  my  usual  place  before  the  letter,  but  it 
was  now.  I  looked  up  at  Ada,  who  was  sitting 
opposite ;  and  I  saw,  as  she  looked  at  me,  that 
her  eyes  were  filled  with  tears,  and  that  tears 
were  falling  down  her  face.  I  felt  that  I  had 
only  to  be  placid  and  merry,  once  for  all  to  un- 
deceive my  dear,  and  set  her  loving  heart  at 
rest.  I  really  was  so,  and  I  had  nothing  to  do 
but  to  be  myself. 

So  I  made  my  sweet  girl  lean  upon  my 
shoulder- — how  little  thinking  what  was  heavy 
on  her  mind  !— and  I  said  she  was  not  quite 
well,  and  put  my  arm  about  her,  and  took  her 
up-stairs.  When  we  were  in  our  own  room,  and 
when  she  might  perhaps  have  told  me  what  I 
was  so  unprepared  to  hear,  I  gave  no  encourage- 
ment to  confide  in  me ;  I  never  thought  she 
stood  in  need  of  it. 

"  O  my  dear  good  Esther,"  said  Ada,  "  if  I 
could  only  make  up  my  mind  to  speak  to  you 
and  my  cousin  John,  when  you  are  together  ! " 

"Why,  my  love!"  I  remonstrated.  "Ada? 
why  should  you  not  speak  to  us  !" 

Ada  only  drooped  her  head  and  pressed  me 
closer  to  her  heart. 

"  You  surely  don't  forget,  my  beauty,"  said  I, 
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smiling,  "  what  quiet  old-fashioned  people  we 
are,  and  how  I  have  settled  down  to  be  the  dis- 
creetest  of  dames  ?  You  don't  forget  how 
happily  and  peacefully  my  life  is  all  marked  out 
for  me,  and  by  whom  ?  I  am  certain  that  you 
don't  forget  by  what  a  noble  character,  Ada. 
That  can  never  be." 

"  No,  never,  Esther." 

"  Why,  then,  my  dear,"  said  I,  "  there  can  be 
nothing  amiss — and  why  should  you  not  speak 
to  us  !" 

"Nothing  amiss,  Esther?"  returned  Ada. 
"  O  when  I  think  of  all  these  years,  and  of  his 
fatherly  care  and  kindness,  and  of  the  old  rela- 
tions among  us,  and  of  you,  what  shall  I  do, 
what  shall  I  do!" 

I  looked  at  my  child  in  some  wonder,  but  I 
thought  it  better  not  to  answer,  otherwise  than 
by  cheering  her ;  and  so  I  turned  off  into  many 
little  recollections  of  our  life  together,  and  pre- 
vented her  from  saying  more.  When  she  lay 
down  to  sleep,  and  not  before,  I  returned  to 
my  Guardian  to  say  good  night;  and  then  I 
came  back  to  Ada,  and  sat  near  her  for  a  litde 
while. 

She  was  asleep,  and  I  thought  as  I  looked  at 
her  that  she  was  a  little  changed.  I  had  thought 
so,  more  than  once  lately.  I  could  not  decide, 
even  looking  at  her  while  she  was  unconscious, 
how  she  was  changed  ;  but  something  in  the 
familiar  beauty  of  her  face  looked  different  to 
me.  My  Guardian's  old  hopes  of  her  and 
Richard  arose  sorrowfully  in  my  mind,  and 
I  said  to  myself,  "she  has  been  anxious  about 
him,"  and  I  wondered  how  that  love  would 
end. 

When  I  had  come  home  from  Caddy's  while 
she  was  ill,  I  had  often  found  Ada  at  work,  and 
she  had  always  put  her  work  away,  and  I  had 
never  known  what  it  was.  Some  of  it  now  lay 
in  a  drawer  near  her,  which  was  not  quite  closed. 
I  did  not  open  the  drawer;  but  I  still  rather 
wondered  what  the  work  could  be,  for  it  was 
evidently  nothing  for  herself 

And  I  noticed  as  I  kissed  my  dear,  that  she 
lay  with  one  hand  under  her  pillow  so  that  it 
was  hidden. 

How  much  less  amiable  I  must  have  been 
than  they  thought  me,  how  much  less  amiable 
than  I  thought  myself,  to  be  so  pre-occupied 
with  my  own  cheerfulness  and  contentment,  as 
to  think  that  it  only  rested  with  me  to  put  my 
dear  girl  right,  and  set  her  mind  at  peace  ! 

But  I  lay  down,  self-deceived  in  that  belief 
And  I  awoke  in  it  next  day,  to  find  that  there 
was  still  the  same  shade  between  me  and  my 
darling. 


CHAPTER  LI. 

E.NLIGHIENED. 

^^W'l(3pHEN  Mr.  Woodcourt  arrived  in 
London,  he  went,  that  very  same 
day,  to  Mr.  Vholes's  in  Symond's 
Inn.  For  he  never  once,  from 
the  moment  when  I  entreated 
him  to  be  a  friend  to  Richard, 
neglected  or  forgot  his  promise.  He  had 
told  me  that  he  accepted  the  charge  as  a 
sacred  trust,  and  he  was  ever  true  to  it  in  that 
spirit. 

He  found  Mr.  Vholcs  in  his  office,  and  in- 
formed Mr.  Vholes  of  his  agreement  with 
Richard,  that  he  should  call  there  to  learn  his 
address. 

"  Just  so,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Vholes.  "  Mr.  C.'s 
address  is  not  a  hundred  miles  from  here,  sir, 
Mr.  C.'s  address  is  not  a  hundred  miles  from 
here.     Would  you  take  a  seat,  sir." 

Mr.  Woodcourt  thanked  Mr.  Vholes,  but  he 
had  no  business  with  him  beyond  what  he  had 
mentioned. 

"  Just  so,  sir.  I  believe,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Vholes, 
still  quietly  insisting  on  the  seat  by  not  giving 
the  address,  "  that  you  have  influence  with 
Mr.  C.     Indeed  I  am  aware  that  you  have." 

"  I  was  not  aware  of  it  myself,"  returned 
Mr.  Woodcourt ;  "  but  I  suppose  you  know  best."' 

"Sir,"  rejoined  Mr.  Vholes,  self-contained,  as 
usual,  voice  and  all,  "  it  is  a  part  of  my  profes- 
sional duty  to  know  best.  It  is  a  part  of  my  pro- 
fessional duty,  to  study  and  to  understand  a 
gentleman  who  confides  his  interests  to  me.  In 
my  professional  duty  I  shall  not  be  wanting,  sir. 
if  I  know  it.  I  may,  with  the  best  intentions,  be 
wanting  in  it  without  knowing  it ;  but  not  if  I 
know  it,  sir." 

Mr.  V/oodcourt  again  mentioned  the  address. 

"  Give  me  leave,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Vholes. 
"  Bear  with  me  for  a  moment.  Sir,  Mr.  C.  is 
playing  for  a  considerable  stake,  and  cannot 
play  without— need  I  say  what?" 

"  Money,  I  ])resume?" 

"  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Vholes,  "  to  be  honest  with 
you  (honesty  being  my  golden  rule,  whether  I 
gain  by  it  or  lose,  and  I  find  that  I  generally 
lose),  money  is  the  word.  Now,  sir,  upon  the 
chances  of  Mr.  C.'s  game  I  express  to  you  no 
opinion,  no  opinion.  It  might  be  highly  im- 
politic in  Mr.  C,  after  playing  so  long  and  so 
high,  to  leave  it  off,  it  might  be  the  reverse.  I 
say  nothing.  No,  sir,"'  said  Mr.  Vholes,  bring- 
ing his  haml  flat  down  upon  his  desk,  in  a  posi- 
tive manner,  "  nothing." 


546 


BLEAK  HOUSE. 


"  You  seem  to  forget,"  returned  Mr.  Wood- 
court,  "  that  I  ask  you  to  say  nothing,  and  have 
no  interest  in  anything  you  say." 

"  Pardon  mc,  sir  ! "  retorted  Mr.  Vholes,  "  you 
do  yourself  an  injustice.  No,  sir  !  Pardon  me  ! 
You  shall  not — shall  not  in  my  office,  if  I  know 
it — do  yourself  an  injustice.  You  are  interested 
in  anything,  and  in  everything,  that  relates  to 
your  friend.  I  know  human  nature  much 
better,  sir,  than  to  admit  for  an  instant  that  a 
gentleman  of  your  appearance  is  not  interested 
in  whatever  concerns  his  Iriend." 

"  Well,"  replied  Mr.  Woodcourt,  "  that  may 
be.  I  am  particularly  interested  in  his  ad- 
dress." 

("The  number,  sir,")  said  Mr.  Vholes,  paren- 
thetically, ('•  I  believe  I  have  already  mentioned.) 
If  Mr.  C.  is  to  continue  to  play  for  this  consider- 
able stake,  sir,  he  must  have  funds.  Under- 
stand me  !  There  are  funds  in  hand  at  present. 
I  ask  for  nothing;  there  are  funds  in  hand. 
But,  for  the  onward  play,  more  funds  must  be 
provided  ;  unless  Mr.  C.  is  to  throw  away  what 
he  has  already  ventured — which  is  wholly  and 
solely  a  point  for  his  consideration.  This,  sir, 
I  take  the  opportunity  of  stating  openly  to  you, 
as  the  friend  of  I\Ir.  C.  Without  funds,  I  shall 
always  be  happy  to  appear  and  act  for  Mr.  C, 
to  the  extent  of  all  such  costs  as  are  safe  to  be 
allowed  out  of  the  estate  :  not  beyond  that.  I 
could  not  go  beyond  that,  sir,  without  wronging 
some  one.  I  must  either  wrong  my  three  dear 
girls  ;  or  my  venerable  fatlier,  who  is  entirely 
dependent  on  me— in  the  Vale  of  Taunton  ;  or 
some  one.  Whereas,  sir,  my  resolution  is  (call 
it  weakness  or  folly  if  you  please)  to  wrong  no 
one." 

Mr.  Woodcourt  rather  sternly  rejoined  that  he 
was  glad  to  hear  it. 

"  I  wish;  sir,"  said  INIr.  A^holes,  '•'  to  leave  a 
good  name  behind  me.  Therefore,  I  take  every 
opportunity  of  openly  stating  to  a  friend  of 
Mr.  C,  how  Mr.  C.  is  situated.  As  to  myself, 
sir,  the  labourer  is  worthy  of  his  hire.  If  I 
undertake  to  put  my  shoulder  to  the  wheel,  I  do 
it,  and  I  earn  what  I  get.  I  am  here  for  that 
purpose.  My  name  is  painted  on  the  door  out- 
side, with  that  object." 

"And  Mr.  Carstone's  address,  Mr.  Vholes?" 

"  Sir,"  returned  Mr.  Vholes,  "  as  1  believe  I 
'  have  already  mentioned,  it  is  next  door.  On 
the  second  story  you  will  find  Mr.  C.'s  apart- 
ments. Mr.  C.  desires  to  be  near  his  professional 
adviser  ;  and  I  am  far  from  objecting,  for  I  court 
inquiry." 

Upon  this  Mr.  Woodcourt  wished  Mr.  Vholes 
good  day,  and  went  in  search  of  Richard,  the 


change  in  whose  appearance  he  began  to  under- 
stand now  but  too  well. 

He  found  him  in  a  dull  room,  fadedly  fur- 
nished ;  much  as  I  had  found  him  in  his  barrack- 
room  but  a  little  while  before,  except  that  he  was 
not  writing,  but  was  sitting  with  a  book  before 
him,  from  vvhich  his  eyes  and  thoughts  were  far 
astray.  As  the  door  chanced  to  be  standing 
open,  Mr.  Woodcourt  was  in  his  presence  for 
some  moments  without  being  perceived  ;  and  he 
told  me  that  he. never  could  forget  the  haggard- 
ness  of  his  face,  and  the  dejection  of  his 
manner,  before  he  was  aroused  from  his  dream. 

"  Woodcourt,  my  dear  fellow  ! "  cried  Richard, 
starting  up  with  extended  hands,  "you  come 
upon  my  vision  like  a  ghost." 

"  A  friendly  one,"  he  replied,  "and  only  wait- 
ing, as  they  say  ghosts  do,  to  be  addressed. 
How  does  the  mortal  world  go  ?  "  They  were 
seated  now,  near  together. 

"  Badly  enough,  and  slowly  enough,"  said 
Richard  ;  "  speaking  at  least  for  my  part  of  it." 

"What  part  is  that?" 

"  The  Chancery  part." 

"  I  never  heard,"  returned  Mr.  Woodcourt, 
shaking  his  head,  "  of  its  going  well  yet," 

"  Nor  I,"  said  Richard,  moodily.  "  Whoever 
did  ?" 

He  brightened  again  in  a  moment,  and  said, 
with  his  natural  openness  : 

"Woodcourt,  I  should  be  sorry  to  be  mis- 
understood by  you,  even  if  I  gained  by  it  in 
your  estimation.  You  must  know  that  I  have 
done  no  good  this  long  time.  I  have  not 
intended  to  do  much  harm,  but  I  seem  to  have 
been  capable  of  nothing  else.  It  may  be  that  I 
should  have  done  better  by  keeping  out  of  the 
net  into  which  my  destiny  has  worked  me ;  but 
I  think  not,  though  I  dare  say  you  will  soon 
hear,  if  you  have  not  already  heard,  a  very 
different  opinion.  To  make  short  of  a  long 
story,  I  am  afraid  I  have  wanted  an  object ;  but 
I  have  an  object  now — or  it  has  me — and  it  is 
too  late  to  discuss  it.  Take  me  as  I  am,  and 
make  the  best  of  me." 

"  A  bargain,"  said  Mr.  Woodcourt.  "  Do  as 
much  by  me  in  return." 

"  Oh  !  You,"  returned  Richard,  "  you  can 
pursue  your  art  for  its  own  sake ,  and  can  put 
your  hand  upon  the  plough,  and  never  turn ; 
and  can  strike  a  purpose  out  of  anything.  You, 
and  I,  are  very  different  creatures." 

He  spoke  regretfuU}^,  and  lapsed  for  a  moment 
into  his  weary  condition. 

"  Well,  well !"  he  cried,  shaking  it  off,  "every- 
thing has  an  end.  We  shall  see  !  So  you  will 
I   take  me  as  I  am,  and  make  the  best  of  me?" 
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"Ay!  indeed  I  will."  They  shook  hands 
upon  it  laughingly,  but  in  deep  earnestness.  I 
can  ansv/er,  for  one  of  them,  with  my  heart  of 
hearts. 

"  You  come  as  a  godsend,"  said  Richard,  "  for 
I  have  seen  nobody  here  yet  but  Vholes.  ^Vood- 
court,  there  is  one  subject  I  should  like  to  men- 
tion, for  once  and  for  all,  in  the  beginning  of 
our  treaty.  You  can  hardly  make  the  best  of 
me  if  I  don't.  You  know,  I  dare  say,  that  I 
have  an  attachment  to  my  cousin  Ada?" 

Mr.  Woodcourt  replied  that  I  had  hinted  as 
much  to  him, 

"  Now  pray,"  returned  Richard,  "  don't  think 
me  a  heap  of  selfishness.  Don't  suppose  that  I 
am  splitting  my  head  and  half  breaking  my 
heart  over  this  miserable.  Chancery  suit,  for  my 
own  rights  and  interests  alone.  Ada's  are  bound 
up  with  mine ;  they  can't  be  separated  ;  Vholes 
works  for  both  of  us.     Do  think  of  that  ! " 

He  was  so  very  solicitous  on  this  head,  that 
Mr.  Woodcourt  gave  him  the  strongest  assurances 
that  he  did  him  no  injustice. 

"  You  see,"  said  Richard,  with  something 
pathetic  in  his  manner  of  lingering  on  the  point, 
though  it  was  off-hand  and  unstudied,  "  to  an 
upright  fellow  like  you,  bringing  a  friendly  face 
like  yours  here,  I  cannot  bear  the  thought  of 
appearing  selfish  and  mean.  I  want  to  see  Ada 
righted,  Woodcourt,  as  well  as  myself;  I  want 
to  do  my  utmost  to  right  her,  as  well  as  myself ; 
I  venture  what  I  can  scrape  together  to  extricate 
her,  as  well  as  myself.  Do,  I  beseech  you,  think 
of  that!" 

Afterwards,  when  Mr.  Woodcourt  came  to 
reflect  on  what  had  passed,  he  was  so  very  much 
impressed  by  the  strength  of  Richard's  anxiety 
on  this  point,  that  in  telling  me  generally  of  his 
first  visit  to  Symond's  Inn,  he  particularly  dwelt 
upon  it.  It  revived  a  fear  I  had  had  before, 
that  my  dear  girl's  little  property  would  be 
absorbed  by  Mr.  Vholes,  and  that  Richard's 
justification  to  himself  would  be  sincerely  this. 
It  was  just  as  I  began  to  take  care  of  Caddy, 
that  the  interview  took  place  ;  and  I  now  return 
to  the  time  when  Caddy  had  recovered,  and  the 
shade  was  still  between  me  and  my  darling. 

I  proposed  to  Ada,  that  morning,  that  we 
should  go  and  see  Richard.  It  a  little  surprised 
me  to  find  that  she  hesitated,  and  was  not  so 
radiantly  willing  as  I  had  expected. 

"  ]\Iy  dear,"  said  I,  "  you  have  not  had  any 
diftcrence  with  Richard  since  I  have  been  so 
much  away?" 

"  No,  Esther." 

"  Not  heard  of  him,  perhaps?"  said  I. 

"  Yes,  I  have  heard  of  him,"  said  Ada. 


Such  tears  in  her  eyes,  and  such  love  in  her 
face.  I  could  not  make  my  darling  out.  Should 
I  go  to  Richard's  by  myself,  I  said  ?  No,  Ada 
thought  I  had  better  not  go  by  myself.  Would 
she  go  with  me?  Yes,  Ada  thought  she  had 
better  go  with  me.  Should  we  go  now  ?  Yes, 
let  us  go  now.  Well,  I  could  not  understand 
my  darling,  with  the  tears  in  her  eyes  and  the 
love  in  her  face  I 

We  were  soon  equipped,  and  went  out.  It 
was  a  sombre  day,  and  drops  of  chill  rain  fell  at 
intervals.  It  was  one  of  those  colourless  days 
when  everything  looks  heavy  and  harsh.  The 
houses  frowned  at  us,  the  dust  rose  at  us,  the 
smoke  swooped  at  us,  nothing  made  any  com- 
promise about  itself,  or  wore  a  softened  aspect. 
I  fancied  my  beautiful  girl  quite  out  of  place  in 
the  rugged  streets ;  and  I  thought  there  were 
more  funerals  passing  along  the  dismal  pave- 
ments, than  I  had  ever  seen  before. 

We  had  first  to  find  out  Symond's  Inn.  We 
were  going  to  inquire  in  a  shop,  when  Ada  said 
she  thought  it  was  near  Chancery  Lane.  "  We 
are  not  likely  to  be  far  out,  my  love,  if  we  go  in 
that  direction,"  said  I.  So  to  Chancery  Lane  we 
went ;  and  there,  sure  enough,  we  saw  it  written 
up.     Symond's  Inn. 

We  had  next  to  find  out  the  number.  "  Or 
Mr.  Vholes's  office  will  do,"  I  recollected,  "for 
]\Ir.  Vholes's  office  is  next  door."  Upon  which 
Ada  said,  perhaps  that  was  Mr.  Vholes's  office 
in  the  corner  there.     And  it  really  was. 

Then  came  the  question,  which  of  the  two 
next  doors?  I  was  for  going  to  the  one,  and 
my  darling  was  for  going  to  the  other  ;  and  my 
darling  was  riglit  again.  So,  up  we  went  to  the 
second  storj^  where  we  came  to  Richard's  name 
in  great  white  letters  on  a  hearse-like  panel. 

I  should  have  knocked,  but  Ada  said  perhaps 
we  had  better  turn  the  handle  and  go  in.  Thus 
we  came  to  Richard,  poring  over  a  table  covered 
with  dusty  bundles  of  papers  which  seemed  to 
me  like  dusty  mirrors  reflecting  his  own  mind. 
Wherever  I  looked,  I  saw  the  ominous  words 
that  ran  in  it,  repeated.  Jarndyce  and  Jarn- 
dyce. 

He  received  us  very  affectionately,  and  we 
sat  down.  "  If  you  had  come  a  little  earlier," 
he  said,  "you  would  have  found  Woodcourt 
here.  There  never  was  such  a  good  fellow  as 
Woodcourt  is.  He  finds  time  to  look  in  between 
whiles,  when  anybody  else  with  half  his  work  to 
do  would  be  thinking  about  not  being  able  to 
come.  And  he  is  so  cheery,  so  fresh,  so  sensible, 
so  earnest,  so — everything  that  I  am  not,  that 
the  place  brightens  whenever  he  comes,  and 
darkens  whenever  he  goes  again." 
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"  God  bless  him,"  I  thought,  "  for  his  truth  to 
me!" 

"  He  is  not  so  sanguine,  Ada,"  continued 
Richard,  casting  his  dejected  look  over  the 
bundles  of  papers,  "  as  Vholes  and  I  are  usually ; 
but  he  is  only  an  outsider,  and  is  not  in  the 
mysteries.  We  have  gone  into  them  and  he  has 
not.  He  can't  be  expected  to  know  much  of 
such  a  labyrinth." 

As  his  look  wandered  over  the  papers  again, 
and  he  passed  his  two  hands  over  his  head,  I 
noticed  how  sunken  and  how  large  his  e}-es 
appeared,  how  dry  his  lips  were,  and  how  his 
fmger-nails  were  all  bitten  away. 

"  Is  this  a  healthy  place  to  live  in,  Richard, 
do  you  think?"  said  I. 

"  Why,  my  dear  Minerva,"  answered  Richard, 
with  his  old  gay  laugh,  "  it  is  neither  a  rural  nor 
a  cheerful  place ;  and  when  the  sun  shines  here, 
you  may  lay  a  pretty  heavy  wager  that  it  is 
shining  brightly  in  an  open  spot.  But  it's  well 
enough  for  the  time.  It's  near  the  offices,  and 
near  Vholes." 

"Perhaps,"  I  hinted, "  a  change  from  both " 

" — Might  do  me  good?"  said  Richard, 
forcing  a  laugh  as  he  finished  the  sentence. 
"  I  shouldn't  wonder  !  But  it  can  only  come 
in  one  way  now — in  one  of  two  ways,  I  should 
rather  say.  Either  the  suit  must  be  ended, 
Esther,  or  the  suitor.  But  it  shall  be  the  suit, 
the  suit,  my  dear  girl !" 

These  latter  words  were  addressed  to  Ada, 
who  was  sitting  nearest  to  him.  Her  face  being 
turned  away  from  me  and  towards  him,  I  could 
not  see  it. 

"  We  are  doing  very  well,"  pursued  Richard. 
"  Vholes  will  tell  you  so.  AVe  are  really  spin- 
ning along.  Ask  Vholes.  We  are  giving  them 
no  rest.  Vholes  knows  all  their  windings  and 
turnings,  and  we  are  upon  them  everywhere. 
We  have  astonished  them  already.  We  shall 
rouse  up  that  nest  of  sleepers,  mark  my 
words  !" 

His  hopefulness  had  long  been  more  painful 
to  me  than  his  despondency ;  it  was  so  unlike 
hopefulness,  had  something  so  fierce  in  its 
determination  to  be  it,  was  so  hungry  and  eager, 
and  yet  so  conscious  of  being  forced  and  un- 
sustainable, that  it  had  long  touched  me  to  the 
heart.  But  the  commentary  upon  it  now  indelibly 
written  in  his  handsome  face,  made  it  far  more 
distressing  than  it  used  to  be.  I  say  indelibly ; 
for  I  felt  persuaded  that  if  the  fatal  cause  could 
have  been  for  ever  terminated,  according  to  his 
brightest  visions,  in  that  same  hour,  the  traces 
of  the  premature  anxiety,  self-reproach,  and 
disappointment  it  had  occasioned   him,  would 


have  remained  upon  his  features  to  the  hour  of 
his  death. 

"  The  sight  of  our  dear  little  woman,"  said 
Richard  :  Ada  still  remaining  silent  and  quiet : 
"  is  so  natural  to  me,  and  her  compassionate 
face  is  so  like  the  face  of  old  days " 

Ah  !     No,  no.     I  smiled  and  shook  my  head. 

"  — So  exactly  like  the  face  of  old  days,"  said 
Richard  in  his  cordial  voice,  and  taking  my 
hand  with  the  brotherly  regard  which  nothing 
ever  changed,  "  that  I  can't  make  pretences 
with  her.  I  fluctuate  a  little  ;  that's  the  truth. 
Sometimes  I  hope,  my  dear,  and  sometimes  I — 
don't  quite  despair,  but  nearly.  I  get,"  said 
Richard,  relinquishing  my  hand  gently,  and 
walking  across  the  room,  '"  so  tired  ! " 

He  took  a  few  turns  up  and  down,  and  sunk 
upon  the  sofa.  "  I  get,"  he  repeated  gloomily, 
"  so  tired.     It  is  such  weary,  weary  work  !" 

He  was  leaning  on  his  arm,  saying  these 
words  in  a  meditative  voice,  and  looking  at  the 
ground,  when  my  darling  rose,  put  off  her 
bonnet,  kneeled  down  beside  him  with  her 
golden  hair  falling  like  sunlight  on  his  head, 
clasped  her  two  arms  round  his  neck,  and 
turned  her  face  to  me.  O,  what  a  loving  and 
devoted  face  I  saw  ! 

"  Esther,  dear,"  she  said  very  quietly,  "  I  am 
not  going  home  again." 

A  light  shone  in  upon  me  all  at  once. 

"  Never  any  more.  I  am  going  to  stay  with 
my  dear  husband.  We  have  been  married 
above  two  months.  Go  home  without  me,  my 
own  Esther ;  I  shall  never  go  home  any  more  ! " 
With  those  words  my  darling  drew  his  head 
down  on  her  breast,  and  held  it  there.  And  if 
ever  in  my  life  I  saw  a  love  that  nothing  but 
death  could  change,  I  saw  it  then  before  me. 

"  Speak  to  Esther,  my  dearest,"  said  Richard, 
breaking  the  silence  presently.  "  Tell  her  how 
it  was." 

I  met  her  before  she  could  come  to  me,  and 
folded  her  in  my  arms.  We  neither  of  us  spoke ; 
but  with  her  cheek  against  my  own,  I  wanted  to 
hear  nothing.  "  My  pet,"  said  I.  "  My  love. 
My  poor,  poor  girl ! "  I  pitied  her  so  much. 
I  was  very  fond  of  Richard,  but  the  impulse 
that  I  had  upon  me  was  to  pity  her  so  much. 

"  Esther,  will  you  forgive  me  ?  Will  my  cousin 
John  forgive  me?" 

"  My  dear,"  said  I,  "  to  doubt  it  for  a  moment, 
is  to  do  him  a  great  wrong.  And  as  to  me  ! " — 
why,  as  to  me,  what  had  /  to  forgive  ! 

I  dried  my  sobbing  darling's  eyes,  and  sat 
beside  her  on  the  sofo,  and  Richard  sat  on  my 
other  side ;  and  while  I  was  reminded  of  that 
so  different  night  when  they  had  first  taken  me 
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into  their  confidence,  and  had  gone  on  in  their 
own  wild  happy  way,  they  told  me  between 
them  how  it  was. 

"  All  I  had,  was  Richard's,"  Ada  said  ;  "  and 
Richard  would  not  take  it,  Esther,  and  what 
could  I  do  but  be  his  wife  when  I  loved  him 
dearly!" 

"  And  you  were  so  fully  and  so  kindly  occu- 
pied, excellent  Dame  Durden,"  said  Richard, 
"  that  how  could  we  speak  to  you  at  such  a 
time  !  And  besides,  it  was  not  a  long-considered 
step.  We  went  out  one  morning  and  were 
married." 


"  And  when  it  was  done,  Esther,"  said  my 
darling,  "  I  was  always  thinking  how  to  tell  you, 
and  what  to  do  for  the  best.  And  sometimes  1 
thought  you  ought  to  know  it  directly;  and 
sometimes  I  thought  you  ought  not  to  know  it, 
and  keep  it  from  my  cousin  John  ;  and  I  could 
not  tell  what  to  do,  and  I  fretted  very  much." 

How  selfish  I  must  have  been,  not  to  have 
thought  of  this  before  !  I  don't  know  what  I 
said  now.  I  was  so  sorry,  and  yet  I  was  so  fond 
of  them,  and  so  glad  that  they  were  fond  of  me ; 
I  pitied  them  so  much,  and  yet  I  felt  a  kind  of 
pride  in  their  loving  one  another.     I  never  had 
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experienced  such  painful  and  pleasurable  emo- 
tion at  one  time  ;  and  in  my  own  heart  I  did 
not  know  which  predominated.  Ikit  I  was  not 
there  to  darken  their  way  ;  I  did  not  ilo  that. 

When  I  was  less  foolish  and  more  composed, 
my  darling  took  her  wedding  ring  from  her 
bosom,  and  kissed  it,  and  put  it  on.  Then  I 
remembered  last  night,  and  told  Richard  that 
ever  since  her  marriage  she  had  worn  it  at  night 
when  there  was  no  one  to  see.  Then  Ada 
blushingly  asked  me  how  did  I  know  that,  my 
dear  ?     Then  I  told  Ada  how  I  had  seen  her 


hand  concealed  under  her  pillow,  and  had  little 
thought  why,  my  dear.  Then  they  began  tell- 
ing me  how  it  was,  all  over  again  ;  and  I  began 
to  be  sorry  and  glad  again,  and  foolish  again, 
and  to  hide  my  plain  old  face  as  much  as  I 
could,  lest  I  should  put  them  out  of  heart. 

Thus  the  time  went  on,  until  it  beaime  neces- 
sary for  me  to  think  of  returning.  When  that 
time  arrived  it  was  the  worst  of  all,  for  then  my 
darling  completely  broke  down.  She  clung 
round  my  neck,  calling  me  by  every  dear  name 
she  could  think  of,  and  saying  what  should  she 
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do  without  me !  Nor  "was  Ricliard  much 
better;  and  as  for  me  I  should  have  been  the 
worst  of  the  three,  if  I  had  not  severely  said  to 
myself,  "  Now,  Esther,  if  you  do,  I'll  never  speak 
to  you  again  !  " 

"  Why,  I  declare,"  said  I,  "  I  never  saw  sucli 
a  wife.  I  don't  think  she  loves  her  husband  at 
all.  Here,  Richard,  take  my  child  for  good- 
ness' sake."  But  I  held  her  tight  all  the  while, 
and  could  have  wept  over  her  I  don't  know 
how  long. 

"  I  give  this  dear  young  couple  notice,"  said 
I,  "  that  I  am  only  going  away  to  come  back  to- 
morrow ;  and  that  I  shall  be  always  coming 
backwards  and  forwards,  until  Symond's  Inn  is 
tired  of  the  sight  of  me.  So  I  shall  not  say  good- 
bye, Richard.  For  what  would  be  the  use  of 
that,  you  know,  when  I  am  coming  back  so 
soon  !" 

I  had  given  my  darling  to  him  now,  and  I 
meant  to  go ;  but  I  lingered  for  one  more  look 
of  the  precious  face,  which  it  seemed  to  rive  my 
heart  to  turn  from. 

So  I  said  (in  a  merry  bustling  manner)  that 
unless  they  gave  me  some  encouragement  to 
come  back,  I  was  not  sure  that  I  could  take  that 
liberty;  upon  which  my  dear  girl  looked  up, 
faintly  smiling  through  her  tears,  and  I  folded 
her  lovely  face  between  my  hands,  and 
gave  it  one  last  kiss,  and  laughed,  and  ran 
away. 

And  when  I  got  down-stairs,  O  how  I  cried  ! 
It  almost  seemed  to  me  that  I  had  lost  my  Ada 
for  ever.  I  was  so  lonely,  and  so  blank  with- 
out her,  and  it  was  so  desolate  to  be  going 
home  with  no  hope  of  seeing  her  there,  that  I 
could  get  no  comfort  for  a  little  while,  as  I 
walked  up  and  down  in  a  dim  corner,  sobbing 
and  crying. 

I  came  to  myself  by-and-by,  after  a  little 
scolding,  and  took  a  coach  home.  The  poor 
boy  whom  I  had  found  at  St.  Albans  had  reap- 
peared a  short  time  before,  and  was  lying  at  the 
point  of  death;  indeed,  was  then  dead,  though 
I  did  not  know  it.  My  Guardian  had  gone  out 
to  inquire  about  him,  and  did  not  return  to 
dinner.  Being  quite  alone,  I  cried  a  little 
again  ;  though,  on  the  whole,  I  don't  think  I 
behaved  so  ver}^,  very  ill. 

It  was  only  natural  that  I  should  not  be  quite 
accustomed  to  the  loss  of  my  darling  yet. 
Three  or  four  hours  were  not  a  long  time,  after 
years.  But  my  mind  dwelt  so  much  upon  the 
uncongenial  scene  in  which  I  had  left  her,  and 
I  pictured  it  as  such  an  over-shadowed  stony- 
hearted one,  and  I  so  longed  to  be  near  her, 
and  taking  some  sort  of  care  of  her,  that  I  deter- 


mined to  go  back  in  the  evening,  only  to  look 
up  at  her  windows. 

It  was  foolish,  I  dare  say;  but  it  did  not  then 
seem  at  all  so  to  me,  and  it  does  not  seem  quite 
so  even  now.  I  took  Charley  into  my  confi- 
dence, and  we  went  out  at  dusk.  It  was  darlc 
when  we  came  to  the  new  strange  home  of  m\' 
dear  girl,  and  there  was  a  light  behind  the 
yellow  blinds.  We  walked  past  cautiously  three 
or  four  times,  looking  up  ;  and  narrowly  missed 
encountering  Mr.  Vholes,  who  came  out  of  his 
office  while  we  were  there,  and  turned  his  head 
to  look  up  too,  before  going  home.  The  sight 
of  his  lank  black  figure,  and  the  lonesome  air  oi" 
that  nook  in  the  dark,  were  favourable  to  the 
state  of  my  mind.  I  thought  of  the  youth  and 
love  and  beauty  of  my  dear  girl,  shut  up  in  such 
an  ill-assorted  refuge,  almost  as  if  it  were  a  cruel 
place. 

It  was  very  solitary  and  very  dull,  and  I  did 
not  doubt  that  I  might  safely  steal  up-stairs.  I 
left  Charley  below,  and  went  up  with  a  light 
foot,  not  distressed  by  any  glare  from  the  feeble 
oil  lanterns  on  the  way.  I  listened  for  a  few 
moments ;  and  in  the  musty  rotting  silence  of 
the  house,  believed  that  I  could  hear  the  mur- 
mur of  their  young  voices.  I  put  my  lips  to  the 
hearse-like  panel  of  the  door,  as  a  kiss  for  my 
dear,  and  came  quietly  down  again,  thinking 
that  one  of  these  days  I  would  confess  to  the 
visit. 

And  it  really  did  me  good ;  for,  though  no- 
body but  Charley  and  I  knew  anything  about  it, 
I  somehow  felt  as  if  it  had  diminished  the  sepa- 
ration between  Ada  and  me,  and  had  brought 
us  together  again  for  those  moments.  I  went 
back,  not  quite  accustomed  yet  to  the  change, 
but  all  the  better  for  that  hovering  about  my 
darling. 

My  Guardian  had  come  home,  and  w'as  stand- 
ing thoughtfully  by  the  dark  window.  When  I 
went  in,  his  face  cleared,  and  he  came  to  his 
seat ;  but  he  caught  the  light  upon  my  face,  as  I 
took  mine. 

*'  Little  woman,"  said  he.  "  You  have  been 
crying." 

"  Why,  yes,  Guardian,"  said  I,  ''  I  am  afraid 
I  have  been,  a  little.  Ada  has  been  in  such 
distress,  and  is  so  very  sorry,  Guardian." 

I  put  my  arm  on  the  back  of  his  chair ;  and 
I  saw  in  his  glance  that  my  words,  and  my  look 
at  her  empty  place,  had  prepared  him. 

"Is  she  married,  my  dear?" 

I  told  him  all  about  it,  and  how  her  first  en- 
treaties had  referred  to  his  forgiveness. 

'•'  She  has  no  need  of  it,"  said  he.  "  Heaven 
bless  her,  and  her  husband  !"     But  just  as  my 
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first  impulse  had  been  to  pity  her,  so  was  his. 
"  Poor  girl,  poor  girl !  Poor  Rick  !  Poor 
Ada!" 

Neither  of  us  spoke  after  that ;  until  he  said 
with  a  sigh,  "Well,  well,  my  dear!  Bleak 
House  is  thinning  fast." 

"But  its  mistress  remains,  Guardian."  Though 
I  was  timid  about  saying  it,  I  ventured  because 
of  the  sorrowful  tone  in  which  he  had  spoken. 
"She  will  do  all  she  can  to  make  it  happy," 
said  I. 

"  She  will  succeed,  my  love  !" 

The  letter  had  made  no  difference  between 
us,  except  that  the  seat  by  his  side  had  come  to 
be  mine ;  it  made  none  now.  He  turned  his 
old  bright  fatherly  look  upon  me,  laid  his  hand 
on  my  hand  in  his  old  way,  and  said  again, 
"  She  will  succeed,  my  dear.  Nevertheless, 
Bleak  House  is  thinning  fast,  O  little  woman  ! " 

I  was  sorry  presently  that  this  was  all  we 
said  about  that.  1  was  rather  disappointed.  I 
feared  I  might  not  quite  have  been  all  I  had 
meant  to  be,  since  the  letter  and  the  answer. 


CHAPTER  LII. 

OBSTINACY. 

^  "^^tI)  UTone  other  day  had  intervened,when, 
*;}  Ji^^^  early  in  the  morning  as  we  were  going 
fci'^^  to  breakfast,  Mr.  Woodcourt  came 
1^~^.  in  haste  Avith  the  astounding  news 
^^\^  t'^^^  ^  terrible  murder  had  been  com- 
\p^  niitted,  for  which  Mr.  George  had  been 
|r^  apprehended  and  was  in  custody.  ^Vhen 
^  he  told  us  that  a  large  reward  was  of- 
fered by  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock  for  the  murderer's 
apprehension,  I  did  not  in  my  first  consternation 
understand  why  ;  but  a  few  more  words  explained 
to  me  that  the  murdered  person  was  Sir  Lei- 
cester's lawyer,  and  immediately  my  mother's 
dread  of  him  rushed  into  my  remembrance. 

This  unforeseen  and  violent  removal  of  one 
whom  she  had  long  watched  and  distrusted,  and 
who  had  long  Avatched  and  distrusted  her ;  one 
for  whom  she  could  have  had  few  intervals  of 
kindness,  always  dreading  in  him  a  dangerous 
and  secret  enemy  ;  appeared  so  awful,  that  my 
first  thoughts  were  of  her.  How  appalling  to 
hear  of  such  a  death,  and  be  able  to  feel  no 
pity !  How  dreadful  to  remember,  perhaps, 
that  she  had  sometimes  even  wished  the  old 
man  away,  who  was  so  swiftly  hurried  out  of 
life! 

Such  crowding  reflections,  increasing  the   dis- 


V 


tress  and  fear  I  always  felt  when  the  name 
was  mentioned,  made  me  so  agitated  that  I 
could  scarcely  hold  my  place  at  the  table.  I 
was  quite  unable  to  follow  the  conversation,  until 
I  had  had  a  little  time  to  recover.  But  when  1 
came  to  myself,  and  saw  how  shocked  my  Guar- 
dian was;  and  found  that  they  were  earnestly 
speaking  of  the  suspected  man,  and  recalling 
every  fa^-ourable  impression  we  had  formed  of 
him,  out  of  the  good  we  had  known  of  him  ;  my 
interest  and  my  fears  were  so  strongly  aroused 
in  his  behalf  that  I  was  quite  set  up  again. 

"  Guardian,  you  don't  think  it  possible  that  he 
is  justly  accused?" 

"  i\Iy  dear,  I  can't  think  so.  This  man  whom 
we  have  seen  so  open-hearted  and  compassion- 
ate \  who,  with  the  might  of  a  giant,  has  the 
gentleness  of  a  child  ;  who  looks  as  brave  a  fel- 
low as  ever  lived,  and  is  so  simple  and  quiet 
with  it;  this  man  justly  accused  of  such  a 
crime  ?  I  can't  believe  it.  It's  not  that  I  don't 
or  I  won't.     I  can't !  " 

"And  I  can't,"  said  ]\Ir.  Woodcourt.  "Still, 
whatever  we  believe  or  know  of  him,  we  had 
better  not  forget  that  some  appearances  arc 
against  him.  He  bore  an  animosity  towards  the 
deceased  gentleman.  He  has  openly  mentioned, 
it  in  many  places.  He  is  said  to  have  expressed 
himself  violently  towards  him,  and  he  certainly 
did  about  him,  to  my  knowledge.  He  admits 
that  he  was  alone  on  the  scene  of  the  murder, 
within  a  few  minutes  of  its  commission.  I  sin- 
cerely believe  him  to  be  as  innocent  of  any 
participation  in  it,  as  I  am ;  but  these  are  all 
reasons  for  suspicion  falling  upon  him." 

"  True,"  said  my  Guardian ;  and  he  added, 
turning  to  me,  "  it  would  be  doing  him  a  ver\- 
bad  service,  my  dear,  to  shut  our  eyes  to  the 
truth  in  any  of  these  respects." 

I  felt,  of  course,  that  we  must  admit,  not  only 
to  ourselves  but  to  others,  the  full  force  of  the 
circumstances  against  him.  Yet  I  knew  withal 
(I  could  not  help  saying)  that  their  weight 
would  not  induce  us  to  desert  him  in  his  need. 

"  Heaven  forbid  ! "  returned  my  Guardian. 
"  We  will  stand  by  him,  as  he  himself  stood  by 
the  two  poor  creatures  who  are  gone."  He 
meant  Mr.  Gridley  and  the  boy,  to  both  of 
whom  Mr.  George  had  given  shelter. 

Mr.  Woodcourt  then  told  us  that  the  trooper's 
man  had  been  with  him  before  day,  after  wan- 
dering about  the  streets  all  night  like  a  distracted 
creature.  That  one  of  the  trooper's  first  anxie- 
ties was  that  we  should  not  suppose  him  guilty. 
That  he  had  charged  his  messenger  to  represent 
his  perfect  innocence,  with  every  solemn  assur- 
ance he  could  send  us.     That  ^Ir.  Woodcourt 
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had  only  quieted  the  man  by  undertaking  to 
come  to  our  house  very  early  in  the  morning, 
with  these  representations.  He  added  that  he 
was  now  upon  his  way  to  see  the  prisoner  him- 
sdf. 

My  Guardian  said,  directly,  he  would  go  too. 
Now,  besides  that  I  liked  the  retired  soldier  very 
much,  and  that  he  liked  me,  I  had  that  secret 
interest  in  what  had  happened,  which  was  only 
known  to  my  Guardian.  I  felt  as  if  it  came 
close  and  near  to  me.  It  seemed  to  become 
personally  important  to  myself  that  the  truth 
should  be  discovered,  and  that  no  innocent 
people  should  be  suspected  ;  for  suspicion  once 
run  wild,  might  run  wilder. 

In  a  word,  I  felt  as  if  it  were  my  duty  and 
obligation  to  go  with  them.  My  Guardian  did 
not  seek  to  dissuade  me,  and  I  went. 

It  was  a  large  prison,  with  many  courts  and 
passages  so  like  one  another,  and  so  uniformly 
paved,  that  I  seemed  to  gain  a  new  comprehen- 
sion, as  I  passed  along,  of  the  fondness  that 
solitary  prisoners,  shut  up  among  the  same  star- 
ing walls  from  year  to  year,  have  had — as  I  have 
read— for  a  weed,  or  a  stray  blade  of  grass.  In 
an  arched  room  by  himself,  like  a  cellar  up- 
stairs ;  with  walls  so  glaringly  white,  that  they 
made  the  massive  iron  window-bars  and  iron- 
bound  door  even  more  profoundly  black  than 
they  were  :  we  found  the  trooper  standing  in 
a  corner.  He  had  been  sitting  on  a  bench 
there,  and  had  risen  when  he  heard  the  locks  and 
bolts  turn. 

When  he  saw  us,  he  came  forward  a  step  with 
his  usual  heavy  tread,  and  there  stopped  and 
made  a  slight  bow.  But  as  I  still  advanced, 
putting  out  my  hand  to  him,  he  understood  us 
in  a  moment. 

"  This  is  a  load  off  my  mind,  I  do  assure  you, 
miss  and  gentlemen,"  said  he,  saluting  us  with 
great  heartiness  and  drawing  a  long  breath, 
"  And  now  I  don't  so  much  care  how  it  ends." 

He  scarcely  seemed  to  be  the  prisoner.  What 
with  his  coolness  and  his  soldierly  bearing,  he 
looked  far  more  like  the  prison  guard. 

"  This  is  even  a  rougher  place  than  my  gallery 
to  receive  a  lady  in,"  said  Mr.  George,  "  but  I 
know  Miss  Summerson  will  make  the  best  of  it." 
As  he  handed  me  to  the  bench  on  which  he 
had  been  sitting,  I  sat  down  ;  which  seemed  to 
give  him  great  satisfaction. 

"  I  thank  you,  miss,"  said  he. 

"  Now,  George,"  observed  my  Guardian,  "  as 
we  require  no  new  assurances  on  your  part,  so  I 
believe  we  need  give  you  none  on  ours." 

"  Not  at  all,  sir.  I  thank  you  wath  all  my 
heart.     If  I  was  not  innocent  of  this  crime,  I 


couldn't  look  at  you  and  keep  my  secret  to  my- 
self, under  the  condescension  of  the  present 
visit.  I  feel  the  present  visit  very  much.  I  am 
not  one  of  the  eloquent  sort,  but  I  feel  it,  Miss 
Summerson  and  gentlemen,  deeply." 

He  laid  his  hand  for  a  moment  on  his  broad 
chest,  and  bent  his  head  to  us.  Although  he 
squared  himself  again  directly,  he  expressed  a 
great  amount  of  natural  emotion  by  these  simple 
means. 

"  First,"  said  my  Guardian,  "  can  we  do  any- 
thing for  your  personal  comfort,  George  ?  " 

"  For  which,  sir  ? "  he  inquiretl,  clearing  his 
throat. 

"  For  your  personal  comfort.  Is  there  any- 
thing you  \vant,  that  would  lessen  the  hardship 
of  this  confinement  ?  " 

"  Well,  sir,"  replied  Mr.  George,  after  a  little 
cogitation,  "  I  am  equally  obliged  to  you ;  but 
tobacco  being  against  the  rules,  I  can't  say  that 
there  is." 

"  You  will  think  of  many  little  things  perhaps, 
by-and-by.  Whenever  you  do,  George,  let  us 
know." 

"  Thank  you,  sir.  Howsoever,"  observed 
]\Ir.  George,  with  one  of  his  sunburnt  smiles,  "  a 
man  who  has  been  knocking  about  the  world  in 
a  vagabond  kind  of  way  as  long  as  I  have,  gets 
on  well  enough  in  a  place  like  the  present,  so 
far  as  that  goes." 

"  Next,  as  to  your  case,"  observed  my  Guar- 
dian. 

"  Exactly  so,  sir,"  returned  Mr.  George,  fold- 
ing his  arms  upon  his  breast  with  perfect  self- 
possession  and  a  little  curiosity. 

"  How  does  it  stand  now  ?" 

"  Why,  sir,  it  is  under  remand  at  present. 
Bucket  gives  me  to  understand  that  he  will 
probably  a])ply  for  a  series  of  remands  from  time 
to  time  until  the  case  is  more  complete.  How 
it  is  to  be  made  more  complete,  I  don't  myself 
see ;  but  I  dare  say  Bucket  will  manage  it  some- 
how." 

"  Why,  Heaven  save  us,  man  !  "  exclaimed  my 
Guardian,  surprised  into  his  old  oddity  and 
vehemence,  "you  talk  of  yourself  as  if  you  were 
somebody  else  ! " 

"  No  offence,  sir,"  said  Mr.  George.  "  I  am 
very  sensible  of  your  kindness.  But  I  don't  see 
how  an  innocent  man  is  to  make  up  his  mind  to 
this  kind  of  thing  without  knocking  his  head 
against  the  walls,  unless  he  takes  it  in  that  point 
of  view." 

"That  is  true  enough  to  a  certain  extent," 
returned  my  Guardian,  softened.  "  But,  my 
good  fellow,  even  an  innocent  man  must  take 
ordinary  precautions  to  defend  himself." 
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"Certainly,  sir.  And  I  have  done  so.  I 
have  stated  to  the  magistrates,  'Gentlemen,  I 
am  as  innocent  of  this  charge  as  yourselves  ; 
what  has  been  stated  against  me  in  the  way  of 
facts,  is  perfectly  true ;  1  know  no  more  about 
it.'  I  intend  to  continue  stating  that,  sir.  What 
more  can  I  do?     It's  the  truth." 

''  But  the  mere  truth  won't  do,"  rejoined  my 
Guardian. 

"Won't  it,  indeed,  sir?  Rather  a  bad  look- 
out for  me  !"  Mr.  George  good-humouredly  ob- 
served. 

"  You  must  have  a  lawyer,"  pursued  my  Guar- 
dian.    "  We  must  engage  a  good  one  for  you." 

"  I  ask  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  Mr.  George, 
with  a  step  backward.  "  I  am  equally  obliged. 
But  I  must  decidedly  beg  to  be  excused  from 
anything  of  that  sort." 

"You  won't  have  a  lawyer?" 

"  No,  sir."  Mr.  George  shook  his  head  in 
the  most  emphatic  manner.  "  I  thank  you  all 
the  same,  sir,  but — no  lawyer  I  " 

"Why  not?'' 

"  I  don't  take  kindly  to  the  breed,"  said  Mr. 
George.  '•'  Gridley  didn't.  And — if  you'll  ex- 
cuse my  saying  so  much^ — I  should  hardly  have 
thought  you  did  yourself,  sir." 

"That's-  Equity,"  my  Guardian  explained,  a 
Httle  at  a  loss ;  "  that's  Equity,  George." 

"  Is  it,  indeed,  sir?''  returned  the  trooper,  in 
his  off-hand  manner.  "  I  am  not  acquainted 
with  those  shades  of  names  myself,  but  in  a 
general  way  I  object  to  the  breed." 

Unfolding  his  arms,  and  changing  his  position, 
he  stood  with  one  massive  hand  upon  the  table, 
and  the  other  on  his  hip,  as  complete  a  pic- 
ture of  a  man  who  was  not  to  be  mo\'ed  from  a 
fixed  purpose  as  ever  I  saw.  It  was  in  vain 
that  we  all  three  talked  to  him,  and  endeavoured 
to  persuade  him  ;  he  listened  with  that  gentle- 
ness which  went  so  well  with  his  bluff  bearing, 
but  was  evidently  no  more  shaken  by  our  repre- 
sentations than  his  place  of  confinement  was. 

"  Pray  think,  once  more,  Mr.  George,"  said  I. 
"  Have  you  no  wish,  in  reference  to  your  case?" 

"  I  certainly  could  wish  it  to  be  tried,  miss," 
he  returned,  "  by  court-martial ;  but  that  is  out 
of  the  question,  as  I  am  well  aware.  If  you 
will  be  so  good  as  to  favour  me  with  your  atten- 
tion for  a  couple  of  minutes,  miss,  not  more,  I'll 
endeavour  to  explain  myself  as  clearly  as  I  can." 

He  looked  at  us  all  three  in  turn,  shook  his 
head  a  little  as  if  he  were  adjusting  it  in  the 
stock  and  collar  of  a  tight  uniform,  and  after  a 
moment's  reflection  went  on. 

"  You  see,  miss,  I  have  been  handcuffed  and 
taken  into  custody,  and  brought  here.     I  am  a 


marked  and  disgraced  man,  and  here  I  am.  My 
shooting-gallery  is  rummaged,  high  and  low,  by 
Bucket  ;  such  property  as  I  have — 'tis  small — 
is  turned  this  way  and  that,  till  it  don't  know 
itself ;  and  (as  aforesaid)  here  I  am  !  I  don't 
particular  complain  of  that.  Though  I  am  in 
these  present  quarters  through  no  innnediately 
preceding  fault  of  mine,  I  can  very  well  under- 
stand that  if  I  hadn't  gone  into  the  vagabond 
way  in  my  youth,  this  wouldn't  have  happened. 
It  Jias  happened.  Then  comes  the  question, 
how  to  meet  it." 

He  rubbed  his  swarthy  forehead  for  a  mo- 
ment, with  a  good-humoured  look,  and  said 
apologetically,  "I  am  such  a  short-winded  talker 
that  I  must  think  a  bit."  Having  thought  a  bit, 
he  looked  up  again,  and  resumed. 

"  How  to  meet  it.  Now,  the  unfortunate 
deceased  was  himself  a  lawyer,  and  had  a  pretty 
tight  hold  of  me.  I  don't  wish  to  rake  up  his 
ashes,  but  he  had,  what  I  should  call  if  he  was 
living,  a  Devil  of  a  tight  hold  of  me.  I  don't 
like  his  trade  the  better  for  that.  If  I  had  kept 
clear  of  his  trade,  I  should  have  kept  outside 
this  place.  But  that's  not  what  I  mean.  Now, 
suppose  I  had  killed  him.  Suppose  I  really  had 
discharged  into  his  body  any  one  of  those  pistols 
recently  fired  off,  that  IBucket  has  found  at  my 
place,  and,  dear  me  !  might  have  found  there 
any  day  since  it  has  been  my  place.  What 
should  I  have  done  as  soon  as  I  was  hard  and 
fast  here  ?     Got  a  lawyer." 

He  stopped  on  hearing  some  one  at  the  locks 
and  bolts,  and  did  not  resume  until  the  door 
had  been  opened  and  was  shut  again.  For 
what  purpose  opened,  I  will  mention  presently. 

"  I  should  have  got  a  lawyer,  and  he  would 
have  said  (as  I  have  often  read  in  the  news- 
papers), 'my  client  says  nothing,  my  client  re- 
serves his  defence — my  client  this,  that,  and 
t'other.'  Well ;  'tis  not  the  custom  of  that  breed 
to  go  straight,  according  to  my  opinion,  or  to 
think  that  other  men  do.  Say,  I  am  innocent, 
and  I  get  a  lawyer.  He  would  be  as  likely  to 
believe  me  guilty  as  not ;  perhaps  more.  What 
would  he  do,  wliother  or  not  ?  Act  as  if  I  was  ; 
— shut  my  mouth  up,  tell  me  not  to  commit  my- 
self, keep  circumstances  back,  chop  the  evidence 
small,  quibble,  and  get  me  of)"  perhaps  !  But, 
Miss  Summerson,  do  I  care  for  getting  oft"  in 
that  way ;  or  would  I  rather  be  hanged  in  my 
own  way — if  you'll  excuse  my  mentioning  any- 
thing so  disagreeable  to  a  lady  ?  ' 

He  had  warmed  into  his  subject  now,  and 
was  under  no  further  necessity  to  wait  a  bit. 

"  I  would  rather  be  hanged  in  my  own  way. 
And  I  mean  to  be  !     I  don't  intend  to  say," 
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looking  round  upon  us,  with  his  powerful  arms 
akimbo  and  his  iLnrk  eyebrows  raised,  "that  I 
am  more  partial  to  being  hanged  than  another 
man.  What  I  say  is,  I  must  come  oft'  clear  and 
full  or  not  at  all.  Therefore,  when  I  hear  stated 
against  me  what  is  tnie,  I  say  it's  true ;  and 
when  they  tell  me,  '  whatever  you  say  will  be 
used,'  I  tell  them  I  don't  mind  that ;  I  mean  it 
to  be  used.  If  they  can't  make  me  innocent 
out  of  the  whole  truth,  they  are  not  likely  to  do 
it  out  of  anything  less,  or  anything  else.  And 
if  they  are,  it's  worth  nothing  to  me." 

Taking  a  pace  or  two  over  the  stone  floor,  he 
came  back  to  the  table,  and  finished  what  he 
had  to  say. 

"  I  thank  you,  miss,  and  gentlemen  both, 
many  times  for  your  attention,  and  many  times 
more  for  your  interest.  That's  the  plain  state 
of  the  matter,  as  it  points  itself  out  to  a  mere 
trooper  with  a  blunt  broadsword  kind  of  a  mind. 
I  have  never  done  well  in  life,  beyond  my  duty 
as  a  soldier ;  and  if  the  worst  comes  after  all,  I 
shall  reap  pretty  much  as  I  have  sown.  When 
I  got  over  the  first  crash  of  being  seized  as  a 
murderer — it  don't  take  a  rover,  who  has  knocked 
about  so  much  as  myself,  so  very  long  to  recover 
from  a  crash — I  worked  my  way  round  to  what 
you  find  me  now.  As  such  I  shall  remain.  No 
relations  will  be  disgraced  by  me,  or  made  un- 
happy for  me,  and — and  that's  all  I've  got  to 
say." 

The  door  had  been  opened  to  admit  another 
soldier-looking  man  of  less  prepossessing  appear- 
ance at  first  sight,  and  a  weather-tanned  bright- 
eyed  wholesome  woman  with  a  basket,  who, 
from  her  entrance,  had  been  exceedingly  atten- 
tive to  all  Mr.  George  had  said.  Mr.  George 
had  received  them  with  a  familiar  nod  and  a 
friendly  look,  but  without  any  more  particular 
greeting  in  the  midst  of  his  address.  He  now 
shook  them  cordially  by  the  hand,  and  said, 
"  Miss  Summerson  and  gentlemen,  this  is  an  old 
comrade  of  mine,  Joseph  Bagnct.  And  this  is 
his  \\ife,  Mrs.  Bagnet." 

]\Ir.  Bagnet  made  us  a  stiff  militaiy  bow,  and 
Mrs.  Bagnet  dropped  us  a  curtsey. 

"Real  good  friends  of  mine  they  are,"  said 
Mr.  George.   "  It  was  at  their  house  I  was  taken." 

"With  a  second-hand  wiolinceller,"  Mr.  Bag- 
net  put  in,  twitching  his  head  angrily.  "  Of  a 
good  tone.  For  a  friend.  That  money  was  no 
object  to." 

"  Mat,"  said  Mr.  George,  "  you  have  heard 
pretty  well  all  I  have  been  saying  to  this  lady 
and  these  two  gentlemen.  I  know  it  meets  your 
approval  ?  " 

Mr.  Bagnet,    after   considering,  referred    the 


point  to  his  wife.  "  Old  girl,"  said  he.  "Tell 
him.     Whether  or  not.     It  meets  my  approval." 

"  Why,  George,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  13agnet,  who 
had  been  unpacking  her  basket,  in  which  there 
was  a  piece  of  cold  pickled  pork,  a  little  tea 
and  sugar,  and  a  brown  loaf,  "  you  ought  to 
know  it  don't.  You  ought  to  know  it's  enough 
to  drive  a  person  wilil  to  hear  you.  You  won't 
be  got  oft"  this  way,  and  you  won't  be  got  oft" 
that  way — what  do  you  mean  by  such  picking 
and  choosing  ?    It's  stuff  and  nonsense,  George." 

"  Don't  be  severe  upon  me  in  my  misfortunes, 
Mrs.  Bagnet,"  said  the  trooper,  lightly. 

"  Oh  !  Bother  your  misfortunes  !"  cried  Mrs. 
Bagnet,  "  if  they  don't  make  you  more  reason- 
able than  that  comes  to.  I  never  was  so 
ashamed  in  my  life  to  hear  a  man  talk  folly,  as  I 
have  been  to  hear  you  talk  this  day  to  the  pre- 
sent company.  Lawyers  ?  WHiy,  what  but  too 
many  cooks  should  hinder  you  from  having  a 
dozen  lawyers,  if  the  gentleman  recommended 
them  to  you  ?  " 

"  This  is  a  very  sensible  woman,"  said  ray 
Guardian.  "  I  hope  you  will  persuade  him, 
Mrs.  Bagnet." 

"Persuade  him,  sir?"  she  returned.  "Lord 
bless  you,  no.  You  don't  know  George.  Now, 
there!"  Mrs.  Bagnet  left  her  basket  to  point 
him  out  with  both  her  bare  brown  hands. 
"  There  he  stands  !  .  As  self-willed  and  as  deter- 
mined a  man,  in  the  wrong  way,  as  ever  put  a 
human  creature  under  Heaven,  out  of  patience  ! 
You  could  as  soon  take  up  and  shoulder  an 
eight-and-forty  pounder  by  your  own  strength, 
as  turn  that  man,  when  he  has  got  a  thing  into 
his  head,  and  fixed  it  there.  Why,  don't  I 
know  him!"  cried  Mrs.  Bagnet.  "Don't  I 
know  you,  George  !  You  don't  mean  to  set  up 
for  a  new  character  with  7ne,  after  all  these  years, 
I  hope  ?" 

Her  friendly  indignation  had  an  exemplary 
eft"ect  upon  her  husband,  who  shook  his  head  at 
the  trooper  several  times,  as  a  silent  recom- 
mendation to  him  to  yield.  Betweenwhiles, 
Mrs.  Bagnet  looked  at  me ;  and  I  understood, 
from  die  play  of  her  eyes,  that  she  wished  me 
to  do  something,  though  I  did  not  comprehend 
what. 

"But  I  have  given  up  talking  to  )'0u,  old 
fellow,  years  and  years,"  said  Mrs.  Bagnet,  as 
she  blew  a  litde  dust  off  the  pickled  pork,  look- 
ing at  me  again ;  "  and  when  ladies  and  gentle- 
men know  you  as  well  as  I  do,  they'll  give  up 
talking  to  you  too.  If  you  are  not  too  head- 
strong to  accept  of  a  bit  of  dinner,  here  it  is." 

"  I  accept  it  with  many  thanks,"  returned  the 
trooper. 
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"  Do  you  though  indeed  ?"  said  Mrs.  Bagnet, 
continuing  to  grumble  on  good-humouredly. 
"  I'm  sure  I'm  surprised  at  that.  I  wonder  you 
don't  starve  in  your  own  way  also.  It  would 
only  be  like  you.  Perhaps  you'll  set  your  mind 
upon  that,  next."  Here  she  again  looked  at 
me  :  and  I  now  perceived,  from  her  glances  at 
the  door  and  at  me,  by  turns,  that  slic  wished 
us  to  retire,  and  to  await  her  following  lis,  out- 
side the  prison.  Communicating  this  by  similar 
means  to  my  Guardian,  and  Mr.  \\'oodcourt, 
I  rose. 

"We  hope  you  will  think  better  of  it,  Mr. 
George,"  said  I ;  "  and  we  shall  come  to  sec 
you  again,  trusting  to  find  you  more  reasonable." 

"  More  grateful,  Miss  Summerson,  you  can't 
find  me,"  he  returned. 

"But  more  persuadable  we  can,  I  hope," 
said  I.  "And  let  me  entreat  you  to  consider 
that  the  clearing  up  of  this  mystery,  and  the 
discovery  of  the  real  perpetrator  of  this  deed, 
may  be  of  the  last  importance  to  others  besides 
yourself." 

He  heard  me  respectfully,  but  without  much 
heeding  these  words,  which  I  spoke,  a  little 
turned  from  him,  already  on  my  way  to  the 
door ;  he  was  observing  (this  they  afterwards 
told  me)  my  height  and  figure,  which  seemed  to 
catch  his  attention  all  at  once. 

"  Tis  curious,"  said  he.  "  And  yet  I  thought 
so  at  the  time  !  " 

My  Guardian  asked  him  Avhat  he  meant. 

"  Why,  sir,"  he  answered,  "  when  my  ill- 
fortune  took  me  to  the  dead  man's  staircase 
on  the  night  of  his  murder,  I  saw  a  shape  so 
like  Miss  Summerson's  go  by  me  in  the  dark, 
that  I  had  half  a  mind  to  speak  to  it." 

For  an  instant,  I  felt  such  a  shudder  as  I 
never  felt  before  or  since,  and  hope  I  shall 
never  feel  again. 

"  It  came  down-stairs  as  I  went  up,"  said  the 
trooper,  "  and  crossed  the  moonlighted  window 
with  a  loose  black  mantle  on ;  I  noticed  a  ilecp 
fringe  to  it.  However,  it  has  nothing  to  do 
with  the  present  subject,  excepting  that  Miss 
Summerson  looked  so  like  it  at  the  moment, 
that  it  came  into  my  head." 

I  cannot  separate  and  define  the  feelings  that 
arose  in  me  after  this  :  it  is  enough  that  the 
vague  duty  and  obligation  I  had  felt  upon  me 
from  the  first  of  following  the  investigation, 
was,  without  my  distinctly  daring  to  ask  myself 
any  question,  increased  ;  and  that  I  was  indig- 
nantly sure  of  there  being  no  possibility  of  a 
reason  for  my  being  afraid. 

We  three  went  out  of  the  prison,  and  walked 
up  and  down  at  some  short  distance  from  the 


gate,  which  was  in  a  retired  place.  We  had  not 
waited  long,  when  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bagnet  came 
out  too,  and  quickly  joined  us. 

There  was  a  tear  in  each  of  Mrs.  Bagnet's 
eyes,  and  her  face  was  flushed  and  hurried. 
"  I  tlidn't  let  George  see  what  I  thought  about 
it,  you  know,  miss,"  was  her  first  remark  when 
she  came  up ;  "  but  he's  in  a  bad  way,  poor  old 
fellow  !  " 

"  Not  with  care  and  prudence,  and  good 
help,"  said  my  Guardian. 

"  A  gentleman  like  you  ought  to  know  best, 
sir,"  returned  Mrs.  Bagnet,  hurriedly  drying  her 
tears  on  the  hem  of  her  grey  cloak ;  "  but  I  am 
uneasy  for  him.  He  has  been  so  careless,  and 
said  so  much  that  he  never  meant.  The  gentle- 
men of  the  juries  might  not  understand  him  as 
Lignum  and  me  do.  And  then  such  a  number 
of  circumstances  have  happened  bad  for  him, 
and  such  a  number  of  people  will  be  brought 
forward  to  speak  against  him,  and  Bucket  is 
so  deep." 

"  With  a  second-hand  wiolinceller.  And  saiil 
he  played  the  fife.  When  a  boy."  i\Ir.  Bagnet 
added,  with  great  solemnity. 

"  Now,  I  tell  you,  miss,"  said  J^Irs.  Bagnet ; 
"and  when  I  say  miss,  I  mean  all !  Just  come 
into  tlie  corner  of  the  wall,  and  I'll  tell  you ! " 

Mrs.  Bagnet  hurried  us  into  a  more  secluded 
place,  and  was  at  first  too  breathless  to  proceed;, 
occasioning  Mr.  Bagnet  to  sav,  "  Old  girl  1 
Tell'em!" 

"  Why  then,  miss,"  the  old  girl  proceeded, 
untying  the  strings  of  her  bonnet  for  more  air, 
"  you  could  as  soon  move  Dover  Castle  as  move 
George  on  this  p(  iiit,  unless  you  had  got  a  new 
power  to  move  him  with.     And  I  have  got  it !" 

"You  are  a  jewel  of  a  woman,"  said  my 
Guardian.     "  Go  on  ! " 

"  Now,  I  tell  you  miss,"  she  proceeded,  clap- 
ping her  hands  in  her  hurry  and  agitation  a 
dozen  times  in  every  sentence,  "  that  what  he 
says  concerning  no  relations  is  all  bosh.  They 
don't  know  of  him,  but  he  does  know  of  them. 
He  has  said  more  to  me  at  odd  times  than  to 
anybody  else,  and  it  warn't  for  nothing  that  he 
once  spoke  to  my  Woolwich  about  whitening 
and  wrinkling  mothers'  heads.  For  fifty  pounds 
he  had  seen  his  mother  that  day.  She's  alive, 
and  must  be  brought  here  straight !  " 

Instantly  Mrs.  Bagnet  put  some  pins  into  her 
mouth,  and  began  pinning  up  lier  skirts  all 
round,  a  little  higher  than  the  level  of  her  grey 
cloak ;  which  she  accomplished  with  surprising 
dispatch  and  dexterity. 

'•■  Lignum,"  said  Mrs.  Bagnet,  "  you  take  care 
of  the    children,  old    man,  and   give   me   the 
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umbrella !  I'm  away  to  Lincolnshire,  to  bring 
that  oKl  lady  here." 

'•  IJut,  bless  the  woman  !"  cried  my  Guardian, 
with  his  hand  in  his  pocket,  "  how  is  she  going? 
A\'hat  money  has  she  got?" 

Mrs.  Bagnet  made  another  application  to  her 
skirts,  and  brought  forth  a  leathern  purse  in 
which  she  hastily  counted  over  a  few  shillings, 
and  which  she  then  shut  up  with  perfect  satis- 
faction. 

"  Never  you  mind  for  me,  miss,  I'm  a  soldier's 
wife,  and  accustomed  to  travelling  in  my  own 
way.  Lignum,  old  boy,"  kissing  him,  "  one  for 
yourself;  three  for  the  children.  Now,  I'm 
away  into  Lincolnshire  after  George's  mother  1  " 

And  she  actually  set  off  while  we  three  stood 
looking  at  one  another  lost  in  amazement.  She 
actually  trudged  a\yay  in  her  grey  cloak  at  a 
sturdy  pace,  anil  turned  the  corner,  and  was 
gone. 

"  Mr.  Bagnet,"  said  my  Guardian.  "  Do  you 
mean  to  let  her  go  in  that  way  ?  " 

"  Can't  help  it,"  he  returned.  "  Made  her 
way  home  once.  From  another  quarter  of  the 
world.  With  the  same  grey  cloak.  And  same 
umbrella.  Whatever  the  old  girl  says,  do.  Do 
it !  Whenever  the  old  girl  says,  /'ll  do  it.  She 
does  it." 

"  Then  she  is  as  honest  and  genuine  as  she 
looks,"  rejoined  my  Guardian,  "  and  it  is  im- 
possible to  say  more  for  her." 

"  She's  Colour  -  Sergeant  of  the  Nonpareil 
battalion,"  said  Mr.  Bagnet,  looking  at  us  over 
his  shoulder,  as  he  went  his  way  also.  "And 
there's  not  such  another.  But  I  never  own  to 
it  before  her.    Discipline  must  be  maintained." 


CHAPTER  LIII. 

THE  TRACK. 

'R.  BUCKET  and  his  fat  forefinger 
are  much  in  consultation  together 
under  existing  circumstances.  When 
Mr.  Bucket  has  a  matter  of  this 
'-.  /-•-'-i^  pressing  interest  under  his  consider- 
.  -^i  ation,  the  fat  forefinger  seems  to  rise  to 
J^^  the  dignity  of  a  familiar  demon.  He 
'^^  puts  it  to  his  ears,  and  it  whispers  infor- 
mation ;  he  puts  it  to  his  lips,  and  it  enjoins  him 
to  secrecy;  he  rubs  it  over  his  nose,  and  it 
sharpens  his  scent ;  he  shakes  it  before  a  guilty 
man,  and  it  charms  him  to  his  destruction.  The 
Augurs  of  the  Detective  Temple  invariably  pre- 
dict, that  when  Mr.  Bucket  and  that  finger  are 


much  in  conference,  a  terrible  avenger  will  be 
heard  of  before  long. 

Otherwise  mildly  studious  in  his  observation 
of  human  nature,  on  the  whole  a  benignant 
])liilosophcr  not  disposed  to  be  severe  upon  the 
follies  of  mankind,  Mr.  Bucket  pervades  a  vast 
number  of  houses,  and  strolls  about  an  infinity 
of  streets  :  to  outward  appearance  rather  lan- 
guishing for  want  of  an  object.  He  is  in  the 
friendliest  condition  towards  his  species,  and  will 
drink  with  most  of  them.  He  is  free  with  his 
money,  affable  in  his  manners,  innocent  in  his 
conversation — but,  through  the  placid  stream  of 
his  life,  there  glides  an  under-current  of  fore- 
finger. 

Time  and  place  cannot  bind  Mr.  Bucket. 
Like  man  in  the  abstract,  he  is  here  to-day  and 
gone  to-morrow — but,  very  unlike  man  indeed, 
he  is  here  again  the  next  day.  This  evening  he 
will  be  casually  looking  into  the  iron  extin- 
guishers at  the  door  of  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock's 
house  in  town  ;  and  to-morrow  morning  he  will 
be  walking  on  the  leads  at  Chesney  Wold,  where 
erst  the  old  man  walked  whose  ghost  is  pro- 
pitiated with  a  hundred  guineas.  Drawers, 
desks,  pockets,  all  things  belonging  to  him,  Mr. 
Bucket  examines.  A  itw  hours  afterwards,  he 
and  the  Roman  will  be  alone  together,  com- 
paring forefingers. 

It  is  likely  that  these  occupations  are  irrecon- 
cilable with  home  enjoyment,  but  it  is  certain, 
that  Mr.  Bucket  at  present  does  not  go  home. 
Though  in  general  he  highly  appreciates  the 
society  of  Mrs.  Bucket — a  lady  of  a  natural 
detective  genius,  which  if  it  had  been  improved 
by  professional  exercise,  might  have  done  great 
things,  but  which  has  paused  at  the  level  of  a 
clever  amateur — he  holds  himself  aloof  from  that 
dear  solace.  Mrs.  Bucket  is  dependent  on  their 
lodger  (fortunately  an  amiable  lady  in  whom  she 
takes  an  interest)  for  companionship  and  con- 
versation. 

A  great  crowd  assembles  in  Lincoln's  Inn 
Fields  on  the  day  of  the  funeral.  Sir  Leicester 
Dedlock  attends  the  ceremony  in  person  ;  strictly 
speaking,  there  are  only  three  other  human  fol- 
lowers, that  is  tc  say.  Lord  Doodle,  William 
Buffy,  and  the  deoilitated  cousin  (thrown  in  as 
a  make-weight),  but  the  amount  of  inconsolable 
carriages  is  immense.  The  Peerage  contributes 
more  four-wheeled  affliction  than  has  ever  been 
seen  in  that  neighbourhood.  Such  is  the  assem- 
blage of  armorial  bearings  on  coach  panels,  that 
the  Heralds'  College  might  be  supposed  to  have 
lost  its  father  and  mother  at  a  blow.  The  Duke 
of  Foodie  sends  a  splendid  pile  of  dust  and  ashes, 
with  silver  wheel-boxes,  patent  axles,  all  the  last 
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improvements,  and  three  bereaved  worms,  six 
feet  high,  holding  on  behind  in  a  bunch  of  woe. 
All  the  state  coachmen  in  London  seem  plunged 
into  mourning ;  and  if  that  dead  old  man  of  the 
rusty  garb,  be  not  beyond  a  taste  in  horseflesh 
(which  appears  impossible),  it  must  be  highl}' 
gratified  this  day. 

Quiet  among  the  undertakers  and  the  equi- 
pages, and  the  calves  of  so  many  legs  all  steeped 
m  grief,  Mr.  Bucket  sits  concealed  in  one  of  the 


inconsolable  carriages,  and  at  his  ease  surv^eys 
the  crowd  through  the  lattice  blinds.  He  has  a 
keen  eye  for  a  crowd — as  for  what  not? — and 
looking  here  and  there,  now  from  this  side  of 
the  carriage,  now  from  the  other,  now  up  at  the 
house  windows,  now  along  the  people's  heads, 
nothing  escapes  him, 

"  And  there  you  are,  my  partner,  eh  ? "  says 
Mr.  Bucket  to  himself,  apostrophising  Mrs. 
Bucket,  stationed,  by  his  favour,  on  the  steps  of 
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the  deceased's  house.  "  And  so  you  arc.  And 
so  you  are  !  And  very  well  indeed  you  are 
looking,  Mrs,  Bucket!'' 

The  procession  has  not  started  yet,  but  is 
waiting  for  the  cause  of  its  assemblage  to  be 
brought  out,  Mr.  Bucket,  in  the  foremost 
emblazoned  carriage,  uses  his  two  fat  forefingers 
to  hold  the  lattice  a  hair's  breadth  open  while 
he  looks. 

And  it  says  a  great  deal  for  his  attachment,  as 
a  husband,  that  he  is  still  occupied  with  Mrs. 
B.  "There  you  are,  my  partner,  eh?"  he 
Bleak  House.  24. 


murmuringly  repeats.  "  And  our  lodger  with 
you.  I'm  taking  notice  of  you,  Mrs.  Bucket ; 
I  hope  you're  all  right  in  your  health,  my 
dear!" 

Not  another  word  does  Mr,  Bucket  say  ;  but 
sits  with  most  attentive  eyes,  until  the  sacked 
depository  of  noble  secrets  is  brought  down — 
Where  are  all  those  secrets  now  ?  Does  he  keep 
them  yet  ?  Did  they  fly  with  him  on  that  sudden 
journey? — and  until  the  procession  moves,  and 
Mr,  Bucket's  view  is  changed.  After  which,  he 
composes  himself  for  an  easy  ride;  and  takes 
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note  of  the  fittings  of  the  carriage,  in  case  he 
should  ever  find  such  knowledge  useful. 

Contrast  enough  between  Mr.  Tulkinghorn 
shut  up  in  his  dark  carriage^  and  Mr.  Bucket 
shut  up  in  his.  Between  the  immeasurable 
track  of  space  beyond  the  little  wound  that  has 
thrown  the  one  into  the  fixed  sleep  which  jolts 
so  heavily  over  the  stones  of  the  streets,  and  the 
narrow  track  of  blood  which  keeps  the  other  in 
the  watchful  state  expressed  in  every  hair  of  his 
head  !  But  it  is  all  one  to  both ;  neither  is 
troubled  about  that. 

Mr.  Bucket  sits  out  the  procession,  in  his  own 
easy  manner,  and  glides  from  the  carriage  when 
the  opportunity  he  has  settled  with  himself 
arrives.  He  makes  for  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock's, 
which  is  at  present  a  sort  of  home  to  him,  where 
he  comes  and  goes  as  he  likes  at  all  hours, 
■where  he  is  always  welcome  and  made  much  of, 
where  he  knows  the  whole  establishment,  and 
walks  in  an  atmosphere  of  mysterious  greatness. 

No  knocking  or  ringing  for  Mr.  Bucket.  He 
has  caused  himself  to  be  i:)rovided  with  a  key, 
and  can  pass  in  at  his  pleasure.  As  he  is 
crossing  the  hall.  Mercury  informs  him,  "  Here's 
another  letter  for  you,  Mr,  Bucket,  come  by 
post,"  and  gives  it  him. 

"Another  one,  eh?"  says  Mr.  Bucket. 

If  Mercury  should  chance  to  be  possessed  by 
any  lingering  curiosity  as  to  IN'Ir.  Bucket's 
letters,  that  wary  person  is  not  the  rnan  to 
gratify  it.  Mr.  Bucket  looks  at  him,  as  if  his 
face  were  a  vista  of  some  miles  in  length,  and 
he  were  leisurely  contemi)lating  the  same. 

"Do  you  happen  to  carry  a  box?"  says  Mr. 
Bucket. 

Unfortunately  Mercury  is  no  snuff-taker. 

"  Could  you  fetch  me  a  pinch  from  any- 
wheres?" says  Mr.  Bucket.  "Thankee.  It 
don't  matter  what  it  is ;  I'm  not  particular  as  to 
the  kind,     'i'hankee  !" 

Having  leisurely  helped  himself  from  a  canister 
borrowed  from  somebody  down-stairs  for  the 
purpose,  and  having  made  a  considerable  show 
of  tasting  it,  first  with  one  side  of  his  nose  and 
then  with  the  other,  Mr.  Bucket,  with  much 
deliberation,  pronounces  it  of  the  right  sort, 
and  goes  on,  letter  in  hand. 

Now,  although  Mr.  Bucket  Avalks  up- stairs  to 
the  little  library  within  the  larger  one,  with  the 
face  of  a  man  who  receives  some  scores  of  letters 
every  day,  it  happens  that  much  correspondence 
is  not  incidental  to  his  life.  He  is  no  great 
scribe  ;  rather  handling  his  pen  like  the  pocket- 
staft  he  carries  about  with  him  always  convenient 
to  his  grasp ;  and  discourages  correspondence 
with  himself  in  others,  as  being  too  artless  and 


direct  a  way  of  doing  delicate  business.  Further 
he  often  sees  damaging  letters  produced  in 
e\idence,  and  has  occasion  to  reflect  that  it  was 
a  green  thing  to  write  them.  For  these  reasons 
he  has  very  little  to  do  with  letters,  either  as 
sender  or  receiver.  And  yet  he  has  received  a 
round  half-dozen,  within  the  last  twent3--four 
hours. 

'■  And  this,"  says  Mr.  Bucket,  spreading  it  out 
on  the  table,  "  is  in  the  same  hand,  and  consists 
of  the  same  two  words," 

^Vhat  two  words  ? 

He  turns  the  key  in  the  door,  ungirdles  his 
black  pocket-book  (book  of  fate  to  many),  lays 
another  letter  by  it,  and  reads,  boldly  written  in 
each,  "  Lady  Dedlock," 

"  Yes,  yes,"  says  Mr,  Bucket.  "  But  I  could 
have  made  the  money  without  this  anon}'n:ous 
information," 

Having  put  the  letters  in  his  book  of  Fate,  and 
girdled  it  up  again,  he  unlocks  the  door  just  in 
time  to  admit  his  dinner,  which  is  brought  upon 
a  goodly  tray,  with  a  decanter  of  sherry.  Mr. 
Bucket  frequently  observes,  in  friendly  circles 
where  there  is  no  restraint,  that  he  likes  a  tooth- 
ful of  your  fine  old  brown  East  Inder  sherry 
better  than  anything  you  can  offer  him.  Con- 
sequently he  fills  and  empties  his  glass,  with  a 
smack  of  his  lips ;  and  is  proceeding  with  his 
refreshment,  when  an  idea  enters  his  mind. 

Mr.  Bucket  softly  opens  the  door  of  communi- 
cation between  that  room  and  the  next,  and 
looks  in.  The  library  is  deserted,  and  the  fire 
is  sinking  low.  Mr.  Bucket's  e3'e,  after  taking  a 
jiigeon-flight  round  the  room,  alights  upon  a 
table  where  letters  are  usually  put  as  they 
arrive.  Several  letters  for  Sir  Leicester  are 
upon  it.  Mr,  Bucket  draws  near,  and  examines 
the  directions.  "No,"  he  says,  "there's  none 
in  that  hand.  It's  only  me  as  is  written  to.  I 
can  break  it  to  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet, 
to-morrow." 

With  that,  he  returns  to  finish  his  dinner  with 
a  good  appetite ;  and  after  a  light  nap,  is  sum- 
moned into  the  drawing-room.  Sir  Leicester 
has  received  him  there  these  several  evenings 
past,  to  know  whether  he  has  anything  to 
report.  The  debilitated  cousin  (much  exhausted 
by  the  funeral),  and  Volumnia,  are  in  attend- 
ance. 

I\Ir.  Bucket  makes  three  distinctly  different 
bows  to  these  three  people.  A  bow  of  homage 
to  Sir  Leicester,  a  bowof  gallantry  to  Volumnia, 
and  a  bow  of  recognition  to  the  debilitated 
cousin ;  to  whom  it  airily  says,  "  You  are  a 
swell  about  town,  and  you  know  me,  and  I 
know   you."      Having    distributed    these    little 
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specimens    of  his    tact,    }vlr.  Ciicket   rubs   his 
hands. 

"  Have  you  anything  new  to  communicate, 
officer?"  inquires  Sir  Leicester.  "  Do  you  wish 
to  hold  any  conversation  witli  me  in  private?" 

"  Why — not  to-night,  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock, 
Baronet." 

"  Because  my  time,"  pursues  Sir  Leicester, 
"  is  wholly  at  your  disposal,  with  a  view  to  the 
vindication  of  the  outraged  majesty  of  the  law." 

Mr.  Bucket  coughs,  and  glances  at  Volumnia, 
rouged  and  necklaced,  as  though  he  would 
respectfully  observe,  "  I  do  assiire  you,  you're  a 
l)retty  creetur.  I've  seen  hundreds  worse-look- 
ing at  your  time  of  life,  I  have  indeed." 

The  fair  Volumnia,  not  quite  unconscious 
perhaps  of  the  humanising  influence  of  her 
charms,  pauses  in  the  writing  of  cocked-hat 
notes,  and  meditatively  adjusts  the  pearl  neck- 
lace. Mr.  Bucket  prices  that  decoration  in  his 
mind,  and  thinks  it  as  likely  as  not  that 
Volumnia  is  Avriting  poetry. 

"  If  I  have  not,"  pursues  Sir  Leicester,  "  in 
the  most  emphatic  manner,  adjured  you,  officer, 
to  exercise  your  utmost  skill  in  this  atrocious 
case,  I  particuLirly  desire  to  take  the  present 
opportunity  of  rectifying  any  omission  I  may 
have  made.  Let  no  expense  be  a  consideration. 
I  am  prepared  to  defray  all  charges.  You  can 
incur  none,  in  pursuit  of  the  object  you  have 
undertaken,  that  I  shall  hesitate  for  a  moment 
to  bear." 

Mr.  Bucket  made  Sir  Leicester's  bow  again, 
as  a  response  to  this  liberality. 

"  My  mind,"  Sir  Leicester  adds,  with  generous 
warmth,  "  has  not,  as  may  be  easily  supposed, 
recovered  its  tone  since  the  late  diabolical 
occurrence.  It  is  not  likely  ever  to  recover  its 
tone.  But  it  is  full  of  indignation  to-night,  after 
undergoing  the  ordeal  of  consigning  to  the  tomb 
the  remains  of  a  lailliful,  a  zealous,  a  devoted 
adherent." 

Sir  Leicester's  voice  trembles,  and  his  grey 
hair  slirs  upon  his  head.  Tears  are  in  his  eyes ; 
the  best  part  of  his  nature  is  aroused. 

"  I  declare,"  he  says,  "  I  solemnly  declare,  that 
iHitil  this  crime  is  discovered  and,  in  the  course 
of  justice,  punished,  I  almost  feel  as  if  there  were 
a  stain  upon  my  name.  A  gentleman  who  has 
iicvoted  a  large  portion  of  his  life  to  me,  a  gentle- 
man who  has  devoted  the  last  day  of  his  life  to 
me,  a  gentleman  who  has  constantly  sat  at 
my  table  and  slept  under  my  roof,  goes  from  my 
house  to  his  own,  and  is  struck  down  within  an 
hour  of  his  leaving  my  house.  I  cannot  say 
but  that  he  may  have  been  followed  from  my 
house,  watchetl  at  my  house,  even  first  marked 


because  of  his  association  with  my  house — 
which  may  have  suggested  his  possessing  greater 
wealth,  and  being  altogether  of  greater  nnpor- 
tance  than  his  own  retiring  demeanour  would 
have  indicated.  If  1  cannot,  with  my  means, 
and  my  influence,  and  my  position,  bring  all  the 
perpetrators  of  such  a  crime  to  light,  I  fail  in 
the  assertion  of  my  respect  for  that  gentleman's 
memory,  and  of  my  fidelity  towards  one  who  was 
ever  faithful  to  me." 

While  he  makes  this  protestation  with  great 
emotion  and  earnestness,  looking  round  the 
room  as  if  he  were  addressing  an  assembly,  Mr. 
Bucket  glances  at  him  with  an  observant  gravity 
in  which  there  might  be,  but  for  the  audacity  of 
the  thought,  a  touch  of  compassion. 

"The  ceremony  of  to-day,"  continues  Sir 
Leicester,  "  strikingly  illustrative  of  the  respect 
in  W'hich  my  deceased  friend ; "  he  lays  a  stress 
on  the  word,  for  death  levels  all  distinctions ; 
"  was  held  by  the  flower  of  the  land,  has,  I  say, 
aggravated  the  shock  I  have  received  from  this 
most  horrible  and  audacious  crime.  If  it  were 
my  brother  who  had  committed  it,  I  would  not 
sjDare  him." 

Mr.  Bucket  looks  very  gra\-e.  Volumnia  re- 
marks of  the  deceased  that  he  was  the  trustiest 
and  dearest  person  ! 

"  You  must  feel  it  as  a  deprivation  to  you, 
miss,"  replies  Mr.  Bucket,  soothingly,  "no 
doubt.  He  was  calculated  to  be  a  deprivation, 
I'm  sure  he  was." 

Volumnia  gives  Mr.  Bucket  to  understand,  in 
reply,  that  her  sensitive  mind  is  fully  made  up 
never  to  get  the  better  of  it  as  long  as  she  lives  ; 
that  her  nerves  are  unstrung  for  ever;  and  that 
she  has  not  the  least  expectation  of  smiling 
again.  Meanwhile  she  folds  up  a  cocked-hat  for 
that  redoubtable  old  general  at  Bath,  descriptive 
of  her  melancholy  condition. 

"  It  gives  a  start  to  a  delicate  female," 
says  Mr.  Bucket,  sympathetically,  "but  it'll 
wear  otT." 

Volumnia  wishes  of  all  things  to  know  what  is 
doing  ?  Whether  they  are  going  to  convict,  or 
whatever  it  is,  that  dreadful  soldier?  Whether 
he  had  any  accomplices,  or  whatever  the  thing 
is  called  in  the  law?  And  a  great  deal  more  to 
the  like  artless  purpose. 

"  Why  you  see,  miss,"  returns  ^^r.  Bucket, 
bringing  the  finger  into  persuasive  action — and 
such  is  his  natural  gallantry,  that  he  had  almost 
said,  my  dear ;  "  it  ain't  easy  to  answer  those 
questions  at  the  present  nioment.  Not  at  the 
present  moment.  I've  kept  myself  on  this  case, 
Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet,"  whom  Mr. 
Bucket  takes  into  the  conversation  in  ris:ht  of 
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his  importance,  "morning,  noon,  and  night. 
But  for  a  glass  or  two  of  sherry,  1  don't  think  1 
could  have  had  my  mind  so  much  upon  the 
stretch  as  it  has  been.  I  could  answer  your 
questions,  miss,  but  duty  forbids  it.  Sir  Lei- 
cester Dedlock,  Baronet,  will  very  soon  be  made 
acquainted  witli  all  that  has  been  traced.  And 
J  hope  that  he  may  find  it ;  "  Mr.  Bucket  again 
looks  grave  ;  "  to  his  satisfaction." 

'I'he  debilitated  cousin  only  hopes  some  fler'll 
be  executed — zaniple.  Thinks  more  interest's 
wanted — get  man  hanged  presentinie — than  get 
n  a  1  place  ten  thousand  a  year.  Hasn't  a 
doubt  — zample— far  better  hang  wrong  tier  than 
no  fler. 

"  You  know  life,  you  know,  sir,"  says  Mr. 
Bucket,  with  a  complimentary  twinkle  of  his 
eye  and  crook  of  his  finger,  "  and  you  can  con- 
firm what  I'xe  mentioned  to  this  lady.  You 
don't  want  to  be  told,  that,  from  information  I 
have  received,  I  have  gone  to  work.  You're 
up  to  what  a  lady  can't  be  expected  to  be  up  to. 
Lord !  especially  in  your  elevated  station  of 
society,  miss,"  says  Mr.  Bucket,  quite  reddening 
at  another  narrow  escape  from  my  dear. 

"  The  officer,  Volumnia,"  observes  Sir  Lei- 
cester, "is  faithful  to  his  duty,  and  perfectly 
right." 

Mr.  Bucket  murmurs,  "  Glad  to  have  the 
honour  of  your  approbation.  Sir  Leicester  Ded- 
lock, Baronet." 

"  In  fact,  Volumnia,"  proceeds  Sir  Leicester, 
"  it  is  not  holding  up  a  good  model  for  imita- 
tion, to  ask  the  officer  any  such  questions  as 
you  have  jiut  to  him.  He  is  the  best  judge  of 
his  own  responsibility  ;  he  acts  upon  his  respon- 
sibility. And  it  does  not  become  us,  who  assist 
in  making  the  laws,  to  impede  or  interfere  w'ith 
those  who  carry  them  into  execution.  Or,"  says 
Sir  Leicester,  somewhat  sternly,  for  Volumnia  was 
going  to  cut  in  before  he  had  rounded  liis  sentence; 
"  or  who  vindicate  their  outraged  majesty." 

Volumnia  with  all  humility  explains  that  she 
has  not  merely  the  plea  of  curiosity  to  urge  (in 
common  with  the  giddy  youth  of  her  sex  in 
general),  but  that  she  is  perfectly  dying  with 
regret  and  interest  for  the  darling  man  whose 
loss  they  all  deplore. 

"  Very  well,  Volumnia,"  returns  Sir  Leicester. 
"Then  you  cannot  be  too  discreet." 

Mr.  Bucket  takes  the  opportunity  of  a  pause 
to  be  heard  again. 

"  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet,  I  have  no 
objections  to  telling  this  lady,  with  your  leave 
and  among  ourselves,  that  I  look  upon  the  case 
as  pretty  well  complete.  It  is  a  beautiful  case 
— a  beautiful  case — and  what  little  is  wanting 


to  complete  it,  I  expect  to  be  able  to  supply  in 
a  few  hours." 

"  I  am  very  glad  indeed  to  hear  it,"  says  Sir 
Leicester.     "  Highly  creditable  to  you." 

"Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet,"  returns 
Mr.  Bucket,  very  seriously,  "I  hope  it -may  at 
one  and  the  same  time  do  me  credit,  and  prove 
satisfactory  to  all.  When  I  depict  it  as  a  beau- 
tiful case,  you  see,  miss,"  Mr.  Bucket  goes  on, 
glancing  gravely  at  Sir  Leicester,  "  I  mean  from 
my  point  of  view.  As  considered  from  other 
points  of  view,  such  cases  will  always  involve 
more  or  less  unpleasantness.  Very  strange 
things  comes  to  our  knowledge  in  families,  miss; 
bless  your  heart,  what  you  would  think  to  be 
phenomenons,  quite." 

Volumnia,  with  her  innocent  little  scream,  sup- 
poses so. 

"Ay,  and  even  in  gen-teel  families,  in  high 
families,  in  great  families,"  says  Mr.  Bucket, 
again  gravely  eyeing  Sir  Leicester  aside.  "  I 
have  had  the  honour  of  being  employed  in  high 
families  before  ;  and  you  have  no  idea — come, 
I'll  go  so  far  as  to  say  not  even  you  have  any 
idea,  sir,"  this  to  the  debilitated  cousin,  "  what 
games  goes  on  1  " 

The  cousin,  who  has  been  casting  sofa-pillows 
on  his  head,  in  a  prostration  of  boredom,  yawns, 
"  Vayli  "^ — being  the  used-up  for  "  very  likely." 

Sir  Leicester,  deeming  it  time  to  dismiss  the 
officer,  here  majestically  interposes  with  the 
words,  "Very  good.  Thank  you!"  and  also 
with  a  wave  of  his  hand,  implying  not  only  that 
there  is  an  end  of  the  discourse,  but  that  if  high 
families  fall  into  low  habits  they  must  take  the 
consequences.  "  You  w'ill  not  forget,  oft'icer," 
he  adds,  with  condescension,  "that  I  am  at 
your  disposal  when  you  please." 

Mr.  Bucket  (still  grave)  inquires  if  to-morrow 
morning,  now,  would  suit,  in  case  he  should  be 
as  for'ard  as  he  expects  to  be  ?  Sir  Leicester 
replies,  "  All  times  are  alike  to  me."  Mr.  Bucket 
makes  his  three  bows,  and  is  withdrawing,  when 
a  forgotten  point  occurs  to  him. 

"  Might  I  ask,  by-the-bye,"  he  says,  in  a  low 
voice,  cautiously  returning,  "  who  posted  the 
Reward-bill  on  the  staircase." 

"/ordered  it  to  be  i)ut  up  there,"  replies  Sir 
Leicester. 

"  Would  it  be  considered  a  liberty.  Sir 
Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet,  if  I  was  to  ask  you 
why  ?  " 

"  Not  at  all.  I  chose  it  as  a  conspicuous 
part  of  the  house.  I  think  it  cannot  be  too 
prominently  kept  before  the  whole  establishment. 
I  wish  my  people  to  be  impressed  with  the  enor- 
mity of  the  crime,  the   determination  to  punish 
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it,  and  the  hopelessness  of  escape.  At  the  same 
time,  officer,  if  you  in  your  better  knowledge  of 
the  subject  see  any  objection " 

Mr.  Bucket  sees  none  now ;  the  bill  having 
been  put  up,  had  better  not  be  taken  down. 
Repeating  his  three  bows  he  withdraws  :  closing 
the  door  on  Volumnia's  little  scream,  which  is  a 
preliminary  to  her  remarking  that  that  charm- 
ingly horrible  person  is  a  perfect  Blue  Chamber. 

In  his  fondness  for  society,  and  his  adapta- 
bility to  all  grades,  Mr.  Bucket  is  presently 
standing  before  the  hall-fire — bright  and  warm 
on  the  early  winter  night — admiring  Mercury. 

"  Why,  you're  six  foot  two,  I  suppose  ?  "  says 
Mr.  Bucket. 

"  Three,"  says  Mercury. 

"  Are  you  so  much  ?  But  then,  you  see, 
you're  broad  in  proportion,  and  don't  look  it. 
You're  not  one  of  the  weak-legged  ones,  you 
ain't.  Was  you  ever  modelled  now  ? "  Mr. 
Bucket  asks,  conveying  the  expression  of  an 
artist  into  the  turn  of  his  eye  and  head. 

Mercury  never  was  modelled. 

"  Then  you  ought  to  be,  you  know,"  says  Mr. 
Bucket ;  "  and  a  friend  of  mine  that  you'll  hear 
of  one  day  as  a  Royal  Academy  Sculptor,  would 
stand  something  handsome  to  make  a  drawing 
of  your  proportions  for  the  marble.  My  Lady's 
out,  ain't  she?" 

"  Out  to  dinner." 

'•'Goes  out  pretty  well  every  day,  don't  she?'' 

"  Yes." 

"  Not  to  be  wondered  at ! "  says  Mr.  Bucket. 
"  Such  a  fine  woman  as  her,  so  handsome  and 
so  graceful  and  so  elegant,  is  like  a  fresh  lemon 
on  a  dinner-table,  ornamental  wherever  she 
goes.  Was  your  father  in  the  same  way  of  life 
as  yourself?" 

Answer  in  the  negative. 

"  Mine  was,"  says  Mr.  Bucket.  "  My  father 
was  first  a  page,  then  a  footman,  then  a  butler, 
then  a  steward,  then  an  innkeeper.  Lived  uni- 
versally respected,  and  died  lamented.  Said 
with  his  last  breath  that  he  considered  service 
the  most  honourable  part  of  his  career,  and 
so  it  was.  I've  a  brotlier  in  service,  and  a 
brother-in-law.     My  Lady  a  good  temper?" 

Mercury  replies,  "As  good  as  you  can  ex- 
pect." 

"  Ah  !  "  says  Mr.  Bucket,  "  a  little  spoilt  ?  A 
little  capricious?  Lord!  What  can  you  antici- 
pate when  they're  so  handsome  as  that  ?  And 
we  like  'cm  all  the  better  for  it,  don't  we  ?' 

Mercury,  with  his  hands  in  the  pockets  of  his 
bright  peach-blossom  small-clothes,  stretches  his 
symmetrical  silk  legs  with  the  air  of  a  man  of 
gallantry,  and  can't  deny  it.     Conic  tlic  roll  of 


wheels  and  a  violent  ringing  at  the  bell.     "  Talk 
of  the  angels,"  says  Mr.  Bucket.  "  Here  she  is  !" 

The  doors  are  thrown  open,  and  she  passes 
tiirough  the  hall.  Still  very  pale,  she  is  dressed 
in  slight  mourning,  and  wears  two  beautiful 
bracelets.  Either  their  beauty,  or  the  beauty  of 
her  arms,  is  particularly  attractive  to  Mr.  Bucket. 
He  looks  at  them  with  an  eager  eye,  and 
rattles  something  in  his  pocket — halfpence  per- 
haps. 

Noticing  him  at  his  distance,  she  turns  an  in- 
quiring look  on  the  other  Mercur}'  who  has 
brought  her  home. 

"  Mr.  Bucket,  my  Lady." 

Mr.  Bucket  makes  a  leg,  and  comes  forward, 
passing  his  familiar  demon  over  the  region  of  his 
mouth, 

"  Are  you  waiting  to  see  Sir  Leicester  ?  '' 

"  No,  my  Lady,  I've  seen  him  ! " 

"  Have  you  anything  to  say  to  me?" 

'■  Not  just  at  present,  my  Lady." 

"  Have  you  made  any  new  discoveries?  " 

"  A  few,  my  Lady." 

This  is  merely  in  passing.  She  scarcely 
makes  a  stop,  and  sweeps  up-stairs  alone.  Mr. 
Bucket,  moving  towards  the  staircase-foot, 
watches  her  as  she  goes  up  the  steps  the  old 
man  came  down  to  his  grave ;  past  murderous 
groups  of  statuary,  repeated  with  their  shadowy 
weapons  on  the  wall ;  past  the  printed  bill,  which 
she  looks  at  going  by;  out  of  view. 

"  She's  a  lovely  woman,  too,  she  really  is," 
says  Mr.  Bucket,  coming  back  to  Mercury. 
"  Don't  look  (juite  healthy,  though." 

Is  not  quite  healthy.  Mercury  informs  him. 
Suffers  much  from  headaches. 

Really  ?  That's  a  pity  !  Walking,  Mr.  Bucket 
would  recommend  for  that.  Well,  she  tries  walk- 
ing. Mercury  rejoins.  Walks  sometimes  for  two 
hours,  when  she  has  them  bad.     By  night,  too. 

"  Are  you  sure  you're  quite  so  much  as  six 
foot  three  ?  "  asks  Mr.  Bucket,  "  begging  your 
pardon  for  interrupting  you  a  moment  ?  " 

Not  a  doubt  about  it. 

"  You're  so  well  put  together  that  I  shouldn't 
have  thought  it.  But  the  household  troops, 
though  considered  fine  men,  are  built  so  strag- 
gling.— Walks  by  night,  does  she  ?  Wlien  it's 
moonlight,  though  ?  " 

O  yes.  When  it's  moonlight !  Of  course.  O, 
of  course  !  Conversational  and  acquiescent  on 
both  sides. 

"■  I  suppose  you  ain't  in  the  habit  of  walking, 
yourself?"  says  Mr,  Buckgt.  "  Not  much  time 
for  it,  I  should  say  ?  " 

Besides  which,  Mercury  don't  like  it.  Prefers 
carriage  exercise. 
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"To  be  sure,"  says  INIr.  Bucket.  "That 
makes  a  difference.  Now  I  think  of  it,"  says 
Mr.  Bucket,  warming  his  hands,  and  looking 
pleasantly  at  the  blaze,  "  she  went  out  walking, 
the  very  night  of  this  business." 

"  To  be  sure  she  did  !  I  let  her  into  the 
garden  over  the  way." 

"  And  left  her  there.  Certainly  you  did.  I 
saw  you  doing  it." 

"  I  didn't  see  jw/,"  says  Mercury. 

"  I  Avas  rather  in  a  hurry,"  returns  Mr.  Bucket, 
"  fori  was  going  to  visit  a  aunt  of  mine  that  lives 
at  Chelsea — next  door  but  two  to  the  old  original 
Bun  House — ninety  year  old  the  old  lady  is,  a 
single  woman,  and  got  a  little  property.  Yes, 
I  chanced  to  be  passing  at  the  time.  Let's  see. 
What  time  might  it  be  ?     It  wasn't  ten." 

"  Half-past  nine." 

"  You're  right.  So  it  was.  And  if  I  don't 
deceive  myself,  my  Lady  was  muffled  in  a  loose 
black  mantle,  with  a  deep  fringe  to  it  ?  " 

"  Of  course  she  was." 

Of  course  she  was.  Mr.  Bucket  must  return 
to  a  little  work  he  has  to  get  on  with  up-stairs ; 
but  he  must  shake  hands  with  Mercury  in  ac- 
knowledgment of  his  agreeable  conversation, 
and  will  he — this  is  all  he  asks — will  he,  when 
he  has  a  leisure  half-hour,  think  of  bestowing  it 
on  that  Royal  Academy  Sculptor,  for  the  advan- 
tage of  both  parties  ? 


CHAPTER  LIV. 

SPRINGING    A    MINE. 

EFRESHED  by  sleep,  Mr.  Bucket 
rises  betimes  in  the  morning,  and 
prepares  for  a  field-day.  Smart- 
ened up  by  the  aid  of  a  clean 
shirt  and  a  wet  hair-brush,  with 
which  instrument,  on  occasions  of 
ceremony,  he  lubricates  such  thin  locks 
as  remain  to  him  after  his  life  of  severe 
study,  Mr.  Bucket  lays  in  a  breakfast  of  two 
mutton  chops  as  a  foundation  to  work  upon, 
together  with  tea,  eggs,  toast,  and  marmalade, 
on  a  corresponding  scale.  Having  much  en- 
joyed these  strengthening  matters,  and  having 
held  subtle  conference  with  his  familiar  demon, 
he  confidently  instructs  Mercury  "  just  to  men- 
tion quietly  to  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet, 
that  whenever  he  is  ready  for  me,  I'm  ready  for 
him."  A  gracious  message  being  returned, 
that  Sir  Leicester  will  expedite  his  dressing  and 


join  Mr.  Bucket  in  the  library  within  ten 
minutes,  Mr.  Bucket  repairs  to  that  apartment ; 
and  stands  before  the  fire,  with  his  finger  on  his 
chin,  looking  at  the  blazing  coals. 

Tlioughtful  Mr.  Bucket  is  ;  as  a  man  may  be, 
with  weighty  work  to  do ;  but  composed,  sure, 
confident.  From  the  expression  of  his  face,  he 
might  be  a  famous  whist-player  for  a  large 
stake — say  a  hundred  guineas  certain — with  the 
game  in  his  hand,  but  with  a  high  reputation 
involved  in  his  playing  his  hand  out  to  the 
last  card,  in  a  masterly  way.  Not  in  the  least 
anxious  or  disturbed  is  Mr.  Bucket  when  Sir 
Leicester  appears;  but  he  eyes  the  baronet 
aside  as  he  comes  slowly  to  his  easy  chair, 
with  that  observant  gravity  of  yesterday,  in 
which  there  might  have  been  yesterday,  but 
for  the  audacity  of  the  idea,  a  touch  of  com- 
passion. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  have  kept  you  waiting,  officer, 
but  I  am  rather  later  than  my  usual  hour  this 
morning.  I  am  not  well.  The  agitation,  and 
the  indignation  from  which  I  have  recently 
suff'ered,  have  been  too  much  for  me.  I  am 
subject  to — gout;"  Sir  Leicester  was  going  to 
say  indisposition,  and  would  have  said  it  to 
anybody  else,  but  Mr.  Bucket  palpably  knows 
all  about  it ;  "  and  recent  circumstances  have 
brought  it  on." 

As  he  takes  his  seat  with  some  difficulty, 
and  with  an  air  of  pain,  Mr.  Bucket  draws  a 
little  nearer,  standing  with  one  of  his  large 
hands  on  the  library  table. 

"  I  am  not  aware,  officer,"  Sir  Leicester 
observes,  raising  his  eyes  to  his  face,  "  whether 
you  wish  us  to  be  alone ;  but  that  is  entirely 
as  you  please.     If  you  do,  well  and  good.     If 

not,  Miss  Dedlock  would  be  interested " 

"  Why,  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet,"  re- 
turns Mr.  Bucket,  with  his  head  persuasively  on 
one  side,  and  his  forefinger  pendent  at  one  ear 
like  an  earring,  "  we  can't  be  too  private  just 
at  present.  You  will  presently  see  that  we 
can't  be  too  private.  A  lady,  under  any  cir- 
cumstances, and  especially  in  ]\Iiss  Dedlock's 
elevated  station  of  society,  can't  but  be  agree- 
able to  me ;  but  speaking  without  a  view  to 
myself,  I  will  take  the  liberty  of  assuring  you 
that  I  know  we  can't  be  too  private." 
"  That  is  enough." 

"  So  much  so.  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baro- 
net," Mr.  Bucket  resumes,  "  that  I  was  on  the 
point  of  asking  your  permission  to  turn  the  key 
in  the  door." 

"By  all  means."  Mr.  Bucket  skilfully  and 
softly  takes  that  precaution;  stooping  on  his 
knee  for  a  moment,  from  mere  force  of  liabit, 
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;^o  to  adjust  the  key  in  the  lock  as  that  no  one 
sliall  peep  in  from  the  outer  side. 

'•  Sir  Leicester  Bed  lock,  Baronet,  I  mentioned 
yesterday  evening,  that  .1  wanted  but  a  very 
little  to  complete  this  case.  I  have  now  com- 
])lcted  it,  and  collected  proof  against  the  person 
who  did  this  crime." 

"  Against  the  soldier?  " 

"  No,  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock;  not  the  soldier." 

Sir  Leicester  looks  astounded,  and  inquires, 
"  Is  the  man  in  custody  ?  " 

Mr.  Bucket  tells  him,  after  a  pause,  "  I'.  Avas 
a  woman." 

Sir  Leicester  leans  back  in  his  chair,  and 
breathlessly  ejaculates,  "  Good  Heaven  !  " 

"  Now,  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet,"  Mr. 
Bucket  begins,  standing  over  him  with  one 
hand  spread  out  on  the  library  table,  and  the 
forefinger  of  the  other  in  impressive  use,  "  it's 
my  duty  to  prepare  you  for  a  train  of  circimi- 
stances  that  may,  and  I  go  so  far  as  to  say  that 
Avill,  give  you  a  shock.  But  Sir  Leicester  Ded- 
lock, Baronet,  you  are  a  gentleman ;  and  I 
know  what  a  gentleman  is,  and  what  a  gentle- 
man is  capable  of.  A  gentleman  can  bear  a 
shock,  Avhen  it  must  come,  boldly  and  steadily. 
A  gentleman  can  make  up  his  mind  to  stand  up 
against  almost  any  blow.  Why,  take  yourself. 
Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet.  If  there's  a 
blow  to  be  inflicted  on  you,  you  naturally  think 
of  your  family.  You  ask  yourself,  how  would 
all  them  ancestors  of  yours,  av^^ay  to  Julius 
Coesar — not  to  go  beyond  him  at  present — 
have  borne  that  blow ;  you  remember  scores 
of  them  that  would  have  borne  it  well ;  and 
you  bear  it  well  on  their  accounts,  and  to  main- 
tain the  family  credit.  That's  the  way  you 
argue,  and  that's  the  way  you  act.  Sir  Leicester 
Dedlock,  Baronet." 

Sir  Leicester,  leaning  bark  in  his  chair,  and 
grasping  the  elbow,  sits  looking  at  liim  with  a 
stony  face. 

*'  Now,  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,"  proceeds  Mr. 
Bucket,  "  thus  preparing  you,  let  me  beg  of  you 
not  to  trouble  your  mind  for  a  moment,  as  to 
anything  having  come  to  my  knowledge.  I 
know  so  much  about  so  many  characters,  high 
and  low,  that  a  piece  of  information  more  or 
less,  don't  signify  a  straw.  I  don't  suppose 
there's  a  move  on  the  board  that  would  sur- 
prise mc ;  and  as  to  this  or  that  move  having 
taken  ];)lace,  why  my  knowing  it  is  no  odds  at 
all ;  any  possible  move  whatever  (provided  it's 
in  a  wrong  direction)  being  a  probable  move 
according  to  my  experience.  Therefore,  what 
I  say  to  you.  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet,  is, 
don't  you  go  and  let  yourself  be  put  out  of  the 


way,  because  of  my  knowing  anything  of  your 
family  affairs." 

"  I  thank  you  for  your  preparation,"  returns 
Sir  Leicester,  after  a  silence,  without  moving 
hand,  foot,  or  feature;  "which  I  hope  is  not 
necessary,  though  I  give  it  credit  for  being  well 
intended.  Be  so  good  as  to  go  on.  Also ; " 
Sir  Leicester  seems  to  shrink  in  the  shadow  ol 
his  figure  ;  "  also,  to  take  a  seat,  if  you  have 
no  objection." 

None  at  all.  Mr.  Bucket  brings  a  chair,  and 
diminishes  his  shadow.  "  Now,  Sir  Leicester 
Dedlock,  Baronet,  with  this  short  preface  I 
come  to  the  point.     Lady  Dedlock " 

Sir  Leicester  raises  himself  in  his  seat,  and 
stares  at  him  fiercely.  Mr.  Bucket  brings  the 
finger  into  play  as  an  emollient. 

"  Lady  Dedlock,  you  see,  she's  universally 
admired.  That's  what  her  Ladyship  is ;  she's 
universally  admired,"  says  Mr.  Bucket. 

"  I  would  greatly  prefer,  officer,"  Sir  Leicester 
returns,  stiffly,  "  my  Lady's  name  being  entirely 
omitted  from  this  discussion." 

"  So  would  I,  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet, 
but — it's  impossible." 

"Impossible?" 

]\Ir.  Bucket  shakes  liis  relentless  head. 

"  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet,  it's  alto- 
gether impossible.  What  I  have  got  to  say, 
is  about  her  Ladyship.  She  is  the  pivot  it  all 
turns  on." 

"  Officer,"  retorts  Sir  Leicester,  with  a  fiery 
eye,  and  a  quivering  lip,  "  you  know  your  duty. 
Do  your  duty ;  but  be  careful  not  to  overstep 
it.  I  would  not  suff"er  it.  I  would  not  endure 
it.  You  bring  my  Lady's  name  into  this  com- 
munication upon  your  responsibility  —  upon 
your  responsibility.  My  Lady's  name  is  not  a 
name  for  common  persons  to  trifle  with  !  " 

"  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet,  I  say  what 
I  must  say ;  and  no  more."' 

"■  I  hope  it  may  prove  so.  Very  well.  Go 
on.     Go  on,  sir  !  " 

Glancing  at  the  angry  eyes  whicli  now  avoid 
him,  and  at  the  angry  figure  trembling  from 
heatl  to  foot,  yet  striving  to  be  stili,  ^Nlr.  Bucket 
feels  his  way  with  his  forefinger,  and  in  a  low 
voice  proceeds. 

"  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet,  it  becomes 
my  duly  to  tell  you  that  the  deceased  Mr.  Tul- 
kinghorn  long  entertained  mistrusts  and  sus- 
picions of  Lady  Dedlock." 

"If  he  had  dared  to  breathe  them  to  me,  sir 
— which  he  never  did — I  would  have  killed  him 
myself!  "  exclaims  Sir  Leicester,  striking  his 
hand  upon  the  table.  But,  in  the  very  heat 
and  fury  of  the  act,  he  stops,  fixed  by  the  know- 
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ing  eyes  of  Mr.  Bucket,  whose  forefinger  is 
slowly  going,  and  who,  with  mingled  confidence 
and  patience,  shakes  his  head. 

"Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  the  deceased  Mr. 
Tulkinghorn  was  deep  and  close  ;  and  what  he 
fully  had  in  his  mind  in  the  very  beginning,  I 
can't  quite  take  upon  myself  to  say.  But  I 
know  from  his  lips,  that  he  long  ago  suspected 
Lady  Dedlock  of  having  discovered,  through 
the  sight  of  some  handwriting — in  this  very 
house,  and  when  you  yourself,  Sir  Leicester 
Dedlock,  were  present — the  existence,  in  great 
poverty,  of  a  certain  person,  who  had  been  her 
lover  before  you  courted  her,  and  who  ought 
to  have  been  her  husband ; "  Mr.  Bucket  stops, 
and  deliberately  repeats,  "  ought  to  have  been 
her  husband ;  not  a  doubt  about  it.  I  know 
from  his  lips,  that  when  that  person  soon  after- 
wards died,  he  suspected  Lady  Dedlock  of 
visiting  his  wretched  lodging,  and  his  wretcheder 
grave,  alone  and  in  secret.  I  know  from  my 
own  inquiries,  and  through  my  eyes  and  ears, 
that  Lady  Dedlock  did  make  such  visit,  in  the 
dress  of  her  own  maid ;  for  the  deceased  Mr. 
Tulkinghorn  employed  me  to  reckon  up  her 
Ladyship — if  you'll  excuse  my  making  use  of 
the  term  we  cooimonly  employ — and  I  reckoned 
her  up,  so  far,  completely.  I  confronted  the 
maid,  in  the  chambers  in  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields, 
with  a  witness  who  had  been  Lady  Dedlock's 
guide ;  and  there  couldn't  be  the  shadow  of  a 
doubt  that  she  had  worn  the  young  woman's 
dress,  unknown  to  her.  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock, 
Baronet,  I  did  endeavour  to  pave  the  way 
a  little  towards  these  unpleasant  disclosures 
yesterday,  by  saying  that  very  strange  things 
happened  even  in  high  families  sometimes.  All 
this,  and  more,  has  happened  in  your  own 
family,  and  to  and  through  your  own  Lady. 
It's  my  belief  that  the  deceased  Mr.  Tulking- 
horn followed  up  these  inquiries  to  the  hour 
of  his  death  ;  and  that  he  and  Lady  Dedlock 
even  had  bad  blood  between  them  upon  the 
matter,  that  very  night.  Now,  only  you  put 
that  to  Lady  Dedlock,  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock, 
Baronet ;  and  ask  her  Ladyship  whether,  even 
after  he  had  left  here,  she  didn't  go  down  to 
his  chambers  with  the  intention  of  saying  some- 
thing further  to  him,  dressed  in  a  loose  black 
mantle  with  a  deep  fringe  to  it." 

Sir  Leicester  sits  like  a  statue,  gazing  at  the 
cruel  finger  that  is  probing  the  life-blood  of  his 
heart. 

"  You  put  that  to  her  Ladyship,  Sir  Leicester 
Dedlock,  Baronet,  from  me.  Inspector  Bucket 
of  the  Detective.  And  if  her  Ladyship  makes 
any  difficulty  about  admitting  of  it,  you  tell  her 


that  it's  no  use  ;  that  Inspector  Bucket  knows 
it,  avid  knows  that  she  passed  the  soldier  as 
you  called  him  (though  he's  not  in  the  army 
now),  and  knows  thai  she  knows  she  passed 
him,  on  the  staircase.  Now,  Sir  Leices- 
ter Dedlock,  Baronet,  why  do  I  relate  all 
this?" 

Sir  Leicester,  who  has  covered  his  face  with 
his  hands,  uttering  a  single  groan,  requests  him 
to  pause  for  a  moment.  By-and-by,  he  takes 
his  hands  away  ;  and  so  ])reserves  his  dignity 
and  outward  calmness,  though  there  is  no  more 
colour  in  his  face  than  in  his  white  hair,  that  Mr. 
Bucket  is  a  little  awed  by  him.  Something 
frozen  and  fixed  is  upon  his  manner,  over  and 
above  his  usual  shell  of  haughtiness;  and  Mr. 
Bucket  soon  detects  an  unusual  slowness  in  his 
speech,  with  now  and  then  a  curious  trouble  in 
beginning,  which  occasioned  him  to  utter  inar- 
ticulate sounds.  With  such  sounds  he  now 
breaks  silence  ;  soon,  however,  controlling  him- 
self to  say,  that  he  does  not  comprehend  why  a 
gentleman  so  faithful  and  zealous  as  the  late 
Mr.  Tulkinghorn  should  have  communicated  to 
him  nothing  of  this  painful,  this  distressing,  this 
unlooked-for,  this  overwhelming,  this  incredible 
intelligence. 

"Again,  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet,"  re- 
turns Mr.  Bucket,  "put  it  to  her  Ladyship  to 
clear  that  up.  Put  it  to  her  Ladyship,  if  you 
think  right,  from  Inspector  Bucket  of  the  De- 
tective. You'll  find,  or  I'm  much  mistaken,  that 
the  deceased  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  had  the  intention 
of  communicating  the  whole  to  you,  as  soon  as 
he  considered  it  ripe  ;  and  further,  that  he  had 
given  her  Ladyship  so  to  understand.  Why,  he 
might  have  been  going  to  reveal  it  on  the  very 
morning  when  I  examined  the  body !  You 
don't  know  what  I'm  going  to  say  and  do,  five 
minutes  from  this  present  time.  Sir  Leicester 
Dedlock,  Baronet ;  and  supposing  I  was  to  be 
picked  off  now,  you  might  wonder  why  I  hadn't 
done  it,  don't  you  see  ?" 

True.  Sir  Leicester,  avoiding  with  some 
trouble,  those  obtrusive  sounds,  says,  "  True." 
At  this  juncture,  a  considerable  noise  of  voices 
is  heard  in  the  hall.  Mr.  Bucket,  after  listening, 
goes  to  the  library-door,  softly  unlocks  and  opens 
it,  and  listens  again.  Then  he  draws  in  his  head, 
and  whispers,  hurriedly,  but  composedly,  "  Sir 
Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet,  this  unfortunate 
family  affair  has  taken  air,  as  I  expected  it 
might ;  the  deceased  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  being  cut 
down  so  sudden.  The  chance  to  hush  it,  is  to 
let  in  these  people,  now  in  a  wrangle  with  your 
footman.  Would  you  mind  sitting  quiet— on 
the  family  account — while   I  reckon  'em   up? 
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And  would  you   just  throw  in  a  nod,  when  I 
seem  to  ask  you  for  it?" 

Sir  Leicester  indistinctly  answers,  "  Officer. 
The  best  you  can,  the  best  you  can  !"  and  Mr. 
fkicket,  with  a  nod  and  a  sagacious  crook  of  the 
forefinger,  slips  down  into  the  hall,  where  the 
voices  quickly  die  away.  He  is  not  long  in  re- 
turning, a  few  paces  ahead  of  Mercury,  and  a 
brother  deity  also  powdered  and  in  peacl>'jlossom 
smalls,  who  bear  between  them  a  chair  in  which 
is  an  incajjable  old  man.  Another  man  ami  two 
women  come  behind.     Directing  the  pitching  of 


the  chair,  in  an  affable  and  easy  manner,  Mr. 
Bucket  dismisses  the  Mercuries,  and  locks 
the  door  again.  Sir  Leicester  looks  on  at  this 
invasion  of  the  sacred  precincts  with  an  icy 
stare. 

"  Now,  perhaps  you  may  know  me,  ladies 
and  gentlemen,"  says  Mr.  Bucket,  in  a  confi- 
dential voice.  "  I  am  Inspector  Bucket  of  the 
Detective,  I  am  ;  and  this,"  producing  the  tip  of 
his  convenient  little  staff  from  his  breast-pocket, 
"  is  my  authority.  Now,  you  wanted  to  see  Sir 
Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet.    Well!    You  do  see 


HE    rUTS    HIS    HANDS    lOGETllLR,    .    . 


AND    KAISINC;   THKM    TOWARDS    HER    BREAST,    IJUWS    DOWN    HIS 
HEAD,   AND  CRIES." 


him  ;  and,  mind  you,  it  ain't  every  one  as  is 
admitted  to  that  honour.  Your  name,  old  gen- 
tleman, is  Smallweed  ;  that's  what  your  name  is  ; 
1  know  it  well." 

"  Well,  and  you  never  heard  any  harm  of  it  !'' 
cries  Mr.  Smalhveeil  in  a  shrill  loud  voice. 

"  You  don't  hajipen  to  know  why  they  killed 
tlie  ])ig,  do  you  ?"  retorts  Mr.  Bnicket,  with  a 
:  teatlfast  look,  but  without  loss  of  temper. 

"No!" 

"Why,  they  killed  him,"  says  Mr.  Bucket, 
"  on  account  of  his  having  so  much  check. 
Don't  jw/  get  into  the  same  position,  because  it 


isn't  worthy  of  you.  You  ain't  in  the  habit  of 
conversing  with  a  deaf  person,  are  you  ?" 

"Yes,"  snarls  Mr.  Smallweed,  "my  wife  is 
deaf." 

"  That  nrcounts  for  your  j)itching  your  voice 
so  high.  But  as  she  ain't  here,  just  pitch  it  an 
octave  or  two  lower,  will  you,  and  I'll  not  only 
be  obliged  to  you,  but  it'll  do  you  more  credit," 
says  Mr.  Bucket.  "  This  other  gentleman  is  in 
the  preaching  line,  I  think  ?" 

"  Name  of  Chadband,"  Mr.  Smallweed  puts 
in,  speaking  henceforth  in  a  much  lower  key. 

"  Once  had  a  friend  and  brother  Serjeant  of 
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the  same  name,"  says  Mr.  Backet,  offering  his 
hand,  '"and  consequently  feel  a  liking  for  it. 
Mrs.  Chadband,  no  doubt?" 

"And  Mrs.  Snagsby,"  Mr.  Smallwced  intro- 
duces. 

"  Husband  a  law-stationer,  and  a  friend  of 
my  own,"  says  Mr.  Bucket.  "  Love  him  like  a 
brother  ! — Now,  what's  up  ?" 

"  Do  you  mean  what  business  have  we  come 
upon?"  Mr.  Smallweed  asks,  a  little  dashed  by 
the  suddenness  of  this  turn  ! 

'•'  Ah  !  You  know  what  I  mean.  Let  us 
Hear  what  it's  all  about  in  presence  of  Sir 
Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet.     Come  ! " 

Mr.  Smallweed,  beckoning  Mr.  Chadband, 
takes  a  moment's  counsel  with  him  in  a  whisper. 
Mr.  Chadband,  expressing  a  considerable  amount 
of  oil  from  the  pores  of  his  forehead  and  the 
l)alms  of  his  hands,  says  aloud,  "  Yes.  You 
first !"  and  retires  to  his  former  place. 

"  I  was  the  client  and  friend  of  Mr.  Tulking- 
horn,"  pipes  Grandfather  Smallweed,  then  ;  "  I 
did  business  with  him.  I  was  useful  to  him, 
and  he  was  useful  to  me.  Krook,  dead  and 
gone,  was  my  brother-in-law.  He  was  own 
brother  to  a  brimstone  magpie — leastways  Mrs. 
Smallweed.  I  come  into  Krook's  property.  I 
examined  all  his  papers  and  all  his  effects.  They 
was  all  dug  out  under  my  eyes.  There  was  a 
bundle  of  letters  belonging  to  a  dead  and  gone 
lodger,  as  was  hid  away  at  the  back  of  a  shelf 
in  the  side  of  Lady  Jane's  bed — his  cat's  bed. 
He  hid  all  manner  of  things  away,  every wheres. 
:Mr.  Tulkinghorn  wanted  'em  and  got  'em,  but  I 
looked  'em  over  first.  I'm  a  man  of  business, 
and  I  took  a  squint  at  'em.  They  was  letters 
from  the  lodger's  sweetheart,  and  she  signed 
Honoria.  Dear  me,  that's  not  a  common  name, 
Honoria,  is  it  ?  There's  no  lady  in  this  house 
that  signs  Honoria,  is  there,?  O  no,  I  don't 
think  so  !  O  no,  I  don't  think  so  !  And  not 
in  the  same  liand,  perhaps  ?  O  no,  I  don't 
think  so  !" 

Here  Mr.  Smallweed,  seized  with  a  fit  of 
coughing  in  the  midst  of  his  triumph,  breaks  off 
to  ejaculate  "  O  dear  me  !  O  Lord  !  I'm  shaken 
all  to  pieces !" 

"  Now,  when  you're  ready,"  says  Mr.  Bucket, 
after  awaiting  his  recovery,  "to  come  to  any- 
thing that  concerns  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baro- 
net, here  the  gentleman  sits,  you  know." 

"  Haven't  I  come,  to  it,  Mr.  Bucket  ? "  cries 
Grandfather  Smallweed.  "  Isn't  the  gentleman 
concerned  yet  ?  Not  widi  Captain  Hawdon  and 
his  ever  affectionate  Honona,  and  their  child 
into  the  bargain  ?  Come,  then,  I  want  to  know 
where  those  letters  are.     That  concerns  me,  if  it 


don't  concern  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock.  I  will 
know  where  they  are.  I  won't  have  'em  dis- 
a])pear  so  quietly.  I  handed  'em  over  to  my 
friend  and  solicitor  Mr.  Tulkinghorn ;  not  to 
anybody  else." 

"  Why  he  paid  you  for  them,  you  know,  and 
handsome  too,"  says  Mr.  Bucket. 

"  I  don't  care  lor  that.  I  want  to  know  who's 
got  'em.  And  I  tell  you  what  we  want — what 
we  all  here  want,  Mr.  Bucket.  We  want  more 
pains-taking  and  search-making  into  this  murder. 
We  know  where  the  interest  and  the  motive 
was,  and  you  have  not  done  enough.  If 
George  the  vagabond  dragoon  had  any  hand 
in  it,  he  was  only  an  accomplice,  and  was  set 
on.  You  know  what  I  mean  as  well  as  any 
man." 

"  Now,  I  tell  you  what,"  says  !Mr.  Bucket,  in- 
stantaneously altering  his  manner,  coming  close 
to  him.  and  communicating  an  extraordinary 
fascination  to  the  forefinger,  "  I  am  damned  if  I 
am  a  going  to  have  my  case  spoilt,  or  interfered 
widi,  or  anticipated  by  so  much  as  half  a  second 
of  time,  by  any  human  being  in  creation.  Yoti 
want  more  pains-taking  and  search-making? 
You  do  ?  Do  you  see  this  hand,  and  do  you 
think  that  /  don't  know  the  right  time  to 
stretch  it  out,  and  put  it  on  the  arm  that  fired 
that  shot?" 

Such  is  the  dread  power  of  the  man,  and  so 
terribly  evident  it  is  that  he  makes  no  idle 
boast,  that  Mr.  Smallweed  begins  to  apologise. 
]\Ir.  Bucket,  dismissing  his  sudden  anger,  checks 
him. 

"  The  advice  I  give  you  is,  don't  you  trouble 
your  head  about  the  murder.  That's  my  affair. 
You  keep  half  an  eye  on  the  newspapers  ;  and  I 
shouldn't  wonder  if  you  was  to  read  something 
about  it  before  long,  if  you  look  sharp.  I  know 
my  business,  and  that's  all  I've  got  to  say  to 
you  on  that  subject.  Now  about  those  letters.' 
You  want  to  know  who's  got  'em.  I  don't 
mind  telling  you.  /have  got 'em.  Is  that  the 
packet  ?" 

Mr.  Smallweed  looks,  with  greedy  eyes,  at  the 
little  bundle  Mr.  Bucket  produces  from  a 
mysterious  part  of  his  coat,  and  identifies  it  as 
the  same. 

"  What  have  you  got  to  say  next  ?"  asks  Mr. 
Bucket.  "  Now,  don't  open  your  mouth  too 
wide,  because  you  don't  look  handsome  Avhen 
you  do  it." 

"  I  want  five  hundred  pound." 

"No,  you  don't;  you  mean  fifty,"  says  Mr. 
Bucket,  humorously. 

It  appears,  however,  that  Mr.  Smallweed 
means  five  hundred. 


MR.  BUCKET  AND  MRS.  SNAGSBY'S  "GAME." 


"  That  is,  I  am  deputed  by  Sir  Leicester  Ded- 
lock,  Baronet,  to  consider  (without  adnaitting  or 
promising  anything)  this  bit  of  business,"  says 
Mr.  Bucket;  Sir  Leicester  mechanically  bows 
his  head  ;  "  and  you  ask  me  to  consider  a  pro- 
posal of  five  hundred  pound.  Why,  it's  an  un- 
reasonable proposal !  Two  fifty  would  be  bad 
enough,  but  better  than  that.  Hadn't  you  better 
say  two  fifty?"  • 

Mr.  Smallweed  is  quite  clear  that  he  had 
better  not. 

"Then,"  says  Mr.  Bucket,  "let's  hear  Mr. 
Chadband.  Lord  !  Many  a  time  I've  heard 
my  old  fellow-serjeant  of  that  name  ;  and  a 
moderate  man  he  was  in  all  respects,  as  ever  I 
come  across  ! " 

Thus  invited,  Mr.  Chadband  steps  forth,  and, 
after  a  little  sleek  smiling,  and  a  little  oil-grind- 
ing with  the  palms  of  his  hands,  delivers  himself 
as  follows  : 

"  My  friends,  we  are  now — Rachael  my  wife, 
and  I — in  the  mansions  of  the  rich  and  great. 
Why  are  we  now  in  the  mansions  of  the  rich 
and  great,  my  friends  ?  Is  it  because  we  are 
invited  ?  Because  we  are  bidden  to  feast  with 
them,  because  we  are  bidden  to  rejoice  with 
them,  because  we  are  bidden  to  play  the  lute 
with  them,  because  we  are  bidden  Ko  dance 
with  them  ?  No.  Then  why  are  we  here,  my 
friends  ?  Air  we  in  possession  of  a  sinful  secret, 
and  doe  we  require  corn,  and  wine,  and  oil — or, 
what  is  much  the  same  thing,  money — for  the 
keeping  thereof?     Probably  so,  my  friends." 

'*  You're  a  man  of  business,  you  are,"  returns 
Mr.  Bucket,  very  attentive  ;  "and  consequently 
you're  going  on  to  mention  what  the  nature  of 
your  secret  is.  You  are  rigl;:.  You  couldn't 
do  better." 

"  Let  us  then,  my  brother,  in  a  spirit  of  love," 
says  Mr.  Chadband,  with  a  cunning  eye,  "  pro- 
ceed untoe  it.     Rachael,  my  wife,  advance  ! " 

Mrs.  Chadband,  more  than  ready,  so  advances 
as  to  jostle  her  husband  into  the  background, 
and  confronts  Mr,  Bucket  with  a  hard  frowning 
smile. 

"  Since  you  want  to  know  what  wc  know," 
says  she,  "  I'll  tell  you.  I  helped  to  bring  up 
T»Iiss  Hawdon,  her  Ladyship's  daughter.  I  was 
in  the  service  of  her  Lailyship's  sister,  who  was 
very  sensitive  to  the  disgrace  her  Ladyship 
brought  upon  her,  and  gave  out,  even  to  her 
Ladyship,  that  the  child  was  dead — she  was 
very  nearly  so — when  she  was  born.  But  she's 
alive,  and  I  know  her."  With  these  words,  and 
a  laugh,  and  laying  a  bitter  stress  on  the  word 
"  Ladyship,"  I\Irs.  Chadband  folds  her  arms, 
and  looks  implacably  at  ]Mr.  Bucket. 


"  I  suppose  now,"  returns  that  officer,  '^  yoii 
will  be  e.xpecting  a  twenty-pound  note,  or  a 
present  of  about  that  figure  ?  " 

Mrs.  Chadband  merely  laughs,  and  contemp- 
tuously tells  him  he  can  "  offer  "  twenty  pence. 

"  My  friend  the  law-stationer's  good  lady  over 
there,"  says  Mr.  Bucket,  luring  Mrs.  Snagsby 
forward  with  the  finger.  "  \Vhat  may  your 
game  be,  ma'am  ?  " 

Mrs.  Snagsby  is  at  first  prevented,  by  tears 
and  lamentations,  from  stating  the  nature  of  her 
game  :  but  by  degrees  it  confusedly  comes  to 
light,  that  she  is  a  woman  overwhelmed  with 
injuries  and  wrongs,  whom  Mr.  Snagsby  has 
habitually  deceived,  abandoned,  and  sought  to 
keep  in  darkness,  and  whose  chief  comfort, 
under  her  afflictions,  has  been  the  sympathy  of 
the  late  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  ;  who  showed  so  much 
commiseration  for  her,  on  one  occasion  of  his 
calling  in  Cook's  Court  in  the  absence  of  her  per- 
jured husband,  that  she  has  of  late  habitually  car- 
ried to  him  all  her  woes.  Everybody  it  appears, 
the  present  company  excepted,  has  plotted  against 
Mrs.  Snagsby's  peace.  There  is  Mr.  Guppy, 
clerk  to  Kenge  and  Carboy,  who  was  at  first  as 
open  as  the  sun  at  noon,  but  wlio  suddenly  shut 
up  as  close  as  midnight,  under  the  iniluence — no 
doubt — of  Mr.  Snagsby's  suborning  and  tamper- 
ing. There  is  Mr.  Weevle,  friend  of  Mr.  Guppy, 
who  lived  mysteriously  up  a  court,  owing  to  the 
like  coherent  causes.  There  was  Krook,  de- 
ceased ;  there  was  Nimrod,  deceased  ;  and  there 
was  Jo,  deceased  ;  and  they  were  "  all  in  it." 
In  what,  Mrs.  Snagsby  does  not  with  particu- 
larity express ;  but  she  knows  that  Jo  was  Mr. 
Snagsby's  son,  "  as  well  as  if  a  trumpet  had 
spoken  it,"  and  she  followed  Mr.  Snagsby  when 
he  went  on  his  last  visit  to  the  boy,  and  if  he 
was  not  his  son  ^\■hy  ilid  he  go  ?  The  one  occu- 
pation of  her  life  has  been,  for  some  time,  back, 
to  follow  Mr.  Snagsby  to  and  fro,  and  up  and 
down,  and  to  piece  suspicious  circumstances 
together — and  every  circumstance  that  has  hap- 
pened has  been  most  suspicious ;  and  in  this 
way  she  has  pursued  her  object  of  detecting  and 
confounding  her  false  husband,  night  and  day. 
Thus  did  it  come  to  pass  that  she  brought  the 
Chadbands  and  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  together;  and 
conferred  with  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  on  the  change 
in  Mr.  Guppy,  and  helpetl  to  turn  up  the  circum- 
stances in  wliich  the  present  company  are  in- 
terested, casually,  by  the  wayside  ;  being  still,  and 
ever,  on  the  great  liigh  road  that  is  to  terminate 
in  ^[r.  Snagsby's  full  exposure  and  a  matrimonial 
separation.  AH  this,  Mrs.  Snagsbv.  as  an  injured 
woman,  and  the  friend  of  Mrs.  Chadband,  a»id 
the  follower  of  Mr.  Chadband,  and  the  mourner 
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of  the  late  Air.  Tiilkinghom,  is  here  to  certify 
under  the  seal  of  confidence,  with  every  possible 
confusion  and  involvement  possible  and  impos- 
sible ;  having  no  pecuniary  motive  whatever, 
no  scheme  or  project  but  the  one  mentioned  ; 
and  bringing  here,  and  taking  everywhere,  her 
own  dense  atmosphere  of  dust,  arising  from  the 
ceaseless  working  of  her  mill  of  jealousy. 

While  this  exordium  is  in  hand — and  it  takes 
some  time — Mr.  Bucket,  who  has  seen  through 
the  transparency  of  Mrs.  Snagsby's  vinegar  at  a 
glance,  confers  with  his  familiar  demon,  and  be- 
stows his  shrewd  attention  on  the  Chadbands 
and  Mr.  Smallweed.  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock  re- 
mains immovable,  with  the  same  icy  surface 
upon  him ;  except  that  he  once  or  twice  looks 
towards  Mr.  Bucket,  as  relying  on  that  officer 
alone  of  all  mankind. 

"Very  good,"  says  Mr.  Bucket.  "Now  I 
understand  you,  you  know  ;  and,  being  deputed 
by  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet,  to  look  into 
this  little  matter,"  again  Sir  Leicester  mechanically 
bows  in  confirmation  of  the  statement,  "  can 
give  it  my  fair  and  full  attention.  Now  I  won't 
allude  to  conspiring  to  extort  money,  or  anything 
of  that  sort,  because  we  are  men  and  women  of 
the  world  here,  and  our  object  is  to  make  things 
pleasant.  But  I  tell  you. what  I  do  wonder  at ; 
I  am  surprised  that  you  should  think  of  making 
a  noise  below  in  the  hall.  It  was  so  opposed 
to  your  interests.      That's  what  I  look  at." 

"  We  wanted  to  get  in,"  pleads  Mr.  Small- 
weed. 

'•  Why,  of  course,  you  wanted  to  get  in,"  Mr. 
Backet  assents  with  cheerfulness;  "but  for  a 
old  gentleman  at  your  time  of  life — what  I  call 
truly  venerable,  mind  you  ! — with  his  wits  sharp- 
ened, as  I  have  no  doubt  they  are,  by  the  loss 
of  the  use  of  his  limbs,  which  occasions  all  his 
animation  to  mount  up  into  his  head — not  to 
consider  that  if  he  don't  keep  such  a  business  as 
the  present  as  close  as  possible  it  can't  be  worth 
a  mag  to  him,  is  so  curious !  You  see  your  temper 
got  the  better  of  you ;  that's  where  you  lost 
ground,"  says  Mr.  Bucket,  in  an  argumentative 
and  friendly  way. 

"  I  only  said  I  wouldn't  go,  without  one  of 
the  servants  came  up  to  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock," 
returns  Mr.  Smallweed. 

"  That's  it !  That's  where  your  temper  got 
the  better  of  you.  Now,  you  keep  it  under 
another  time,  and  you'll  make  money  by  it. 
Shall  I  ring  for  them  to  carry  you  down  ?  " 

"  Wlien  are  we  to  hear  more  of  this  ?  "  Mrs. 
Chadband  sternly  demands. 

•'  Bless  your  heart  for  a  true  woman  !  Always 
curious    your   delightful   sex    is!"    replies    Mr. 


Bucket,  with  gallantry.  "  I  shall  have  the  plea- 
sure of  giving  you  a  call  to-morrow  or  next  day 
• — not  forgetting  Mr.  Smallweed  and  his  proposal 
of  two  fifty." 

"  Five  hundred  !"  exclaims  Mr.  Smallweed. 

"All  right!  Nominally  five  hundred;"  Mr. 
Bucket  has  his  hand  on  the  bell-rope  ;  "  shall  I 
wish  you  good  day  for  the  present,  on  the  part 
of  myself  and  the  gentleman  of  the  house  ?  "  he 
asks  in  an  insinuating  tone. 

Nobody  having  the  hardihood  to  object  to 
his  doing  so,  he  does  it,  and  the  party  retire  as 
they  came  up.  Mr.  Bucket  follows  them  to  the 
door  ;  and,  returning,  says  with  an  air  of  serious 
business  : — 

"  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet,  it's  for  3'ou 
to  consider  whether  or  not  to  buy  this  up.  I 
should  recommend,  on  the  whole,  it's  being 
bought  up  myself;  and  I  think  it  may  be  bought 
pretty  cheap.  You  see,  that  little  pickled  cow- 
cumber  of  a  Mrs.  Snagsby  has  been  used  by  all 
sides  of  the  speculation,  and  has  done  a  deal 
more  harm  in  bringing  odds  and  ends  together 
than  if  she  had  meant  it.  Mr.  Tulkinghorn, 
deceased,  he  held  all  these  horses  in  his  hand, 
and  could  have  drove  'em  his  own  way,  I  haven't 
a  doubt ;  but  he  was  fetched  off  the  box  head- 
foremost, and  now  they  have  got  their  legs  over 
the  traces,  and  are  all  dragging  and  pulling  their 
own  ways.  So  it  is,  and  such  is  life.  The  cat's 
away,  and  the  mice  they  play ;  the  frost  breaks 
up,  and  the  water  runs.  Now,  with  regard  to 
the  party  to  be  apprehended." 

Sir  Leicester  seems  to  wake,  though  his  eyes 
have  been  wide  open  ;  and  he  looks  intently  at 
Mr.  Bucket,  as  Mr.  Bucket  refers  to  his  watch. 

"  The  party  to  be  apprehended  is  now  in  this 
house,"  proceeds  Mr.  Bucket,  putting  up  his 
watch  with  a  steady  hand,  and  with  rising  spirits, 
"and  I'm  about  to  take  her  into  custody  in  your 
presence.  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet,  don't 
you  say  a  word,  nor  yet  stir.  There'll  be  no 
noise,  and  no  disturbance  at  all.  I'll  come  back 
in  the  course  of  the  evening,  if  agreeable  to  you, 
and  endeavour  to  meet  your  wishes  respecting 
this  unfortunate  family  matter,  and  the  nobbiest 
way  of  keeping  it  quiet.  Now  Sir  Leicester 
Dedlock,  Baronet,  don't  you  be  nervous  on  ac- 
count of  the  apprehension  at  present  coming  ofif. 
You  shall  see  the  whole  case  clear,  from  first  to 
last." 

Mr.  Bucket  rings,  goes  to  the  door,  briefly 
whispers  Mercury,  shuts  the  door,  and  stands 
behind  it  with  his  arms  folded.  After  a  suspense 
of  a  minute  or  two,  the  door  slowly  opens, 
and  a  French  woman  enters.  Mademoiselle 
H  or  tense. 
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The  moment  she  is  in  the  room,  Mr.  Bucket 
claps  the  door  to,  and  puts  his  back  against  it. 
The  suddenness  of  the  noise  occasions  her  to 
turn ;  and  then,  for  tiie  first  time,  she  sees  Sir 
Leicester  Dedlock  in  his  chair. 

"  I  ask  you  pardon,"  she  mutters  hurriedly. 
"  They  tell  me  there  was  no  one  here." 

Her  step  towards  the  door  brings  her  front 
to  front  with  Mr.  Bucket.  Suddenly  a  spasm 
shoots  across  her  face,  and  she  turns  deadly 
pale. 

"  This  is  my  lodger.  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock," 
says  Mr.  Bucket,  nodding  at  her.  "This  foreign 
young  woman  has  been  my  lodger  for  some 
weeks  back." 

"  What  do  Sir  Leicester  care  for  that,  you 
think,  my  angel  .^"  returns  Mademoiselle,  in 
a  jocular  strain. 

"  Why,  my  angel,"  returns  Mr.  Bucket,  "  we 
shall  see." 

Mademoiselle  Hortense  eyes  him  with  a  scowl 
upon  her  tight  face,  which  gradually  changes 
into  a  smile  of  scorn.  "You  are  very  mys- 
tericuse.     Are  you  drunk?" 

"  Tolerable  sober,  my  angel,''  returns  Mr. 
Bucket. 

"  I  come  from  arriving  at  this  so  detestable 
house  with  your  wife.  Your  wife  have  left  me, 
since  some  minutes.  They  tell  me  down-stairs 
that  your  wife  is  here.  I  come  here,  and  your 
wife  is  not  here.  What  is  the  intention  of  this 
fool's  play,  say  then  ? "  Mademoiselle  demands, 
with  her  arms  composedly  crossed,  but  with 
something  /in  her  dark  cheek  beating  like  a 
clock. 

Mr.  Bucket  merely  shakes  the  finger  at  her. 

"Ah  my  God,  you  are  an  unhappy  idiot!" 
cries  Mademoiselle,  with  a  toss  of  her  head  and 
a  laugh. — "  Leave  me  to  pass  down-stairs, 
great  pig."  With  a  stamp  of  her  foot,  and  a 
menace. 

"  Now,  Mademoiselle,"  says  Mr.  Bucket,  in 
a  cool  determined  way,  "  you  go  and  sit  down 
upon  that  sofy.'' 

"  I  will  not  sit  down  upon  nothing,"  she 
replies,  with  a  shower  of  nods. 

"  Now,  Mademoiselle,"  repeats  Mr.  Bucket, 
making  no  demonstration,  except  with  the 
finger  ;  "  you  sit  down  upon  that  sofy." 

"Why?" 

"  Because  I  take  you  into  custody  on  a  charge 
of  murder,  and  you  don't  need  to  be  told  it. 
Now,  I  want  to  be  polite  to  one  of  your  sex 
and  a  foreigner,  if  I  can.  If  I  can't,  I  must  be 
rough  ;  and  there's  rougher  ones  outside.  What 
I  am  to  be,  depends  on  you.  So  I  recommend 
you,  .as  a  friend,  afore  another  half  a  blessed 


moment  has  passed  over  your  head,  to  go  and 
sit  down  upon  that  sofy." 

Mademoiselle  complies,  saying  in  a  con- 
centrated voice,  while  that  something  in  her 
cheek  beats  fast  and  hard,  "  You  are  a  Devil." 

'•  Now,  you  see,"  Mr.  Bucket  proceeds  aj)- 
provingly,  "  you're  comfortable,  and  conducting 
yourself  as  I  should  expect  a  foreign  young 
woman  of  your  sense  to  do.  So  I'll  give  you 
a  piece  of  advice,  and  it's  this.  Don't  you  talk 
too  much.  You're  not  expected  to  say  any- 
thing here,  and  you  can't  keep  too  quiet  a 
tongue  in  your  head.  In  short,  the  less  you 
Parlay,  the  better,  you  know."  Mr.  Bucket  is 
very  complacent  over  this  Frencli  ex[)lanation. 

Mademoiselle,  with  that  tigerish  expansion  of 
the  mouth,  and  her  black  eyes  darting  fire  upon 
him,  sits  upright  on  the  sofa  in  a  rigid  state, 
with  her  hands  clenched — and  her  feet  too,  one 
might  suppose — muttering,  "  O,  you  Bucket,  you 
are  a  Devil !" 

"  Now,  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet,"  says 
Mr.  Bucket,  and  from  this  time  forth  the  finger 
never  rests,  "  this  young  woman,  my  lodger,  was 
her  Ladyship's  maid  at  the  time  I  have  men- 
tioned to  you;  and  this  young  woman,  besides 
being  extraordinary  vehement  and  passionate 
against  her  Ladyship  after  being  discharged " 

"Lie!"  cries  Mademoibclle.  "I  discharge 
myself." 

"Now,  why  don't  you  take  my  advice?' 
retums  Mr.  Bucket,  in  an  impressive,  almost  in 
an  imploring  tone.  "  I'm  surprised  at  the  in- 
discreetness  you  commit.  You'll  say  something 
that'll  be  used  against  you,  you  know.  You're 
sure  to  come  to  it.  Never  you  mind  what  I 
say,  till  it's  given  in  evidence.  It's  not  addressed 
to  you." 

"Discharge,  too  I"  cries  Mademoiselle,  furi- 
ously, "  by  her  Ladyship  !  Eh,  my  faith,  a 
pretty  Ladyship  !  Why,  I  r-r-r-ruin  my  character 
by  remaining  with  a  Ladyship  so  infame!" 

"  Upon  my  soul  I  wonder  at  you ! "  Mr. 
Bucket  remonstrates.  "  I  thought  the  French 
were  a  polite  nation,  I  did,  really.  Yet  to  hear 
a  female  going  on  like  that,  before  Sir  Leicester 
Dedlock,  Baronet!" 

"  He  is  a  poor  abused  !"  cries  Mademoiselle. 
'■  I  spit  upon  his  house,  upon  his  name,  upon 
his  imbecility,"  all  of  which  she  makes  the 
carpet  represent.  "  Oh,  that  he  is  a  great  man  ! 
O  yes,  superb  !     O  heaven  !     Bah  !" 

"  Well,  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,"  proceeds  Mr. 
Bucket.  '•  this  intemperate  foreigner  also  angrily 
took  it  into  her  head  that  she  had  established 
a  claim  upon  Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  deceased,  by 
attending  on  the  occasion  I  tokl  you  of,  at  hijs 
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chambers ;  thoiigli  she  was  hbcrally  paid  for  her 
time  and  trouble."' 

''  Lie  1 "  cries  Mademoiselle.  I  ref-use  his 
money  altogcz-^er." 

("  If  you  7lhII  Parlay,  you  know,"  says  Mr. 
Bucket,  parenthetically,  "  you  must  take  the  con- 
sequences.) Now,  whether  she  became  my 
lodger,  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,with  any  deliberate 
intention  then  of  doing  this  deed  and  blinding 
me,  I  give  no  opinion  on  ;  but  she  lived  in  my 
house,  in  that  capacity,  at  the  time  that  she  was 
hovering  about  the  chambers  of  the  deceased 
Mr.  Tulkinghorn  with  a  view  to  a  wrangle,  and 
likewise  persecuting  and  half  frightening  the  life 
out  of  an  unfortunate  stationer." 

"  Lie  !"  cries  IMademoiselle.     "All  lie  !" 

"  The  murder  was  committed,  Sir  Leicester 
Dedlock,  Baronet,  ami  you  know  under  what 
circumstances.  Now,  I  beg  of  you  to  follow 
me  close  with  your  attention  for  a  minute,  or 
two.  I  was  sent  for,  and  the  case  was  entrusted 
to  me.  I  examined  the  place,  and  the  body, 
and  the  papers,  and  everything.  From  informa- 
tion I  received  (from  a  clerk  in  the  same  house) 
I  took  George  into  custody,  as  having  been  seen 
hanging  about  there,  on  the  night,  and  at  very 
nigh  the  time,  of  the  murder ;  also,  as  having 
been  overheard  in  high  words  with  the  deceased 
on  former  occasions — even  threatening  him,  as 
the  witness  made  out.  If  you  ask  me.  Sir 
Leicester  Dedlock,  whether  from  the  first  I 
believed  George  to  be  the  murderer,  I  tell  you 
candidly  No  ;  but  he  might  be,  notwithstand- 
ing ;  and  there  was  enough  against  him  to  make 
it  my  duty  to  take  him,  and  get  him  kept  under 
remand.     Now,  observe  !  " 

As  Mr.  Bucket  bends  forward  in  some  excite- 
ment— for  him — and  inaugurates  what  he  is 
going  to  say  with  one  ghostly  beat  of  his  fore- 
finger in  the  air.  Mademoiselle  Hortense  fixes 
her  black  eyes  upon  him  with  a  dark  frown,  and 
sets  her  dry  lips  closely  and  firmly  together. 

"  I  went  home,  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet, 
at  night,  and  found  this  young  woman  having 
supper  with  my  wife,  Mrs.  Bucket.  She  had 
made  a  mighty  show  of  being  fond  of  Mrs. 
Bucket  from  her  first  offering  herself  as  our 
lodger,  but  that  night  she  made  more  than  ever 
— in  fact  overdid  it.  Likewise  she  overdid  her 
respect,  and  all  that,  for  the  lamented  memory 
of  the  deceased  Mr.  Tulkinghorn.  By  the 
living  Lord  it  flashed  upon  me,  as  I  sat  oppo- 
site to  her  at  the  table  and  saw  her  with  a  knife 
in  her  hand,  that  she  had  done  it ! " 

Mademoiselle  is  hardly  audible,  in  straining 
through  her  teeth  and  lips  the  words,  "  You  are 
a  Devil." 


"  Now  where,"  pursues  Mr.  Bucket,  "  had  she 
been  on  the  night  of  the  murder?  She  had 
been  to  the  theayter.  (She  really  was  there,  I 
have  since  found,  both  before  the  deed  and  after 
it.)  I  knew  I  hatl  an  artful  customer  to  deal 
with,  and  that  proof  would  be  very  difficult ; 
and  I  laid  a  trap  for  her — such  a  trap  as  I 
never  laid  yet,  and  such  a  ventur  as  I  never 
made  yet.  I  worked  it  out  in  my  mind  while  I 
was  talking  to  her  at  supper.  When  I  went  up- 
stairs to  bed,  our  house  being  small  and  this 
young  Avoman's  ears  sharp,  I  stuffed  the  sheet 
into  Mrs.  Bucket's  mouth  that  she  shouldn't 
say  a  word  of  surprise,  and  told  her  all  about 
it. — Aly  dear,  don't  you  give  your  mind  to 
that  again,  or  I  shall  link  your  feet  together 
at  the  ankles."  Mr.  Bucket,  breaking  off, 
has  made  a  noiseless  descent  upon  Made- 
moiselle, and  laid  his  heavy  hand  upon  her 
shoulder. 

"  V\'hat  is  the  matter  with  you  now  ?"  she 
asks  him. 

"  Don't  you  think  any  more,"  returns  [Mr. 
Bucket,  with  admonitory  finger,  "  of  throwing 
yourself  out  of  window.  That's  what's  the 
matter  with  me.  Come  !  Just  take  my  arm. 
You  needn't  get  up ;  I'll  sit  down  by  you. 
Now,  take  my  arm,  will  you  ?  I'm  a  married 
man,  3'ou  know ;  you're  acquainted  with  my 
wife.     Just  take  my  arm." 

Vainly  endeavouring  to  moisten  those  dry  lips, 
with  a  painful  sound,  she  struggles  with  herself 
and  complies. 

"  Now  we're  all  right  again.  Sir  Leicester 
Dedlock,  Baronet,  this  case  could  never  have 
been  the  case  it  is,  but  for  i\Irs.  Bucket,  who  is 
a  woman  in  fifty  thousand — in  a  hundred  and 
fifty  thousand  !  To  throw  this  young  woman 
off  her  guard,  I  have  never  set  foot  in  our  house 
since ;  though  I've  communicated  with  Mrs. 
Bucket,  in  the  baker's  loaves  and  ill  the  milk, 
as  often  as  required.  My  whispered  words  to 
Mrs.  Bucket,  when  she  had  the  sheet  in  her 
mouth  were,  '  My  dear,  can  you  throw  her  off" 
continually  with  natural  accounts  of  my  sus- 
picions against  George,  and  this,  and  that,  and 
t'other?  Can  you  do  without  rest,  and  keep 
watch  upon  her  night  and  day?  Can  you 
undertake  to  say.  She  shall  do  nothing  without 
my  knowledge,  she  shall  be  my  prisoner  without 
suspecting  it,  she  shall  no  more  escape  from  me 
than  from  death,  and  her  life  shall  be  my  life, 
and  her  soul  my  soul,  till  I  have  got  her,  if  she 
did  this  murder?'  Mrs.  Bucket  says  to  me,  as 
well  as  she  could  speak,  on  account  of  the 
sheet,  '  Bucket,  I  can  ! '  And  she  has  acted  up 
to  it  glorious  !" 
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"  Lies  ! "  Mademoiselle  interposes.  "  All  lies, 
my  friend  !" 

"Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet,  how  did 
my  calculations  come  out  under  these  circum- 
stances ?  When  I  calculated  that  this  impetuous 
}'Oung  woman  would  overdo  it  in  new  directions, 
\ -as  I  wrong  or  right  ?  I  was  right.  What  does 
;  he  try  to  do?  Don't  let  it  give  you  a  turn. 
To  throw  the  murder  on  her  Ladyship." 

Sir  Leicester  rises  from  his  chair,  and  staggers 
down  again. 

"  And  she  got  encouragement  in  it  from 
liearing  that  I  was  always  here,  which  was  done 
a'  purpose.  Now,  open  that  pocket-book  of 
mine,  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  if  I  may  take  the 
Hberty  of  throwing  it  towards  you,  and  look  at 
the  letters  sent  to  me,  each  with  the  two  words, 
Lady  Dedlock,  in  it.  Open  the  one  directed 
Lo  yourself,  which  I  stopped  this  very  morning, 
and  read  the  three  words,  Lady  Dedlock, 
Murderess,  in  it.  These  letters  have  been 
ialling  about  like  a  shower  of  lady-birds.  What 
do  you  say  now  to  Mrs.  Bucket,  from  her  spy- 
l^lace,  having  seen  them  all  written  by  this 
young  woman?  What  do  you  say  to  Mrs. 
Bucket  having,  within  this  half-hour,  secured 
the  corresponding  ink  and  paper,  fellow  half- 
sheets  and  what  not  ?  What  do  you  say  to 
>.Irs.  Bucket  having  watched  the  posting  of  'em 
every  one  by  this  young  woman.  Sir  Leicester 
Dedlock,  Baronet?"  Mr.  Bucket  asks,  triumph- 
ant in  his  admiration  of  his  lady's  genius. 

Two  things  are  especially  observable,  as  Mr. 
Bucket  proceeds  to  a  conclusion.  First,  that  he 
seems  imperceptibly  to  establish  a  dreadful  rii;ht 
of  property  in  Mademoiselle.  Secondly,  that 
the  very  atmosphere  she  breathes  seems  to  nar- 
row and  contract  about  her,  as  if  a  close  net,  or 
a  pall,  were  being  drawn  nearer  and  yet  nearer 
around  her  breathless  figure. 

"  There  is  no  doubt  that  her  Ladyship  was  on 
the  spot  at  the  eventftil  period,"  says  Mr. 
Cucket ;  "  and  my  foreign  friend  here  saw  her, 
I  believe,  from  the  upper  part  of  the  staircase, 
tier  Ladyship  and  George  and  my  foreign  friend 
.vere  all  pretty  close  on  one  another's  heels. 
But  that  don't  .signify  any  more,  so  Lll  not  go 
into  it.  I  found  the  wadding  of  the  pistol  with 
which  the  deceased  Mr.  Tulkinghorn  was  shot. 
It  was  a  bit  of  the  printed  description  of  your 
liouse  at  Chesney  Wold.  Not  much  in  that, 
you'll  say.  Sir  Leicester  De  Hock,  Baronet.  No. 
lUit  when  my  foreign  friend  here  is  so  thoroughly 
off  her  guard  as  to  think  it  a  safe  time  to  tear  up 
the  rest  of  that  leaf,  and  when  Mrs.  Bucket  puts 
the  pieces  together  and  finds  the  wadding  want- 
ing, it  begins  to  look  like  Queer  street." 


"  These  are  very  long  lies,"  Mademoiselle  in- 
terposes. "You  prose  great  deal.  Is  it  that 
you  have  almost  all  finished,  or  are  you  speaking 
always  ?  " 

"  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet,"  proceeds 
Mr.  Bucket,  who  delights  in  a  full  title,  and  does 
violence  to  himself  when  he  dispenses  with  any 
fragment  of  it,  "  the  last  point  in  the  case  which 
I  am  now  going  to  mention,  shows  the  necessity 
of  patience  in  our  business,  and  never  doing  a 
thing  in  a  hurry.  I  watched  this  young  woman 
yesterday,  without  her  knowledge,  when  she  was 
looking  at  th.e  funeral,  in  company  with  my  wife, 
who  planned  to  take  her  there ;  and  I  had  so 
much  to  convict  her,  and  I  saw  such  an  expres- 
sion in  her  face,  and  my  mind  so  rose  against 
her  malice  towards  her  Ladyship,  and  the  time 
was  altogether  such  a  time  for  bringing  down 
what  you  may  call  retribution  upon  her,  that 
if  I  had  been  a  younger  hand  with  less  ex- 
perience, I  should  have  taken  her,  certain. 
Equally,  last  night,  when  her  Ladyship,  as  is 
so  universally  admired  I  am  sure,  come  home, 
looking — why. Lord!  a  man  might  almost  say 
like  Venus  rising  from  the  ocean,  it  was  so  un- 
pleasant and  inconsistent  to  think  of  her  being 
charged  with  a  murder  of  which  she  was  inno- 
cent, that  I  felt  quite  to  want  to  put  an  end  to 
the  job.  What  should  I  have  lost  ?  Sir  Leices- 
ter Dedlock,  Baronet,  I  should  have  lost  the 
weapon.  My  prisoner  here  proposed  to  Mrs. 
Bucket,  after  the  departure  of  the  funeral,  that 
they  should  go,  per  bus,  a  little  ways  into  the 
country,  and  take  tea  at  a  very  decent  house  of 
entertainment.  Now,  near  that  house  of  enter- 
tainment there's  a  piece  of  water.  At  tea,  my 
prisoner  got  up  to  fetch  her  pocket-handkcrcher 
from  the  bed-room  where  the  bonnets  was ;  she 
was  rather  a  long  time  gone,  ami  came  back  a 
little  out  of  wind.  As  soon  as  they  came  home 
this  was  reported  to  me  by  Mrs.  Bucket,  along 
with  her  observations  and  suspicions.  I  had  the 
l)iece  of  water  dragg  '  by  moonlight,  in  presence 
of  a  couple  of  our  men,  and  the  pocket-pistol 
Avas  brought  u])  before  it  had  been  there  half-a- 
doz<;n  hours.  Now,  my  dear,  put  your  arm  a 
little  further  through  mine,  and  hold  it  steady, 
and  I  shan't  hurt  you  I" 

In  a  trice  Mr.  Bucket  snaps  a  handcuff  on  lier 
wrist.  "That's  one,"  says  Mr.  Bucket.  "Now 
the  other,  darling.     Two,  and  all  told  !" 

He  rises  ;  she  rises  too.  "  Where,"  she  asks 
him,  darkening  her  large  eyes  until  tlicir  droop- 
ing lids  almost  conceal  them — and  yet  they 
stare,  "  where  is  your  false,  your  treacherous  and 
cursed  wife? "' 

"  She's  Q:one  forrard  to  the  Police  Oftice,"  re- 
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turns  Mr.  Bucket.  "  You'll  see  her  there,  my 
deiir." 

'•  I  would  like  to  kiss  her  !  "  exclaims  Marlc- 
moiselle  Hortcnse,  panting  tigress-like. 

"  You'd  bite  her,  I  suspect,"  says  Mr.  Bucket. 

"  I  would  ! "  making  her  eyes  very  large.  "  I 
would  love  to  tear  her,  limb  from  limb." 

'•  Bless  you,  darling,"  says  Mr.  Bucket,  with 
the  greatest  composure  ;  "  I'm  fully  prepared  to 
hear  that.  Your  sex  have  such  a  surprising  ani- 
mosity against  one  another,  when  you  do  differ. 
You  don't  mind  me  half  so  much,  do  you  ?  " 

"  No.     Though  you  are  a  Devil  still." 

"Angel  and  devil  by  turns,  eh?"  cries  Mr. 
Bucket.  "  But  I  am  in  my  regular  employment, 
you  must  consider.  Let  me  put  your  shawl  tidy. 
I've  been  lady's  maid  to  a  good  many  before 
now.  Anything  wanting  to  the  bonnet  ?  There's 
a  cab  at  the  door." 

Mademoiselle  Ilortense,  casting  an  indignant 
eye  at  the  glass,  shakes  herself  perfectly  neat  in 
one  shake,  and  looks,  to  do  her  justice,  uncom- 
monly genteel. 

"  Listen  then,  my  angel,"  says  she,  after  several 
sarcastic  nods.  '•  You  are  very  spiritual.  But 
can  you  restore  him  back  to  life?" 

Mr.  Bucket  answers,  "  Not  exactly." 

"  That  is  droll.  Listen  yet  one  time.  You 
are  very  spiritual.  Can  you  make  an  honourable 
laly  of  Her?  ' 

"  Don't  be  so  malicious,"  sa3's  Mr.  Bucket. 

"  Or  a  hauglity  gentleman  of  Him  ?  "  cries 
Mademoiselle,  referring  to  Sir  Leicester  with  in- 
effable disdain.  '■  Eh  !  O  then  regard  him  !  The 
poor  infant !     Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  " 

"  Come,  come,  why  this  is  worse  Parlaying 
than  the  other,"  says  Mr.  Bucket.  "  Come 
along  !  " 

"  You  cannot  do  these  things  ?  Then  you  can 
do  as  you  please  with  me.  It  is  but  the  death, 
it  is  all  the  same.  Let  us  go,  my  angel.  Adieu 
you  old  man,  grey.  I  pity  you,  and  I  des-pise 
you  !" 

With  these  last  words,  she  snaps  her  teeth  to- 
gether, as  if  her  mouth  closed  with  a  spring.  It 
is  impossible  to  describe  how  Mr.  Bucket  gets 
her  out,  but  he  accomplishes  that  feat  in  a  manner 
peculiar  to  himself;  enfolding  and  pervading  her 
like  a  cloud,  and  hovering  away  with  her  as  if  he 
were  a  homely  Jupiter,  and  she  the  object  of  his 
affections. 

Sir  Leicester,  left  alone,  remains  in  the  same 
attitude  as  though  he  were  still  listening,  and 
his  attention  were  still  occupied.  At  length  he 
gazes  round  the  empty  room,  and  finding  it 
deserted,  rises  unsteadily  to  his  feet,  pushes  back 
his  chair,  and  walks  a  few  steps,  supporting  him- 


self by  the  table.  Then  he  stops ;  and,  with 
more  of  those  inarticulate  sounds,  lifts  up  his 
eyes  and  seems  to  stare  at  something. 

Heaven  knows  what  he  sees.  The  green, 
green  woods  of  Chesney  Wold,  the  noble  house, 
the  pictures  of  his  forefathers,  strangers  defacing 
them,  officers  of  police  coarsely  handling  his 
most  precious  heir-looms,  thousands  of  fingers 
pointing  at  him,  thousands  of'  faces  sneering  at 
him.  But  if  such  shadows  flit  before  him  to  his 
bewilderment,  there  is  oiie  other  shadow  which 
he  can  name  with  something  like  distinctness 
even  yet,  and  to  which  alone  he  addresses  his 
tearing  of  his  white  hair,  and  his  extended  arms. 

It  is  she,  in  association  with  whom,  saving 
that  she  has  been  for  years  a  main  fibre  of  the 
root  of  his  dignity  and  pride,  he  has  never  had 
a  selfish  thought.  It  is  she  whom  he  has  loved, 
admired,  honoured,  and  set  up  for  the  world  to 
respect.  It  is  she,  who,  at  the  core  of  all  the 
constramed  formalities  and  conventionalities  of 
his  life,  has  been  a  stock  of  living  tenderness  and 
love,  susceptible  as  nothing  else  is  of  being 
struck  with  the  agony  he  feels.  He  sees  her, 
almost  to  the  exclusion  of  himself;  and  cannot 
bear  to  look  ui)on  her  cast  down  from  the  high 
place  she  has  graced  so  well. 

And,  even  to  the  point  of  his  sinking  on  the 
ground,  oblivious  of  his  suffering,  he  can  yet 
pronounce  her  name  with  something  like  dis- 
tinctness in  the  midst  of  those  intrusive  sounds, 
and  in  atone  of  mourning  and  compassion  rather 
than  reproach. 


CHAPTER  LV. 


r^¥  5  NSPECTOR  BUCKET  of  the  De- 
^.fjc  If  'U    tective  has  not  yet  struck  his  great 


;^c; 


^1 


;a  blow,  as  Just  now  chronicled,  but  is 
jv  yet  refreshing  himself  with  sleep 
rJj  preparatory  to  his  field-day,  when, 
through  the  night  and  along  the 
freezing  wintry  road,  a  chaise  and  pair 
comes  out  of  Lincolnshire,  making  its 
way  towards  London. 

Railroads  shall  soon  traverse  all  this  country, 
and  with  a  rattle  and  a  glare  the  engines  and 
trains  shall  shoot  like  a  meteor  over  the  wide 
night-landscape,  turning  the  moon  paler;  but, 
as  yet,  such  things  are  non-existent  in  these 
parts,  though  not  wholly  unexpected.  Prepara- 
tions are  afoot,  measurements  are  made,  ground 
is  staked  out.     Bridges  are  begun,  and  their  not 
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yet  united  piers  desolately  look  at  one  another 
over  roads  and  streams,  like  brick  and  mortar 
couples  with  an  obstacle  to  their  union ;  fragments 
of  embankments  are  thrown  up,  and  left  as  pre- 
cipices with  torrents  of  rusty  carts  and  barrows 
tumbling  over  them  ;  tripods  of  tall  poles  appear 
on  hill-tops,  where  there  are  rumours  of  tunnels  ; 
everything  looks  chaotic,  and  abandoned  in  fell 
hopelessness.  Along  the  freezing  roads,  and 
through  the  night,  the  post-chaise  makes  its  way 
without  a  railroad  on  its  mind. 


Mrs.  Rouncewell,  so  many  years  housekeeper 
at  Chesney  Wold,  sits  within  the  chaise  ;  and  by 
her  side  sits  Mrs.  Bagnet  with  her  grey  cloak 
and  umbrella.  The  old  girl  would  prefer  the 
bar  in  front,  as  being  exposed  to  the  weather,  and 
a  primitive  sort  of  perch  more  in  accordance  with 
her  usual  course  of  travelling  ;  but  Mrs.  Rounce- 
well is  too  thoughtful  of  her  comfort  to  admit  of 
her  proposing  it.  The  old  lady  cannot  make 
enough  of  the  old  girl.  She  sits,  in  her  stately 
manner,  holding   her  hand,  and,  regardless  of 
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its  roughness,  puts  it  often  to  her  lips.  "  You 
are  a  mother,  my  dear  soul,"  says  she  many 
times,  "  and  you  found  out  my  George's 
mother!" 

"  Why,  George."  returns  Mrs.  Bagnet,  "  was 
always  free  with  me,  ma'am,  and  when  he  said  at 
our  house  to  my  Woolwich,  that  of  all  the  things 
my  Woolwich  could  have  to  think  of  when  he 
grew  to  be  a  man.  the  comfortablcst  would  be 
that  he  had  never  brought  a  sorrowful  line  into 
his  mother's  face,  or  turned  a  hair  of  her  head 
Bleak  House,  25. 


grey,  then  I  felt  sure,  from  his  way,  that  some- 
thing fresh  had  brought  his  own  mother  into  his 
mind.  I  had  often  known  him  say  to  me,  in 
past  times,  that  he  had  behaved  bail  to  her." 

"  Never,  my  dear  !"  returns  Mrs.  Rouncewell,. 
bursting  into  tears.  "  My  blessing  on  him, 
never  !  He  was  always  fond  of  me,  and  loving 
to  me,  was  my  George  !  But  he  had  a  bold 
spirit,  and  he  ran  a  little  wild,  and  went  for  a 
soldier.  And  I  know  he  waited  at  first,  in 
letting  us  know  about  himself,  till  he  should 
92 
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rise  to  be  an  officer ;  and  when  he  didn't  rise, 
I  know  he  considered  himself  beneath  us,  and 
wouldn't  be  a  disgrace  to  us.  For  he  had  a 
lion  heart,  had  my  George,  ahvays  from  a 
baby." 

The  old  lady's  hands  stray  about  her  as  of 
yore,  while  she  recalls,  all  in  a  tremble,  what  a 
likely  lad,  what  a  fine  lad,  what  a  gay  good- 
humoured  clever  lad  he  was  ;  how  they  all  took 
to  him,  down  at  Chesney  Wold ;  how  Sir  Lei- 
cester took  to  him  when  he  was  a  young  gen- 
tleman ;  how  the  dogs  took  to  him  ;  how  even 
the  people,  who  had  been  angry  with  him,  for- 
gave him  the  moment  he  was  gone,  poor  boy. 
And  now  to  see  him  after  all,  and  in  a  prison 
too  !  And  the  broad  stomacher  heaves,  and  tlie 
(]uaint  upright  old-fashioned  figure  bends  under 
its  load  of  aftectionate  distress. 

Mrs.  Bagnet,  with  the  instinctive  skill  of  a 
good  warm  heart,  leaves  the  old  housekeeper  to 
her  emotions  for  a  little  while — not  without 
passing  the  back  of  her  hand  across  her  own 
motherly  eyes — and  pre'sently  chirps  up  in  her 
cheery  manner : 

"  So  I  says  to  George  when  I  goes  to  call 
him  in  to  tea  (he  pretended  to  be  smoking  his 
pipe  outside),  '  What  ails  you  this  afternoon, 
George,  for  gracious  sake?  I  have  seen  all 
sorts,  and  I  have  seen  you  pretty  often  in  season 
and  out  of  season,  abroad  and  at  home,  and  I 
never  see  you  so  melancholy  penitent.'  '  Why, 
Mrs.  Bagnet,'  says  George,  '  it's  because  I  am 
melancholy  and  penitent  both,  this  afternoon, 
that  you  see  me  so.'  '  What  have  you  done, 
old  fellow  ? '  I  says.  '  Why,  Mrs.  Bagnet,'  says 
George,  shaking  his  head,  '  what  I  have  done 
has  been  done  this  many  a  long  year,  and  is 
best  not  tried  to  be  undone  now.  If  I  ever  get 
to  Heaven,  it  won't  be  for  being  a  good  son  to 
a  Avidowed  mother;  I  say  no  more.'  Now, 
ma'am,  when  George  says  to  me  that  it's  best 
not  tried  to  be  undone  now,  I  have  my  thoughts 
as  I  have  often  had  before,  and  I  draw  it  out  of 
George  how  he  comes  to  have  such  things  on 
him  that  afternoon.  Then  George  tells  me  that 
he  has  seen  by  chance,  at  the  lawyer's  office, 
a  fine  old  lady  that  has  brought  his  mother 
plain  before  him ;  and  he  runs  on  about  that 
old  lady  till  he  quite  forgets  himself,  and  paints 
her  picture  to  me  as  she  used  to  be,  years  upon 
years  back.  So  I  says  to  George  when  he  has 
done,  who  is  this  old  lady  he  has  seen  ?  And 
George  tells  me  it's  Mrs.  Rouncewell,  house- 
keeper for  more  than  half  a  century  to  the  Ded- 
lock  family  down  at  Chesney  Wold  in  Lincoln- 
shire. George  has  frequently  told  me  before 
that  he's  a  Lincolnshire  man,  and  I  says  to  my 


old    Lignum    that   night,    '  Lignum,    that's    his 
mother  for  five-and-for-ty  pound  ! ' " 

All  this  Mrs.  Bagnet  now  relates  for  the 
twentieth  time  at  least  within  the  last  four  hours. 
Trilling  it  out,  like  a  kind  of  bird  ;  with  a  pretty 
high  note,  that  it  may  be  audible  to  the  old  lady 
above  the  hum  of  the  wheels. 

"  Bless  you,  and  thank  you,"  says  Mrs.  Rounce- 
well. '*  Bless  you,  and  thank  you,  my  worthy 
soul!" 

"  Dear  heart ! "  cries  Mrs.  Bagnet,  in  the  most 
natural  manner.  "  No  thanks  to  me,  I  am  sure. 
Thanks  to  yourself,  ma'am,  for  being  so  ready  to 
pay  'em  !  And  mind  once  more,  ma'am,  what 
you  had  best  do  on  finding  George  to  be  your 
own  son,  is,  to  make  him — for  your  sake — have 
every  sort  of  help  to  put  himself  in  the  right, 
and  clear  himself  of  a  charge  of  which  he  is  as 
innocent  as  you  or  me.  It  won't  do  to  have 
truth  and  justice  on  his  side ;  he  must  have  law 
and  lawyers,"  exclaimed  the  old  girl,  apparently 
persuaded  that  the  latter  form  a  separate  esta- 
blishment, and  have  dissolved  partnership  with 
truth  and  justice  for  ever  and  a  day. 

.*'  He  shall  have,"  says  Mrs.  Rouncewell,  "all 
the  help  that  can  be  got  for  him  in  the  world, 
my  dear.  I  will  spend  all  I  have,  and  thank- 
fully, to  procure  it.  Sir  Leicester  will  do  his 
best,  the  whole  family  will  do  their  best.  '  I — I 
know  something,  my  dear;  and  will  make  my 
own  appeal,  as  his  mother  parted  from  him  all 
these  years,  and  finding  him  in  a  gaol  at  last." 

The  extreme  disquietude  of  the  old  house- 
keeper's manner  in  saying  this,  her  broken  words, 
and  her  wringing  of  her  hands,  make  a  powerful 
impression  on  Mrs.  Bagnet,  and  would  astonish 
her  but  that  she  refers  them  all  to  her  sorrow  for 
her  son's  condition.  And  yet  j\Irs.  Bagnet  won- 
ders, too,  why  Mrs.  Rouncewell  should  murmur 
so  distractedly,  "  My  Lady,  my  Lady,  my  Lady  ■ " 
over  and  over  again. 

The  frosty  night  wears  away,  and  the  dawn 
breaks,  and  the  post-chaise  comes  rolling  on 
through  the  early  mist,  like  the  ghost  of  a  chaise 
departed.  It  has  plenty  of  spectral  company, 
in  ghosts  of  trees  and  hedges,  slowly  vanishing 
and  giving  place  to  the  realities  of  day.  London 
reached,  the  travellers  alight;  the  old  house- 
keeper in  great  tribulation  and  confusion ;  Mrs. 
Bagnet,  quite  fresh  and  collected — as  she  would 
be,  if  her  next  point,  with  no  new  equipage  and 
outfit,  were  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  the  Island 
of  Ascension,  Hong  Kong,  or  any  other  military 
station. 

But  when  they  set  out  for  the  prison  where 
the  trooper  is  confined,  the  old  lady  has  managed 
to  draw  about  her,  with  her  lavender-coloured    j 
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dress,  much  of  the  staid  calmness  which  is  its 
usual  accompaniment.  A  wonderfully  grave, 
precise,  and  handsome  piece  of  old  china  she 
looks ;  though  her  heart  beats  fast,  and  her 
stomacher  is  ruffled  more  than  even  the  remem- 
brance of  this  wayward  son  has  ruffled  it  these 
many  years. 

Approaching  the  cell,  they  find  the  door 
opening  and  a  warder  in  the  act  of  coming  out. 
The  old  girl  promptly  makes  a  sign  of  entreaty 
to  him  to  say  nothing ;  assenting,  with  a  nod, 
he  suffers  them  to  enter  as  he  shuts  the  door. 

So  George,  who  is  writing  at  his  table,  sup- 
posing himself  to  be  alone,  does  not  raise  his 
■eyes,  but  remains  absorbed.  The  old  house- 
keeper looks  at  him,  and  those  wandering  hands 
of  hers  are  quite  enough  for  Mrs.  Bagnet's  con- 
firmation ;  even  if  she  could  see  the  mother  and 
the  son  together,  knowing  what  she  knows,  and 
<loubt  their  relationship. 

Not  a  rustle  of  the  housekeeper's  dress,  not  a 
gesture,  not  a  word  betrays  her.  She  stands 
looking  at  him  as  he  writes  on,  all  unconscious, 
and  only  her  fluttering  hands  give  utterance  to 
her  emotions.  But  they  are  very  eloquent ; 
very,  very  eloquent.  Mrs.  Bagnet  understands 
them.  They  speak  of  gratitude,  of  joy,  of  grief, 
of  hope ;  of  inextinguishable  affection,  cherished 
with  no  return  since  this  stalwart  man  was  a 
stripling  ;  of  a  better  son  loved  less,  and  this 
son  loved  so  fondly  and  so  proudly ;  and  they 
speak  in  such  touching  language,  that  Mrs.  Bag- 
net's  eyes  brim  up  with  tears,  and  they  run 
glistening  down  her  sun-brown  face. 

"  George  Rouncewell !  O  my  dear  child, 
turn  and  look  at  me  !  " 

The  trooper  starts  up,  clasps  his  mother 
round  the  neck,  and  falls  down  on  his  knees 
before  her.  VVhether  in  a  late  repentance, 
whether  in  the  first  association  that  comes  back 
upon  him,  he  puts  his  hands  together  as  a  child 
does  when  it  says  its  prayers,  and  raising  them 
towards  her  breast,  bows  down  his  head,  and 
cries. 

"  My  George,  my  dearest  son  !  Always  my 
favourite,  and  my  favourite  still,  where  have 
you  been  these  cruel  years  and  years  ?  Grown 
such  a  man,  too,  grown  such  a  fine  strong  man. 
Grown  so  like  what  I  knew  he  must  be,  if  it 
pleased  God  he  was  alive  !  " 

She  can  ask,  and  he  can  answer,  nothing 
connected  for  a  time.  All  that  time  the  old 
girl,  turned  away,  leans  one  arm  against  the 
whitened  wall,  leans  her  honest  forehead  upon 
it,  wipes  her  eyes  with  her  serviceable  grey 
cloak,  and  quite  enjoys  herself  like  the  best  of 
old  girls  as  she  is. 


"Mother,"  says  the  trooper,  when  they  are 
more  composed  ;  "  forgive  me  first  of  all,  for 
I  know  my  need  of  it." 

Forgive  him  !  She  does  it  with  all  her  heart 
and  soul.  She  always  has  done  it.  She  tells 
him  how  she  has  had  it  written  in  her  will, 
these  many  years,  that  he  was  her  beloved  son 
George.  She  had  never  believed  any  ill  of 
him,  never.  If  she  had  died  withgut  this 
happiness — and  she  is  an  old  woman  now,  and 
can't  look  to  live  very  long — she  would  have 
blessed  him  with  her  last  breath,  if  she  had  had 
her  senses,  as  her  beloved  son  George. 

"  Mother,  I  have  been  an  undutiful  trouble 
to  you,  and  I  have  my  reward  ;  but  of  late 
years  I  have  had  a  kind  of  glimmering  of  a 
purpose  in  me,  too.  When  I  left  home  I  didn't 
care  much,  mother — I  am  afraid  not  a  great  deal 
— for  leaving;  and  went  away  and  'listed,  harum- 
scarum,  making  believe  to  think  that  I  cared 
for  nobody,  no  not  I,  and  that  nobody  cared 
for  me." 

The  trooper  has  dried  his  eyes,  and  put  away 
his  handkerchief :  but  there  is  an  extraordinary 
contrast  between  his  habitual  manner  of  ex- 
pressing himself  and  carrjing  himself,  and  the 
softened  tone  in  which  he  speaks,  interrupted 
occasionally  by  a  half-stifled  sob. 

"  So  I  wrote  a  line  home,  mother,  as  you  too 
well  know,  to  say  I  had  'listed  under  another 
name,  and  I  went  abroad.  Abroad,  at  one 
time  I  thought  I  would  write  home  next  year, 
when  I  might  be  better  off;  and  when  that 
year  was  out,  I  thought  I  would  write  home 
next  year,  when  I  might  be  better  off;  and 
when  that  year  was  out  again,  perhaps  I  didn't 
think  much  about  it.  So  on,  from  year  to  year, 
through  a  service  of  ten  years,  till  I  began  to 
get  older,  and  to  ask  myself  why  should  I  ever 
write  ?  " 

"  I  don't  find  any  fault,  child — but  not  to 
ease  my  mind,  George  ?  Not  a  word  to  your 
loving  mother,  who  was  growing  oKler,  too  ?  " 

This  almost  overturns  the  trooper  afresh ;  but 
he  sets  himself  up  with  a  great,  rough,  sounding 
clearance  of  his  throat. 

'•  Heaven  forgive  me,  mother,  but  I  thought 
there  would  be  small  consolation  then  in  hear- 
ing anything  about  me.  There  were  you, 
respected  and  esteemed.  There  was  my 
brother,  as  I  read  in  chance  north-country 
papers  now  and  then,  rising  to  be  prosperous 
and  famous.  There  was  I  a  dragoon,  roving, 
unsettled,  not  self-made  like  him,  but  self-un- 
made— all  my  earlier  advantages  thrown  away, 
all  my  little  learning  unlearnt,  nothing  picked 
up  but  what  unfitted  me  for  most  things  that 
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I  could  think  of.  What  business  had  /  to 
make  liiyself  known  ?  After  letting  all  that 
time  go  by  me,  what  good  could  come  of  it  ? 
The  worst  was  past  with  you,  mother.  I  knew 
by  that  time  (being  a  man)  how  you  had 
mourned  for  me,  and  wept  for  me  ;  and  prayed 
for  me ;  and  the  jiain  was  over,  or  was  softened 
down,  and  I  was  better  in  your  mind  as  it  was." 

The  old  Jady  sorrowfull}-  shakes  her  head  ; 
and  taking  one  of  his  powerful  hands,  lays  it 
lovingly  upon  her  shoulder. 

"  No,  I  don't  say  that  it  was  so,  mother,  but 
that  I  made  it  out  to  be  so.  I  said  just  now, 
what  good  could  come  of  it  ?  Well,  my  dear 
mother,  some  good  might  have  come  of  it  to 
myself — and  there  was  the  meanness  of  it.  You 
would  have  sought  me  out ;  you  would  have 
purchased  my  discharge  ;  }ou  w'ould  have 
taken  me  down  to  Chesney  Wold ;  you  would 
have  brought  me  and  my  brother  and  my 
brother's  family  together ;  you  Avould  all  have 
considered  anxiously  how  to  do  something  for 
me,  and  set  me  up  as  a  respectable  civiHan. 
But  how  could  any  of  you  feel  sure  of  me,  when 
I  couldn't  so  much  as  feel  sure  of  myself? 
How  could  you  help  regarding  as  an  in- 
cumbrance and  a  discredit  to  you,  an  idle 
dragooning  chap,  who  was  an  incumbrance  and 
a  discredit  to  himself,  excepting  under  disci- 
pline ?  How  could  I  look  my  brother's  children 
in  the  face,  and  pretend  to  set  them  an  example 
— I,  the  vagabond  boy,  Avho  had  run  away 
from  home,  and  been  the  grief  and  unhappiness 
of  my  mother's  life  ?  '  No,  George.'  Such 
were  my  words,  mother,  when  I  passed  this  in 
review  before  me :  '  You  have  made  your  bed. 
Now,  lie  upon  it.'  " 

Mrs.  Rouncewell,  drawing  up  her  stately  form, 
shakes  her  head  at  the  old  girl  with  a  swelling 
pride  upon  her,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  I  told  you 
so  ! "  The  old  girl  relieves  her  feelings,  and 
testifies  her  interest  in  the  conversation,  by 
giving  the  trooper  a  great  poke  between  the 
shoulders  Avith  her  umbrella ;  this  action  she 
afterwards  repeats,  at  intervals,  in  a  species  of 
affectionate  lunacy :  never  failing,  after  the 
administration  of  each  of  these  remonstrances, 
to  resort  to  the  whitened  wall  and  the  grey 
cloak  again. 

"This  was  the  way  I  brought  myself  to  think, 
mother,  that  my  best  amends  was  to  lie  upon 
that  bed  I  had  made,  and  die  upon  it.  And 
I  should  have  done  it  (though  I  have  been  to 
see  you  more  than  once  down  at  Chesney  Wold, 
when  you  little  thought  of  me),  but  for  my  old 
comrade's  wife  here,  who  I  find  has  been  too 
many  for  me.     But  I  thank  her  for  it.     I  thank 


you   for  it,  Mrs.  Bagnet,  Avith  all   my  heart   and 
might." 

To  which  Mrs.  Bagnet  responds  with  two  pokes. 

And  now  the  old  lady  impresses  upon  her 
son  George,  her  own  dear  recovered  boy,  her 
joy  and  pride,  the  light  of  her  eyes,  the  happy 
close  of  her  life,  and  every  fond  name  she  can 
think  of,  that  he  must  be  governed  by  the  best 
advice  obtainable  by  money  and  influence; 
that  he  must  yield  up  his  case  to  the  greatest 
lawyers  that  can  be  got ;  that  he  must  act,  in 
this  serious  plight,  as  he  shall  be  advised  to 
act ;  and  must  not  be  self-willed,  however  right, 
but  must  promise  to  think  only  of  his  poor  old 
mother's  anxiety  and  suftering  until  he  is  re- 
leased, or  he  will  break  her  heart. 

"  Mother,  'tis  little  enough  to  consent  to," 
returns  the  trooper,  stopping  her  with  a  kiss  ; 
"  tell  me  what  I  shall  do,  and  I'll  make  a  late 
beginning,  and  do  it.  Mrs.  Bagnet,  you'll  take 
care  of  my  mother,  I  know  }  " 

A  very  hard  poke  from  the  old  girl's  umbrella. 

"  If  you'll  bring  her  acquainted  with  Mr. 
Jarndyce  and  Miss  Sumrrierson,  she  will  find 
them  of  her  way  of  tliinking,  and  they  w'ill  give 
her  the  best  advice  and  assistance." 

"  And,  George,"  says  the  old  lady,  "  we  must 
send  with  all  haste  for  your  brother.  He  is  a 
sensible  sound  man  as  they  tell  me — out  in  the 
world  beyond  Chesney  Wold,  my  dear,  though 
I  don't  know  much  of  it  myself — and  will  be 
of  great  service." 

"  Mother,"  returns  the  trooper,  "  is  it  too 
soon  to  ask  a  favour  ?  " 

"  Surely  not,  my  dear." 

"  Then  grant  me  this  one  great  favour.  Don't 
let  my  brother  know." 

"  Not  know  wdiat,  my  dear  ?  " 

"  Not  know  of  me.  In  fact,  mother,  I  can't 
bear  it ;  I  can't  make  up  my  mind  to  it.  He 
has  proved  himself  so  difterent  from  me,  and 
has  done  so  much  to  raise  himself  while  I've 
been  soldiering,  that  I  haven't  brass  enough  in 
my  composition,  to  see  him  in  this  place  and 
under  this  charge.  How  could  a  man  like  him 
be  expected  to  have  any  pleasure  in  such  a  dis- 
covery ?  It's  impossible.  No,  keep  my  secret 
from  him,  mother;  do  me  a  greater  kindness 
than  I  deserve,  and  keep  my  secret  from  my 
brother,  of  all  men." 

"  But  not  always,  dear  George  ?  " 

"  Why,  mother,  perhaps  not  for  good  and  all 
— though    I  may  come  to   ask   that   too— but 
keep  it  now,  I    do  entreat  you. 
broke   to  him  that  his  Rip  of  a 
turned    up,  I    could   wish,"    says 
shaking  his  head  very  doubtfully, 


If  it's  ever 
brother  has 
the  trooper, 
"  to  break  it 
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myself ;  and  be  governed,  as  to  advancing  or 
retreatmg,  by  the  way  in  which  he  seems  to 
take  it." 

As  he  evidently  has  a  rooted  feeling  on  this 
point,  and  as  the  depth  of  it  is  recognised  in 
Mrs.  Bagnet's  face,  his  mother  yields  her  im- 
plicit assent  to  what  he  asks.  For  this  he 
thanks  her  kindly. 

"  In  all  other  respects,  my  dear  mother,  I'll 
be  as  tractable  and  obedient  as  you  can  wish  ; 
on  this  one  alone,  1  stand  out.  So  now 
I  am  ready  even  for  the  lawyers.  I  have  been 
drawing  up,"  he  glances  at  his  writing  on  the 
table,  "  an  exact  account  of  what  I  knew  of  the 
deceased,  and  how  I  came  to  be  involved  in 
this  unfortunate  affair.  It's  entered,  plain  and 
regular,  like  an  orderly  book;  not  a  word  in  it 
but  what's  wanted  for  the  facts.  I  did  intend  to 
read  it,  straight  on  end,  whensoever  I  was  called 
upon  to  say  anything  in  my  defence.  I  hope  I 
may  be  let  to  do  it  still ;  but  I  have  no  longer  a 
will  of  my  own  in  this  case,  and  whatever  is  said 
or  done,  I  give  my  promise  not  to  have  any." 

Matters  being  brought  to  this  so  far  satis- 
factory pass,  and  time  being  on  the  wane, 
Mrs.  Bagnet  proposes  a  departure.  Again 
and  again  the  old  lady  hangs  upon  her  son's 
neck,  and  again  and  again  the  trooper  holds 
her  to  his  broad  chest. 

"  Where  are  you  going  to  take  my  mother, 
Mrs.  Bagnet?" 

"■  I  am  going  to  the  town  house,  my  dear,  the 
family  house.  I  have  some  business  there,  that 
must  be  looked  to  directly,"  Mrs.  Rouncewell 
answers. 

"  Will  you  see  my  mother  safe  there,  in  a 
coach,  Mrs.  Bagnet  ?  But  of  course  I  know 
you  will.     Why  should  I  ask  it !  " 

Why  indeed,  Mrs.  Bagnet  expresses  with  the 
imibrella. 

"  Take  her,^  my  old  friend,  and  take  my 
gratitude  along  with  you.  Kisses  to  Quebec 
and  Malta,  love  to  my  godson,  a  hearty  shake 
of  the  hand  to  Lignum,  and  this  for  yourself, 
and  I  wish  it  was  ten  thousand  ])ounil  in  gold, 
my  dear  !"  So  saying,  the  trooper  puts  his  lips 
to  the  old  girl's  tanned  forehead,  and  the  door 
shuts  upon  him  in  his  cell. 

No  entreaties  on  the  [jart  of  the  good  old 
housekeeper  will  induce  JVIrs.  Bagnet  to  retain 
the  coach  for  her  own  conveyance  home.  Jump- 
ing out  cheerfully  at  the  door  of  the  Dedlock 
mansion,  and  handing  Mrs.  Rouncewell  up  the 
steps,  the  old  girl  shakes  hands  and  trudges  oft"; 
arriving  soon  afterwards  in  the  bosom  of  the 
Bagnet  family,  and  falling  to  washing  the  greens, 
as  if  nothing  had  happened. 


My  Lady  is  in  that  room  in  which  she  held 
her  last  conference  with  the  murdered  man, 
and  is  sitting  where  she  sat  that  night,  and  is 
looking  at  the  spot  where  he  stood  upon  the 
hearth,  studying  her  so  leisurely,  when  a  tap 
comes  at  the  door.  Who  is  it  ?  Mrs.  Rounce- 
well. What  has  brought  Mrs.  Rouncewell  to 
town  so  unexpectedly  ? 

"  Trouble,  my  Lady.  Sad  trouble.  O,  my 
Lady,  may  I  beg  a  word  with  you  ?  " 

What  new  occurrence  is  it  that  makes  this 
tranquil  old  woman  tremble  so  ?  Far  happier 
than  her  Lady,  as  her  Lady  has  often  thought, 
why  does  she  falter  in  this  manner,  and  look  at 
her  with  such  strange  mistrust  ? 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?  Sit  down  and  take 
your  breath." 

"  O,  my  Lady,  my  Lady.  I- have  found  my 
son — my  youngest,  who  went  away  for  a  soldier 
so  long  ago.     And  he  is  in  prison." 

"For  debt?" 

"  O  no,  my  Lady  ;  I  would  have  paid  any 
debt,  and  joyful." 

"  For  what  is  he  in  prison  then  ?  " 

"  Charged  with  a  murder,  my  Lady,  of  which 
he  is  as  innocent  a? — as  I  am.  Accused  of 
the  murder  of  Mr.  Tulkinghorn." 

What  does  she  mean  by  this  look  and  this 
imploring  gesture  ?  Why  does  she  come  so 
close  ?     ^Vhat  is  the  letter  that  she  holds  ? 

"  Lady  Dedlock,  my  dear  Lady,  my  good 
Lady,  my  kiml  Lady  !  You  must  have  a  heart 
to  feel  for  me,  you  must  have  a  heart  to  forgive 
me.  I  was  in  this  family  before  you  were  born.  I 
am  devoted  to  it.  But  think  of  my  dear  son 
wrongfully  accused." 

"/do  not  accuse  him.' 

"  No,  my  lady,  no.  But  others  do.  and  he  is 
in  prison  and  in  danger.  O  Lady  Dedlock,  if  you 
can  say  but  a  word  to  help  to  clear  him,  say  it !" 

What  delusion  can  this  be?  What  power 
does  she  suppose  is  in  the  person  she  petitions, 
to  avert  this  unjust  suspicion,  if  it  be  unjust? 
Her  Lady's  handsome  eyes  regard  her  with  as- 
tonishment, almost  with  fear. 

"  My  Lady,  I  came  away  last  night  from 
Chesney  Wold  to  find  my  son  in  my  old  age, 
and  the  step  upon  the  Ghost's  Walk  was  so 
constant  and  so  solemn  that  I  never  heard  the 
like  in  all  these  years.  Night  after  night,  as  it 
has  fallen  dark,  the  sound  has  echoeil  through 
your  rooms,  but  last  night  it  was  awfullest.  And 
as  it  fell  dark  last  night,  my  Lady,  I  got  this 
letter." 

"  What  letter  is  it  ?  " 

"Hush!  Hush!'  The  housekeeper  looks 
round,  and  answers  in  a  frightened   whisper : 
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"  My  Lady,  I  have  not  breathed  a  word  of  it, 
I  don't  believe  what's  written  in  it,  I  know  it 
can't  be  true,  I  am  sure  and  certain  that  it  is 
not  true.  But  my  son  is  in  danger,  and  you 
must  have  a  heart  to  pity  me.  If  you  know  of 
anything  that  is  not  known  to  others,  if  you 
have  any  suspicion,  if  you  have  any  clue  at  all, 
and  any  reason  for  keeping  it  in  your  own 
breast,  O  my  dear  Lady,  think  of  me,  and 
conquer  that  reason,  and  let  it  be  known  !  This 
is  the  most  I  consider  possible.  I  know  you 
are  not  a  hard  lady,  but  you  go  your  own  way 
always,  without  helj),  and  you  are  not  familiar 
with  your  friends  ;  and  all  who  admire  you — 
and  all  do — as  a  beautiful  and  elegant  lady, 
know  you  to  be  one  far  away  from  themselves, 
Avho  can't  be  approached  close.  My  Lad)',  you 
may  have  some  proud  or  angry  reasons  for  dis- 
daining to  utter  something  that  you  know ;  if 
so,  pray,  O  pray,  think  of  a  faithful  servant 
whose  whole  life  has  been  passed  in  this  flimily 
which  she  dearly  loves,  and  relent,  and  help 
to  clear  my  son  !  My  Lady,  my  good  Lady," 
the  old  housekeeper  pleads  with  genuine  sim- 
plicity, "  I  am  so  humble  in  my  place,  and 
you  are  by  nature  so  high  and  distant,  that  you 
may  not  think  what  I  feel  for  my  child ;  but  I 
feel  so  much,  that  I  have  come  here  to  make  so 
bold  as  to  beg  and  pray  you  not  to  be  scornful 
of  us,  if  you  can  do  us  any  right  or  justice  at  this 
fearful  time  !  " 

Lady  Dedlock  raises  her  without  one  word, 
until  she  takes  the  letter  from  her  hand. 

"  Am  I  to  read  this  ?  " 

"  When  I  am  gone,  my  Lad}',  if  you  please  ; 
and  then  remembering  the  most  that  I  consider 
possible." 

"  I  know  of  nothing  I  can  do.  I  knov*^  of 
nothing  I  reserve,  that  can  affect  your  son.  I 
have  never  accused  him." 

"  My  Lady,  you  may  pity  him  the  more, 
under  a  false  accusation,  after  reading  the 
letter." 

The  old  housekeeper  leaves  her  with  the 
letter  in  her  hand.  In  truth  she  is  not  a 
hard  lady  naturally ;  and  the  time  has  been 
when  the  sight  of  the  venerable  figure  suing 
to  her  v.ith  such  strong  earnestness  would  have 
moved  her  to  great  compassion.  But,  so  long 
accustomed  to  suppress  emotion,  and  keep  down 
reality ;  so  long  schooled  for  her  own  purposes, 
in  that  destructi\-e  school  which  shuts  up  the 
natural  feelings  of  the  heart,  like  flies  in  amber, 
and  spreads  one  uniform  and  dreary  gloss  over 
the  good  and  bad,  the  feeling  and  the  unfeeling, 
the  sensible  and  the  senseless;  she  had  sub- 
dued even  her  wonder  until  now. 


She  opens  the  letter.  Spread  uut  upon  tlie 
paper  is  a  printed  account  of  the  discovery  of 
the  body,  as  it  lay  face  downward  on  the  floor, 
shot  through  the  heart  ;  and  underneath  is 
written  her  own  name,  with  the  word  Murderess 
attached. 

It  falls  out  of  her  hand.  How  long  it  may 
have  lain  upon  the  ground,  she  knows  not;  but 
it  lies  where  it  fell,  when  a  servant  stands  before 
her  announcing  a  young  man  of  the  name  of 
Guppy.  The  words  have  probably  been  re- 
peated several  times,  for  they  are  ringing  in 
her  head  before  she  begins  to  understand  them. 

"  Let  him  come  in  ! " 

He  comes  in.  Holding  the  letter  in  her 
iiand,  which  she  has  taken  from  the  floor,  she 
tries  to  collect  her  thoughts.  In  the  eyes  of 
Mr.  Guppy  she  is  the  same  Lady  Dedlock, 
holding  the  same  prepared,  proud,  chilling  state. 

''  Your  Ladyship  may  not  be  at  first  disposed 
to  excuse  this  visit  from  one  who  has  never 
been  very  welcome  to  your  Ladyship — which 
he  don't  complain  of,  for  he  is  bound  to  con- 
fess that  there  never  has  been  any  particular 
reason  on  the  face  of  things,  why  he  should  be ; 
but  I  hope  when  I  mention  my  motives  to  your 
Ladyship,  you  will  not  find  fault  with  me,"  says 
Mr.  Guppy. 

"  Do  so.' 

'•  Thank  your  Ladyship.  I  ought  first  to 
ex]Dlain  to  your  Ladyship,"  Mr.  Guppy  sits  on 
the  edge  of  a  chair,  and  puts  his  hat  on  the 
carpet  at  his  feet,  "  that  Miss  Summerson,  whose 
image,  as  I  formerly  mentioned  to  your  Lady- 
ship, was  at  one  period  of  my  life  imprinted 
on  my  art  until  erased  by  circumstances  over 
which  I  had  no  conti'ol,  communicated  to  me, 
after  I  had  the  pleasure  of  waiting  on  your 
Ladyship  last,  that  she  particularly  wished  me 
to  take  no  steps  whatever  in  any  matter  at  all 
relating  to  her.  And  Miss  Summerson's  wishes 
being  to  me  a  law  (except  as  "connected  with 
circumstances  over  which  I  have  no  control), 
I  consequently  never  expected  to  have  the 
distinguished  honour  of  waiting  on  your  Lady- 
ship again." 

And  yet  he  is  here  now.  Lady  Dedlock 
moodily  reminds  him. 

"  And  yet  I  am  here  now,"  Mr.  Guppy 
admits.  "  My  object  being  to  communicate  to 
your  Ladyship,  under  the  seal  of  confidence, 
why  I  am  here." 

He  cannot  do  so,  she  tells  him,  too  plainly  or 
too  briefly. 

"  Nor  can  I,"'  Mr.  Guppy  returns,  with  a  sense- 
of  injury  upon  him,  '"  too  particularly  request 
your  Ladyship  to  take  particular  notice  that  it's 
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no  personal  aftair  of  mine  that  brings  me  here. 
I  have  no  interested  views  of  my  own  to  serve 
in  coming  here.  If  it  was  not  for  my  promise 
to  Miss  Summerson,  and  my  keeping  of  it  sacred, 
— I,  in  point  of  fact,  shouldn't  have  darkened 
these  doors  again,  but  should  have  seen  'em 
further  first." 

Mr.  Guppy  considers  this  a  favourable  moment 
for  sticking  up  his  hair  with  both  hands. 

"  Your  Ladyship  will  remember  when  I  men- 
tion it,  that  the  last  time  I  was  here,  I  run 
against  a  party  very  eminent  in  our  profession, 
and  whose  loss  we  all  deplore.  That  party  cer- 
tainly did  from  that  time  apply  himself  to  cutting 
in  against  me  in  a  way  that  I  will  call  sharp 
practice,  and  did  make  it,  at  every  turn  and 
point,  extremely  difficult  for  me  to  be  sure  that 
I  hadn't  inadvertently  led  up  to  something  con- 
trary to  Miss  Summerson's  wishes.  Self-praise 
is  no  recommendation  ;  but  I  may  say  for  myself 
that  I  am  not  so  bad  a  man  of  business  neither." 

Lady  Dedlock  looks  at  huu  in  stern  inquiry. 
Mr.  Guppy  immediately  withdraws  his  eyes  from 
her  face,  and  looks  anywhere  else. 

"  Indeed,  it  has  been  made  so  hard,"  he  goes 
on,  "  to  have  any  idea  what  that  party  was  up 
to  in  combination  with  others,  that  until  the  loss 
which  we  all  deplore,  I  was  gravelled — an  ex- 
pression which  your  Ladyship,  moving  in  the 
higher  circles,  will  be  so  good  as  to  consider 
tantamount  to  knocked  over.  Small  likewise — 
a  name  by  which  I  refer  to  another  party,  a 
friend  of  mine  that  your  Ladyship  is  not 
acquainted  with — got  to  be  so  close  and  double- 
faced  that  at  times  it  wasn't  easy  to  keep  one's 
hands  off  his  ed.  However,  what  with  the  exer- 
tion of  my  humble  abilities,  and  what  with  the 
help  of  a  mutual  friend  by  the  name  of  Mr. 
Tony  Weevle  (who  is  of  a  high  aristocratic  turn, 
and  has  your  Ladyship's  portrait  always  hanging 
up  in  his  room),  I  have  now  reasons  for  an 
apprehension,  as  to  which  I  come  to  put  your 
Ladyship  upon  your  guard.  First,  will  your 
Ladyship  allow  me  to  ask  you  whether  you  ha\-c 
had  any  strange  visitors  this  morning  ?  I  don't 
mean  fashionable  visitors,  but  such  visitors,  for 
instance,  as  Miss  Barbary's  old  servant,  or  as  a 
person  without  the  use  of  his  lower  extremities, 
carried  up-stairs  siniilarly  to  a  Guy  ?  " 

"No!" 

"Then  I  assure  your  Ladyship  that  such  visitors 
have  been  here,  and  have  been  received  here. 
Because  I  saw  them  at  the  door,  and  waited  at 
the  corner  of  the  square  till  they  came  out,  and 
took  half  an  hour's  turn  afterwards  to  avoid 
them." 

"  What  have  I  to  do  with  that,  or  what  have 


you  ?  I  do  not  understand  you.  What  do  yoa 
mean  ?  " 

"  Your  Ladyship,  I  come  to  put  you  on  your 
guard.  There  may  be  no  occasion  for  it.  Very 
well.  Then  I  have  only  done  my  best  to  keep 
my  promise  to  Miss  Summerson.  I  strongly 
suspect  (from  what  Small  has  dropped,  and  from 
what  we  have  corkscrewed  out  of  him)  that  those 
letters  I  was  to  have  brought  to  your  Ladyship 
were  not  destroyed  when  I  supposed  they  were. 
That  if  there  was  anything  to  be  blown  upon,  it 
is  blown  upon.  That  the  visitors  I  have  alluded 
to  have  been  here  this  morning  to  make  money 
of  it.  And  that  the  money  is  made,  or 
making." 

Mr.  Guppy  picks  up  his  hat  and  rises. 

"Your  Ladyship,  you  know  best,  whether 
there's  anything  in  what  I  say,  or  whether  there's 
nothing.  Something  or  nothing,  I  have  acted 
up  to  Miss  Summerson's  wishes  in  letting  things 
alone,  and  in  undoing  what  I  had  begun  to  do, 
as  far  as  possible ;  that's  sufficient  for  me.  In 
case  I  should  be  taking  a  liberty  in  putting  your 
Ladyship  on  your  guard  v/hen  there's  no  neces- 
sity for  it,  you  will  endeavour,  I  should  hope,  to 
outlive  my  presumption,  and  I  shall  endeavour  to 
outlive  your  disapprobation.  I  now  take  my 
farewell  of  your  Ladyship,  and  assure  you  that 
there's  no  danger  of  your  ever  being  waited  on 
by  me  again." 

She  scarcely  acknowledges  these  parting  words 
by  any  look  ;  but  when  he  has  been  gone  a  little 
while,  she  rings  her  bell. 

"Where  is  Sir  Leicester?" 

Mercury  reports  that  he  is  at  present  shut  up 
in  the  library,  alone. 

"  Has  Sir  Leicester  had  any  visitors  this 
morning  ?  " 

Several,  on  business.  Mercury  proceeds  to  a 
description  of  them,  which  has  been  anticipated 
by  Mr.  Guppy.     Enough  ;  he  may  go. 

So  !  All  is  broken  down.  Her  name  is  in 
these  many  mouths,  her  husband  knows  his 
wrongs,  her  shame  will  be  published — may  be 
spreading  while  .she  thinks  about  it — and  in 
addition  to  the  thunderbolt  so  long  foreseen  by 
her,  so  unforeseen  by  him.  she  is  denounced  by 
an  invisible  accuser  as  the  murderess  of  her 
enemy. 

Her  enemy  he  was,  and  she  has  often,  often, 
often,  wished  him  dead.  Her  enemy  he  is,  even 
in  his  grave.  This  dreadful  accusation  comes 
upon  her,  like  a  new  torment  at  his  lifeless 
hand.  And  when  she  recalls  how  she  was 
secretly  at  his  door  that  night,  and  how  she 
may  be  represented  to  have  sent  her  favourite 
girl  away,  so   soon  before,   merely  to  release 
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herself  from  observation,  she  shudders  as  if  the 
hangman's  hands  were  at  lier  neck. 

She  has  tin-own  herself  upon  the  floor,  and 
lies  with  her  hair  all  wildly  scattered,  and  her 
face  buried  in  the  cushions  of  a  couch.  She 
rises  up,  hurries  to  and  fro,  flings  herself  down 
again,  and  rocks  and  moans.  The  horror  that 
is  upon  her,  is  unutterable.  If  she  really  were 
the  murderess,  it  could  hardly  be,  for  the  mo- 
ment, more  intense. 

For,  as  her  murderous  perspeclive,  before  the 
doing  of  the  deed,  however  subtle  the  precau- 
tions for  its  commission,  would  have  been  closed 
up  by  a  gigantic  dilatation  of  the  hateful  figure, 
preventing  her  from  seeing  any  consequences 
beyond  it ;  and  as  those  consequences  would 
have  rushed  in,  in  an  unimagined  flood,  the 
moment  the  figure  was  laid  low — which  always 
happens  when  a  murder  is  done ;  so,  now  she 
sees  that  when  he  used  to  be  on  the  watch  before 
her,  and  she  used  to  think,  "  if  some  mortal 
stroke  would  but  fall  on  this  old  man  and  take 
liim  from  my  way  !  "  it  was  but  wishing  that  all 
he  held  against  her  in  his  hand  might  be  flung 
to  the  winds,  and  chance-sown  in  many  places. 
So,  too,  with  the  wicked  relief  she  has  felt  in 
his  death.  What  was  his  death  but  the  key-stone 
of  a  gloomy  arch  removed,  and  now  the  arch 
begins  to  fall  in  a  thousand  fragments,  each 
crushing  and  mangling  piecemeal ! 

Thus,  a  terrible  impression  steals  upon  and 
overshadows  her,  that  from  this  pursuer,  living  or 
dead — obdurate  and  imperturbable  before  her  in 
his  well-remembered  shape,  or  not  more  obdurate 
and  imperturbable  in  his  coffin-bed, — there  is  no 
escape  but  in  death.  Hunted,  she  flies.  The 
complication  of  her  shame,  her  dread,  remorse, 
and  misery,  overwhelms  her  at  its  height;  and 
even  her  strength  of  self-reliance  is  overturned 
and  whirled  away,  like  a  leaf  before  a  mighty 
wind. 

She  hurriedly  addresses  these  lines  to  her 
husband,  seals,  and  leaves  them  on  her  table. 


"  If  I  am  sought  for,  or  accused  of,  his  murder,  believe 
that  I  am  wholly  innocent.  Believe  no  olhcr  good  of 
me  ;  for  I  am  innocent  of  nothing  else  that  you  have 
heard,  or  will  hear,  laid  to  my  charge.  He  prepared  me, 
on  that  fatal  night,  for  his  disclosure  of  my  guilt  to  you. 
After  he  had  left  me,  I  went  out,  on  pretence  of  wallcing 
in  the  garden  where  I  sometimes  walk,  but  really  to 
follow  him,  and  make  one  last  petition  that  he  would  not 
protract  the  dreadful  suspense  on  which  I  have  been 
racked  by  him,  you  do  not  know  how  long,  but  would 
mercifully  strike  next  morning. 

_"  I  found  his  house  dark  and  silent.  I  rang  twice  at 
his  door,  but  there  was  no  reply,  and  I  came  home. 

"  I  have  no  home  left.  I  will  encumber  you  no  more. 
May  you,  in  your  just  resentment,  be  able  to  forget  the 
unworthy  woman  on  whom  you  have   wasted   a   most 


generous  devotion — who  avoids  you,  only  with  a  deeper 

shame  tlian  that  witii  wjiich  she  hurries'  from  herself— 
and  who  writes  this  last  adieu  !  '" 

She  veils  and  dresses  c|uickly,  leaves  all  her 
jewels  and  her  money,  listens,  goes  down-stairs 
at  a  moment  when  the  hall  is  empty,  opens  and 
shuts  the  great  door;  flutters  away,"  in  the  shrill 
frosty  wind. 


CHAPTER  LVI. 

PURSUIT. 

[:^^°M PASSIVE,  as  behoves  its  high 
^f;/[  breeding,  the  Dedlock  town  house 
stares  at  the  other  houses  in  the 
street  of  dismal  grandeur,  and  gives 
^^  no  outward  sign  of  anything  going 
wrong  within.  Carriages  rattle,  doors 
are  battered  at,  the  world  exxhanges 
calls  ;  ancient  charmers  with  skeleton 
throats,  and  peachy  cheeks  that  have  a  rather 
ghastly  bloom  upon  them  seen  by  daylight, 
when  indeed  these  fascinating  creatures  look 
like  Death  and  the  Lady  fused  together,  dazzle 
the  eyes  of  men.  Forth  from  the  frigid  Mews 
come  easily  swinging  carriages  guided  by 
short-legged  coachmen  in  flaxen  wigs,  deep 
sunk  into  downy  hammercloths ;  and  up  behind 
mount  luscious  Alercuries,  bearing  sticks  of  state, 
and  wearing  cocked-hats  broadwise  :  a  spectacle 
for  the  Angels. 

The  Dedlock  town  house  changes  not  exter- 
nally, and  hours  pass  before  its  exalted  dulness 
is  disturbed  within.  But  Volumnia  the  fair, 
being  subject  to  the  prevalent  complaint  of  bore- 
dom, and  finding  that  disorder  attacking  her 
spirits  with  some  virulence,  ventures  at  length 
to  repair  to  the  library  for  change  of  scene. 
Her  gentle  tapjjing  at  the  door  producing  no 
response,  she  opens  it  and  peeps  in ;  seeing  no 
one  there,  takes  possession. 

The  sprightly  Dedlock  is  reputed,  in  that 
grass-grown  city  of  the  ancients,  Bath,  to  be 
stimulated  by  an  urgent  curiosity,  which  impels 
her  on  all  convenient  and  inconvenient  occasions 
to  sidle  about  with  a  golden  glass  at  her  eye, 
peering  into  objects  of  every  description.  Cer- 
tain it  is  that  she  avails  herself  of  the  present 
opportunity  of  hovering  over  her  kinsman's  let- 
ters and  ])apers,  like  a  bird  ;  taking  a  short  peck 
at  this  document,  and  a  blink  with  her  head  on 
one  side  at  that  document,  and  hopping  about 
from  table  to  table,  with  her  glass  at  her  eye  in 
an  inquisitive  and  restless  manner.  In  the  course 
of  these  researches  she  stumbles  over  something ; 
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and  turning  her  glass  in  'that  direction,  sees  her 
kinsman  lying  on  the  ground  like  a  felled  tree. 

Volumnia's  pet  little  scream  acquires  a  con- 
siderable augmentation  of  reality  from  this  sur- 
prise, and  the  house  is  (quickly  in  commotion. 
Servants  tear  up  and  down-stairs,  bells  are  vio- 
lently rung,  doctors  are  sent  for,  and  Lady  Ded- 
lock  is  sought  in  all  directions,  but  not  found. 
Nobody  has  seen  or  heard  her  since  she  last 
rang  her  bell.  Her  letter  to  Sir  Leicester  is 
discovered  on  her  table ; — but  it  is  doubtful 
yet  whether  he  has  not  received  another  missive 
from  another  world,  reciuiring  to  be  personally 


answered ;  and  all  the  living  languages,  and  all 
the  dead,  are  as  one  to  him. 

They  lay  him  down  upon  his  bed,  and  chafe, 
and  rub,  and  fan,  and  put  ice  to  his  head,  and 
try  every  means  of  restoration.  Howbeit,  the 
day  has  ebbed  away,  and  it  is  night  in  his  room, 
before  his  stertorous  breathing  lulls,  or  his  fixed 
eyes  show  any  consciousness  of  the  candle  that 
is  occasionally  passed  before  them.  I'ut  \\  hen 
this  change  begins  it  goes  on ;  and  by-and-by 
he  nods,  or  moves  his  eyes,  or  even  his  hand,  in 
token  that  he  hears  and  comprehends. 

He   fell   down,    this   morning,   a    handsome 
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stately  gentleman  ;  somewhat  infirm,  but  of  a 
fine  presence,  and  with  a  well-filletl  face.  He 
lies  upon  his  bed,  an  aged  man  with  sunken 
cheeks,  the  decrepit  shatiow  of  himself.  His 
voice  was  rich  and  mellow  ;  and  he  had  so  long 
been  thoroughly  persuaded  of  the  weight  and 
import  to  mankind  of  any  word  he  said,  that  his 
words  really  had  come  to  sound  as  if  there  were 
something  in  them.  But  now  he  can  only 
whisper  ;  and  what  he  whispers  sounds  like  what 
it  is — mere  jumble  and  jargon. 

His  favourite  and  faithful  housekeeper  stands 


at  his  bedside.  It  is  the  first  fact  he  notices, 
and  he  clearly  derives  jileasure  from  it.  After 
vainly  trying  to  make  himself  understood  in 
speech,  he  makes  signs  for  a  pencil.  So  inex- 
pressively, that  they  cannot  at  first  understand 
him  ;  it  is  his  old  housekeeper  who  makes  out 
what  he  wants,  and  brings  him  a  slate. 

After  pausing  for  some  time,  he  slowly  scrawls 
upon  it,  in  a  hand  that  is  not  his,  "  Chesney 
Wold?" 

No,  she  tells  him  ;  he  is  in  London.  He 
was  taken  ill  in  the  Ubrary,  this  morning.    Right 
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thankful  she  is  that  she  happened  to  come  to 
London,  and  is  able  to  attend  upon  him. 
•  "  It  is  not  an  illness  of  any  serious  conse- 
quence, Sir  Leicester.  You  will  be  much  better 
to-morrow,  Sir  Leicester.  All  the  gentlemen 
say  so."  This,  with  the  tears  coursing  down 
her  fair  old  face. 

After  making  a  survey  of  the  room,  and  look- 
ing with  particular  attention  all  round  the  bed 
where  the  doctors  stand,  he  wTites  "My  Lady." 

"  My  Lady  went  out,  sir  Leicester,  before  you 
were  taken  ill,  and  don't  know  of  }Our  illness 
yet." 

He  points  again,  in  great  agitation,  at  the  two 
words.  They  all  try  to  quiet  him,  but  he  points 
again  with  increased  agitation.  On  their  look- 
ing at  one  another,  not  knowing  what  to  say,  he 
takes  the  slate  once  more,  and  writes,  "  My 
Lady.  For  God's  sake,  where?"  And  makes 
an  imploring  moan. 

It  is  thought  better  that  his  old  housekeeper 
should  give  him  Lady  Dedlock's  letter,  the  con- 
tents of  which  no  one  knows  or  can  surmise. 
She  opens  it  for  him,  and  puts  it  out  for  his  perusal. 
Having  read  it  twice  by  a  great  effort,  he  turns 
it  down  so  tliat  it  shall  not  be  seen,  and  lies 
moaning.  He  passes  into  a  kind  of  relapse,  or 
into  a  swoon ;  and  it  is  an  hour  before  he  opens 
his  eyes,  reclining  on  his  faithful  and  attached 
old  servant's  arm.  The  doctors  know  that  he 
is  best  with  her ;  and,  when  not  actively  engaged 
about  him,  stand  aloof. 

The  slate  comes  into  requisition  again ;  but 
the  word  he  wants  to  write,  he  cannot  remem- 
ber. His  anxiety,  his  eagerness,  and  affliction, 
at  this  pass,  are  pitiable  to  behold.  It  seems  as 
if  he  must  go  mad,  in  the  necessity  he  feels  for 
haste,  and  the  inability  under  which  he  labours 
of  expressing  to  do  what,  or  to  fetch  whom. 
He  has  written  the  letter  B,  and  there  stopped. 
Of  a  sudden,  in  the  height  of  his  misery,  he  puts 
Mr.  before  it.  The  old  housekeeper  suggests 
Bucket.    Thank  Heaven  !     That's  his  meaning. 

Mr.  Bucket  is  found  to  be  down-stairs,  by  ap- 
pointment.    Shall  he  come  up  ? 

There  is  no  possibility  of  misconstruing  Sir 
Leicester's  burning  wish  to  see  him,  or  the  desire 
he  signifies  to  liave  the  room  cleared  of  every 
one  but  the  housekeeper.  It  is  speedily  done ; 
and  Mr.  Bucket  appears.  Of  all  men  upon  earth, 
Sir  Leicester  seems  fallen  from  his  high  estate 
to  place  his  sole  trust  and  reliance  upon  this 
man. 

"  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet,  I'm  sorry  to 
see  you  like  this.  I  hope  you'll  cheer  up.  I'm 
sure  you  will,  on  account  of  the  family  credit." 

Sir  Leicester  puts  her  letter  in  his  hand,  and 


looks  intently  in  his  face  while  he  reads  it.  A 
new  intelligence  comes  into  Mr.  Bucket's  eye, 
as  he  reads  on  ;  with  one  hook  of  his  finger, 
while  that  eye  is  still  glancing  over  the  words, 
lie  indicates,  "  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet, 
I  understand  you." 

Sir  Leicester  writes  upon  the  slate.     "  Full 

forgiveness.     Find "     Mr.  Bucket  stops  his 

hand. 

"Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet,  I'll  find  her. 
But  my  search  after  her  must  be  laegun  out  of 
hand.     Not  a  minute  must  be  lost." 

With  the  quickness  of  thought  he  follows  Sir 
Leicester  Dedlock's  look  towards  a  little  box 
upon  a  table. 

"  Bring  it  here,  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet? 
Certainly.  Open  it  with  one  of  these  here  keys? 
Certainly.  The  littlest  key  ?  To  be  sure.  Take 
the  notes  out  ?  So  I  will.  Count  'em  ?  That's 
soon  done.  Twenty  and  thirty  is  fifty,  and 
twenty's  seventy,  and  fifty's  one  twenty,  and 
forty's  one  sixty.  Take  'em  for  expenses  ? 
That  I'll  do,  and  render  an  account  of  course. 
Don't  spare  money  ?     No,  I  won't." 

The  velocity  and  certainty  of  Mr.  Bucket's 
interpretsttion  on  all  these  heads  is  little  short  of 
miraculous.  Mrs.  Rouncewell,  who  holds  the 
light,  is  giddy  with  the  swiftness  of  his  eyes  and 
hands,  as  he  starts  up,  furnished  for  his  journey. 

"  You're  George's  mother,  old  lady ;  that's 
about  what  you  are,  I  believe?"  says  Mr. 
Bucket,  aside,  with  his  hat  already  on,  and  but- 
toning iiis  coat. 

"  Yes,  sir,  I  am  his  distressed  mother." 

"  So  I  thought,  according  to  what  he  men- 
tioned to  me  just  now.  Well,  then,  I'll  tell  you 
something.  You  needn't  be  distressed  no  more. 
Your  son's  all  right.  Now  don't  you  begin 
a-crying ;  because  what  you've  got  to  do  is  to 
take  care  of  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet, 
and  you  won't  do  that  by  crying.  As  to  your 
son,  he's  all  right,  I  tell  you ;  and  he  sends  his 
loving  duty,  and  hoping  you're  the  same.  He's 
discharged  honourable ;  that's  about  what  he  is  ; 
with  no  more  imputation  on  his  character  than 
there  is  on  yours,  and  )fOurs  is  a  tidy  one,  /'U 
bet  a  pound.  You  may  trust  me,  for  I  took 
your  son.  He  conducted  himself  in  a  game 
way,  too,  on  that  occasion  ;  and  he's  a  fine-made 
man,  and  you're  a  fine-made  old  lady,  and  you're 
a  mother  and  son,  the  pair  of  you,  as  might  be 
showed  for  models  in  a  caravan.  Sir  Leicester 
Dedlock,  Baronet,  what  you've  trusted  to  me, 
I'll  go  through  with.  Don't  you  be  afraid  of 
my  turning  out  of  my  way  right  or  left ;  or  taking 
a  sleep,  or  a  w^ash,  or  a  shave,  till  I  have  found 
what  I  go  in  search  of.     Say  everything  as  is 
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kind  and  forgiving  on  your  part  ?  Sir  Leicester 
Dedlock,  Baronet,  I  will.  And  I  wish  you 
better,  and  these  family  affairs  smoothed  over — 
as.  Lord  !  many  other  family  affairs  equally  has 
been,  and  equally  will  be,  to  the  end  of  time." 

With  this  peroration,  Mr.  Bucket,  buttoned 
up,  goes  quietly  out,  looking  steadily  before  him 
as  if  he  were  alread}'  piercing  the  night,  in  quest 
of  the  fugitive. 

His  iirst  step  is  to  take  himself  to  Lady 
Dedlock's  rooms,  and  look  all  over  them  for 
any  trifling  indication  that  may  help  him.  The 
rooms  are  in  darkness  now;  and  to  see  Mr. 
Bucket  with  a  wax-light  in  his  hand,  holding  it 
above  his  head,  and  taking  a  sharp  mental 
inventory  of  the  many  delicate  objects  so 
curiously  at  variance  va'Ca  himself,  would  be  to 
see  a  sight, — which  nobody  docs  see,  as  he  is 
particular  to  lock  himself  in. 

"  A  spicy  boudoir  this,"'  says  Mr.  Bucket,  Avho 
feels  in  a  manner  furbished  up  in  his  French  by 
the  blow  of  the  morning.  "  Must  have  cost  a 
sight  of  money.  Rum  articles  to  cut  away  from, 
these  :  she  must  have  been  hard  put  to  it ! " 

Opening  and  shutting  table-drawers,  and 
looking  into  caskets  and  jewel-cases,  he  sees  the 
reflection  of  himself  in  various  mirrors,  and 
moralises  thereon. 

"  One  might  suppose  I  was  a  moving  in  the 
fashionable  circles,  and  getting  myself  up  for 
Almack's,"  says  Mr.  Bucket.-  "  I  begin  to  think 
I  must  be  a  swell  in  the  Guards,  without  know- 
ing it." 

Ever  looking  about,  he  has  opened  a  dainty 
little  chest  in  an  inner  drawer.  His  great  hand, 
turning  over  some  glo\'es  which  it  can  scarcely 
feel,  they  are  so  light  and  soft  within  it,  comes 
upon  a  white  handkerchief. 

"  Hum  !  Let's  have  a  look  oX  you,''  says  Mr. 
Bucket,  putting  down  the  light.  "  What  should 
you  be  kept  by  yourself  for?  What's  your 
motive  ?  Are  you  her  Ladyship's  property,  or 
somebody  else's?  You've  got  a  mark  upon 
you,  somewheres  or  another,  I  suppose!" 

He  finds  it  as  he  speaks,  "  Esther  Summer- 
son." 

"Oh  I"  says  Mr.  Bucket,  pausing,  with  his 
finger  at  his  ear.     "  Come,  I'll  take  you!' 

He  completes  his  observations  as  quietly  and 
carefully  as  he  has  carried  them  on,  leaves 
everything  else  precisely  as  he  found  it,  glides 
away  after  some  five  minutes  in  all,  and  passes  into 
the  street,  ^^'ith  a  glance  upward  at  the  dimly 
lighted  windows  of  Sir  Leicester's  room,  he  sets 
off,  full  swing,  to  the  nearest  coach-stand,  picks 
out  the  horse  for  his  money,  and  directs  to  be 
driven  to  the  Shooting  Gallery.     Mr.    Bucket 


does  not  claim  to  be  a  scientific  judge  of  horses  ; 
but  he  lays  out  a  little  money  on  the  principal 
events  in  that  line,  and  generally  sums  up  his 
knowledge  of  the  subject  in  the  remark,  that 
when  he  sees  a  horse  as  can  go,  he  knows 
him. 

His  knowledge  is  not  at  fault  in  the  present  in- 
stance. Clattering  over  the  stones  at  a  dangerous 
pace,  yet  thoughtfully  bringing  his  keen  eyes  to 
bear  on  every  slinking  creature  whom  he  passes 
in  the  midnight  streets,  and  even  on  the  lights 
in  upper  windows  where  people  are  going  or 
gone  to  bed,  and  on  all  the  turnings  that  he 
ratdes  by,  and  alike  on  the  heavy  sky,  and  on 
the  earth  where  the  snow  lies  thin — for  some- 
thing may  present  itself  to  assist  him,  anywhere 
— he  dashes  to  his  destination  at  such  a  speed, 
that  when  he  stops,  the  horse  half  smothers  him 
in  a  cloud  of  steam. 

"  Unbear  him  half  a  moment  to  freshen  him 
up,  and  I'll  be  back." 

He  runs  up  the  long  Avooden  entry,  and  finds 
the  trooper  smoking  his  pipe. 

"  I  thought  I  should,  George,  after  what  you 
have  gone  through,  my  lad.  I  haven't  a  word 
to  spare.  Now,  honour  !  All  to  save  a  woman. 
Miss  Summerson  that  was  here  when  Gridley 
died — that  was  the  name,  I  know — all  right  \ 
— where  does  she  live  ?  " 

The  trooper  has  just  come  from  there,  and 
gives  him  the  address  near  Oxford  Street. 

"  You  won't  repent  it,  George.    Good  night :'' 

He  is  off  again,  with  an  impression  of  having 
seen  Phil  sitting  by  the  frosty  fire,  staring  at  him 
open-mouthed;  and  gallops  away  again,  and 
gets  out  in  a  cloud  of  steam  again. 

Mr.  Jarndyce,  the  only  person  up  in  the  house, 
is  just  going  to  bed  ;  rises  from  his  book,  on 
hearing  the  rapid  ringing  at  the  bell ;  and  comes 
down  to  the  door  in  his  dressing-gown. 

"  Don't  be  alarmed,  sir."  In  a  moment  his 
visitor  is  confidential  with  him  in  the  hall,  has 
shut  the  door,  and  stands  with  his  hand  upon 
the  lock.  "  I've  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you 
before.  Inspector  Bucket.  Look  at  that 
handkerchief,  sir.  Miss  Esther  Summerson's. 
Found  it  myself  put  away  in  a  drawer  of  Lady 
Dedlock's,  quarter  of  an  hour  ago.  Not  a 
moment  to  lose.  Matter  of  life  or  death.  You 
know  Lady  Dedlock?" 

"  Yes." 

"There  has  been  a  discovery  there,  to-day. 
Family  aftairs  have  come  out.  Sir  Leicester 
Dedlock,  Baronet,  has  had  a  fit — apoplexy  or 
paralysis — and  couldn't  be  brought  to,  and  pre- 
cious time  has  been  lost.  Lady  Dedlock 
disappeared  this  afternoon,  and  left  a  letter  for 


584 


BLEAK  HOUSE. 


him   that   looks   bad.     Run   your  eye  over  it. 
Here  it  is  I  " 

Mr.  Jarndyce  having  read  it,  asks  him  what 
he  thinks  ? 

"  I  don't  know.  It  looks  like  suicide.  Any- 
ways there's  more  and  more  danger,  every 
minute,  of  its  drawing  to  that.  I'd  give  a 
hundred  pound  an  hour  to  have  got  the  start  of 
ihe  present  time.  Now,  Mr.  Jarndyce,  I  am 
employed  by  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet,  to 
follow  her  and  find  her — to  save  her,  and  take 
her  his  forgiveness.  I  have  money  and  full 
power,  but  I  want  something  else,  I  want  Miss 
Summerson." 

Mr.  Jarndyce  in  a  troubled  voice,  repeats 
"  Miss  Summerson  ?' 

"  Now,  Mr.  Jarndyce ;"  Mr.  Bucket  has  read 
his  face  with  the  greatest  attention  all  along; 
"  I  speak  to  you  as  a  gentleman  of  a  humane 
heart,  and  under  such  pressing  circumstances 
as  don't  often  happen.  If  ever,  delay  was 
dangerous,  it's  dangerous  now ;  and  if  ever  you 
couldn't  afterwards  forgive  yourself  for  causing 
it,  this  is  the  time.  Eight  or  ten  hours,  worth, 
as  I  tell  you,  a  hundred  pound  a-piece  at  least, 
have  been  lost  since  Lady  Dedlock  disappeared. 
I  am  charged  to  find  her.  I  am  Inspector 
Bucket.  Besides  all  the  rest  that's  heavy  on 
her,  she  has  upon  her,  as  she  believes,  suspicion 
of  murder.  If  I  follow  her  alone,  she,  being  in 
ignorance  of  what  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet, 
has  communicated  to  me,  may  be  driven  to 
desperation.  But  if  I  follow  her  in  company 
%vith  a  young  lady,  answering  to  the  description 
of  a  young  lady  that  she  has  a  tenderness  for — 
I  ask  no  question,  and  I  say  no  more  than  that 
— she  will  give  me  credit  for  being  friendly. 
Let  me  come  up  with  her,  and  be  able  to 
have  the  hold  upon  her  of  putting  that  young 
lady  for'ard,  and  I'll  save  her  and  prevail  with 
her  if  she  is  alive.  Let  me  come  up  with 
her  alone — a  harder  matter — and  I'll  do  my 
best ;  but  I  don't  answer  for  what  the  best  may 
be.  Time  flies  ;  it's  getting  on  for  one  o'clock. 
When  one  strikes,  there's  another  hour  gone; 
and  it's  worth  a  thousand  pound  now,  instead 
of  a  hundred." 

This  is  all  true,  and  the  pressing  nature  of  the 
case  cannot  be  questioned.  Mr.  Jarndyce  begs 
him  to  remain  there,  while  he  speaks  to  Miss 
Summerson.  Mr.  Bucket  says  he  will ;  but 
acting  on  his  usual  principle,  does  no  such  thing 
— following  up-stairs  instead,  and  keeping  his 
man  in  sight.  So  he  remains,  dodging  and 
lurking  about  in  the  gloom  of  the  staircase, 
while  they  confer.  In  a  very  little  time,  Mr. 
Jarndyce  comes  down,  and  tells  him  that  Miss 


Summerson  will  join  him  directly,  and  place 
herself  under  his  ])rotection,  to  accompany  him 
where  he  pleases.  Mr.  Bucket,  satisfied,  ex- 
presses high  approval ;  and  awaits  her  coming 
at  the  door. 

There,  he  mounts  a  high  tower  in  his  mind, 
and  looks  out,  far  and  wide.  Many  solitary 
figures  he  perceives,  creeping  through  the  streets ; 
many  solitary  figures  out  on  heaths,  and  roads, 
and  lying  under  haystacks.  But  the  figure  that 
he  seeks  is  not  among  them.  Other  solitaries 
he  perceives,  in  nooks  of  bridges,  looking  over  ; 
and  in  shadowed  places  down  by  the  river's 
level ;  and  a  dark,  dark,  shapeless  object  drifting 
with  the  tide,  more  solitary  than  all,  clings  with 
a  drowning  hold  on  his  attention. 

Where  is  she  ?  Living  or  dead,  where  is  she  ? 
If,  as  he  folds  the  handkerchief  and  carefiilly 
puts  it  up,  it  were  able,  with  an  enchanted 
power,  to  bring  before  him  the  place  where  she 
found  it,  and  the  night  landscape  near  the 
cottage  where  it  covered  the  little  child,  would 
he  descry  her  there  ?  On  the  waste,  where  the 
brick-kilns  are  burning  with  a  pale  blue  flare ; 
where  the  straw-roofs  of  the  wretched  huts  in 
which  the  bricks  are  made,  are  being  scattered 
by  the  wind  ;  where  the  clay  and  water  are  hard 
frozen,  and  the  mill  in  which  the  gaunt  blind 
horse  goes  round  all  day,  looks  like  an  instru- 
ment of  human  torture  ; — traversing  this  deserted 
blighted  spot,  there  is  a  lonely  figure  with  the 
sad  world  to  itself,  pelted  by  the  snow  and 
driven  by  the  wind,  and  cast  out,  it  would  seem, 
from  all  companionship.  It  is  the  figure  of  a 
woman,  too ;  but  it  is  miserably  dressed,  and  no 
such  clothes  ever  came  through  the  hall,  and  out 
at  the  great  door,  of  the  Dedlock  mansion. 


CHAPTER  LVII. 

ESTHER'S     NARRATIVE. 

HAD  gone  to  bed  and  fallen  asleep, 
when  my  Guardian  knocked  at  the 
door  of  my  room  and  begged  me 
to  get  up  directly.  On  my  hur- 
rying to  speak  to  him  and  learn 
what  had  happened,  he  told  me, 
after  a  word  or  two  of  preparation,  that 
there  had  been  a  discovery  at  Sir  Lei- 
cester Dedlock's.  That  my  mother  had  fled  ; 
that  a  person  was  now  at  our  door  who  was 
empowered  to  convey  to  her  the  fullest  assur- 
ances of  aftectionate  protection  and  forgiveness, 
if  he  could  possibly  find  her ;  and  that  I  was 
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sought  for  to  accompany  him,  in  the  hope  that 
my  entreaties  might  prevail  upon  her,  if  his 
failed.  Something  to  this  general  purpose  I 
made  out ;  but  I  was  thrown  into  such  a 
tumult  of  alarm,  and  hurry  and  distress,  that 
in  spite  of  ever}-  effort  I  could  make  to  sub- 
due my  agitation,  I  did  not  seem,  to  myself, 
fully  to  recover  my  right  mind  until  hours  had 
passed. 

But,  I  dressed  and  wrapped  up  expeditiously 
without  waking  Charley,  or  any  one  ;  and  went 
down  to  Mr.  Bucket,  who  was  the  person  en- 
trusted with  the  secret.  In  taking  me  to  him  my 
Guardian  told  me  this,  and  also  explained  how 
it  was  that  he  had  come  to  think  of  me.  Mr. 
Bucket,  in  a  low  voice,  by  the  light  of  my  Guar- 
dian's candle,  read  to  me,  in  the  hall,  a  letter 
that  my  mother  had  left  upon  her  table  ;  and,  I 
suppose  within  ten  minutes  of  my  having  been 
aroused,  I  was  sitting  beside  him,  rolling  swiftly 
through  the  streets. 

His  manner  was  very  keen,  and  yet  con- 
siderate when  he  explained  to  me  that  a  great 
deal  might  depend  on  my  being  able  to  answer, 
without  confusion,  a  few  questions  that  he 
wished  to  ask  me.  These  were,  chiefly,  whether 
I  had  had  much  communication  with  my  mother 
(to  whom  he  only  referred  as  Lady  Dedlock) ; 
when  and  where  I  had  spoken  with  her  last ; 
and  how  she  had  become  possessed  of  my 
handkerchief.  When  I  had  satisfied  him  on 
these  points,  he  asked  me  particularly  to  con- 
sider— taking  time  to  think — whether,  within  my 
knowledge,  there  was  any  one,  no  matter  where, 
in  whom  she  might  be  at  all  likely  to  confide, 
under  circumstances  of  the  last  necessity.  I 
could  think  of  no  one  but  my  Guardian.  But, 
by-and-by,  I  mentioned  Mr.  Boythorn.  He 
came  into  my  mind,  as  connected  with  his  old 
chivalrous  manner  of  mentioning  my  mother's 
name  ;  and  with  what  my  Guardian  had  in- 
formed me  of  his  engagement  to  her  sister,  and 
his  unconscious  connection  with  her  unhappy 
story. 

My  companion  had  stopped  the  driver  while 
we  held  this  conversation,  that  we  might  the 
better  hear  each  other.  He  now  told  him  to  go 
on  again  ;  and  said  to  me,  after  considering 
within  himself  for  a  few  moments,  that  he  had 
made  up  his  mind  how  to  proceed.  He  was 
quite  willing  to  tell  me  what  his  plan  was,  but  I 
did  not  feel  clear  enough  to  understand  it. 

We  had  not  driven  very  far  from  our  lodgings, 
when  we  stopped  in  a  by-street,  at  a  public- 
looking  place  lighted  up  with  gas.  Mr.  I3ucket 
took  me  in  and  sat  me  in  an  arm-chair,  by  a 
bright  fire.     It  was  now  past  one,  as  I  saw  by 


the  clock  against  the  wall.  Two  police  ofticers, 
looking  in  their  perfectly  neat  uniform  not  at  all 
like  people  who  were  up  all  night,  were  quietly 
writing  at  a  desk ;  and  the  place  seemed  very 
quiet,  altogether,  except  for  some  beating  and 
calling  out  at  distant  doors  underground,  to 
which  nobody  paid  any  attention. 

A  third  man  in  uniform,  whom  Mr.  Bucket 
called,  and  to  whom  he  whispered  his  instruc- 
tions, went  out  ;  and  then  the  two  others 
advised  together,  while  one  wrote  from  Mr. 
Bucket's  subdued  dictation.  It  was  a  descrip- 
tion of  my  mother  that  they  were  busy  with  ; 
for  Mr.  Bucket  brought  it  to  me  when  it  was 
done,  and  read  it  in  a  whisper.  It  was  very 
accurate  indeed. 

The  second  officer,  who  had  attended  to  it 
closely,  then  copied  it  out,  and  called  in  another 
man  in  uniform  (there  were  several  in  an  outer 
room)  who  took  it  up  and  went  away  with  it. 
All  this  was  done  with  the  greatest  dispatch, 
and  without  the  waste  of  a  moment;  yet  nO: 
body  was  at  all  hurried.  As  soon  as  the  paper 
was  sent  out  upon  its  travels,  the  two  ofticers 
resumed  their  former  quiet  work  of  writing  with 
neatness  and  care.  Mr.  Bucket  thoughtfully 
came  and  warmed  the  soles  of  his  boots,  first 
one  and  then  the  other,  at  the  fire. 

"  Are  you  well  vrrapped  up.  Miss  Summer- 
son  ? "  he  asked  me,  as  his  eyes  met  mine. 
"  It's  a  desperate  sharp  night  for  a  young  lady 
to  be  out  in." 

I  told  him  I  cared  for  no  weather,  and  was 
warmly  clothed. 

''  It  may  be  a  long  job,"  he  observed  ;  "  but 
so  that  it  ends  well,  never  mind,  miss." 

"  I  pray  to  Heaven  it  may  end  well  !"  said  I. 

He  nodded  comfortingly.  "  You  see,  what- 
ever you  do,  don't  you  go  and  fret  yourself. 
You  keep  yourself  cool,  and  equal  for  anything 
that  may  happen  ;  and  it'll  be  the  better  for  you, 
the  better  for  me,  the  better  for  Lady  Dedlock, 
and  the  better  for  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock, 
Baronet." 

He  was  really  very  kind  and  gentle  ;  and  as 
he  stood  before  the  fire  warming  his  boots,  and 
rubbing  his  face  with  his  forefinger,  I  felt  a  con- 
fidence in  his  sagacity  which  reassured  me.  It 
was  not  yet  a  quarter  to  two,  when  I  heard 
horses'  feet  and  wheels  outside.  "  Now,  Miss 
Summerson,"  said  he,  "  we  are  oflf,  if  you 
please  ! " 

He  gave  me  his  ami,  and  the  two  ofticers 
courteously  bowed  me  out,  and  we  found  at  the 
door  a  phaeton  or  barouche,  with  a  postillion  and 
post  horses.  Mr.  Bucket  handed  mc  in,  and 
took  his  own  seat  on  the  box.     The  man  in 
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uniform  whom  he  liacl  sent  to  fetch  this 
equipage,  then  handed  him  up  a  dark  lantern 
at  his  request ;  and  when  he  had  given  a  few 
directions  to  the  driver,  we  rattled  away. 

I  was  far  from  sure  that  I  was  not  in  a  dream. 
We  rattled  with  great  rapidity  through  sucli  a 
labyrinth  of  streets,  that  I  soon  lost  all  idea 
where  we  were ;  except  that  we  had  crossed  and 
re-crossed  the  river,  and  still  seemed  to  be 
traversing  a  low-lying,  water-side,  dense  neigh- 
bourhood of  narrow  thoroughfares,  chequered 
by  docks  and  basins,  high  piles  of  warehouses, 
swing-bridges,  and  masts  of  ships.  At  length 
we  stopped  at  the  corner  of  a  little  slimy 
turning,  which  the  wind  from  the  river,  rushing 
up  it,  did  not  purify  ;  and  I  saw  my  companion, 
by  the  light  of  his  lantern,  in  conference  with 
several  men,  who  looked  like  a  mixture  of 
police  and  sailors.  Against  the  mouldering 
wall  by  which  they  stood,  there  was  a  bill,  on 
which  I  could  discern  the  words,  "  Found 
Drowned  ;  "  and  this,  and  an  inscription  about 
Drags,  possessed  me  with  the  awful  suspicion 
shadowed  forth  in  our  visit  to  that  place. 

I  had  no  need  to  remind  myself  that  I  was 
not  there,  by  the  indulgence  of  any  feeling  of 
mine,  to  increase  the  difficulties  of  the  search, 
or  to  lessen  its  hopes,  or  enhance  its  delays.  I 
remained  quiet;  but  what  I  suffered  in  that 
dreadful  spot  I  never  can  forget.  And  still  it 
was  like  the  horror  of  a  dream.  A  man  yet 
dark  and  muddy,  in  long  swollen  sodden  boots 
and  a  hat  like  them,  was  called  out  of  a  boat, 
and  whispered  with  Mr.  Bucket,  who  went  away 
with  him  down  some  slippery  steps — as  if  to 
look  at  something  secret  that  he  had  to  show. 
They  came  back,  wiping  their  hands  upon  their 
coats,  after  turning  over  something  wet ;  but 
thank  God  it  was  not  what  I  feared  ! 

After  some  further  conference,  Mr,  Bucket 
(whom  everybody  seemed  to  know  and  defer  to) 
went  in  with  the  others  at  a  door,  and  left  me  in 
the  carriage;  while  the  driver  walked  up  and 
down  by  his  horses  to  warm  himself  The  tide 
was  coming  in,  as  I  judged  from  the  sound  it 
made  ;  and  I  could  hear  it  break  at  the  end  of 
the  alley,  with  a  little  rush  towards  me.  It 
never  did  so — and  I  thought  it  did  so,  hundreds 
of  times,  in  what  can  have  been  at  the  most  a 
quarter  of  an  hour,  and  probably  was  less — but 
the  thought  shuddered  through  me  that  it  would 
cast  my  mother  at  the  horses'  feet. 

Mr.  Bucket  came  out  again,  exhorting  the 
others  to  be  vigilant,  darkened  his  lantern,  and 
once  more  took  his  seat,  "  Don't  you  be 
alarmed,  Miss  Summerson,  on  account  of  our 
coming    down    here,"   he   said,  turning  to  me. 


"  I  only  want  to  have  everything  in  train,  and 
to  know  that  it  is  in  train  by  looking  after  it 
myself     Get  on,  my  lad  !  " 

We  appeared  to  retrace  the  way  we  had 
come.  Not  that  I  had  taken  note  of  any  par- 
ticular objects  in  my  perturbed  state  of  mind, 
but  judging  from  the  general  character  of  the 
streets.  We  called  at  another  office  or  station 
for  a  minute,  and  crossed  the  river  again. 
During  the  whole  of  this  time,  and  during  the 
whole  search,  my  companion,  wrapped  up  on 
the  box,  never  relaxed  in  his  vigilance  a  single 
moment ;  but,  when  we  crossed  the  bridge  he 
seemed,  if  possible,  to  be  more  on  the  alert  than 
before.  He  stood  up  to  look  over  the  parapet ; 
he  alighted,  and  went  back  after  a  shadowy 
female  figure  that  flitted  past  us  ;  and  he  gazed 
into  the  profound  black  pit  of  water,  with  a  face 
that  made  my  heart  die  within  me.  The  river 
had  a  fearful  look,  so  overcast  and  secret,  creep- 
ing away  so  fast  between  the  low  flat  lines  of 
shore  :  so  heavy  with  indistinct  and  awful  shapes, 
both  of  substance  and  shadow :  so  deathlike 
and  mysterious.  I  have  seen  it  many  times 
since  then,  by  sunlight  and  by  moonlight,  but 
never  free  from  the  impressions  of  that  journey. 
In  my  memory,  the  lights  upon  the  bridge  are 
always  burning  dim ;  the  cutting  wind  is  eddy- 
ing round  the  homeless  woman  whom  we  pass  ; 
the  monotonous  wheels  are  whirling  on  ;  and 
the  light  of  the  carriage  lamps  reflected  back, 
looks  palely  in  upon  me — a  face,  rising  out  of 
the  dreaded  water. 

Clattering  and  clattering  through  the  empty 
streets,  we  came  at  length  from  the  pavement  on 
to  the  dark  smooth  roads,  and  began  to  leave 
the  houses  behind  us.  After  awhile,  I  recognised 
the  familiar  way  to  Saint  Albans.  At  Barnet, 
fresh  horses  were  ready  for  us,  and  we  changed 
and  went  on.  It  was  very  cold  indeed  ;  and  the 
open  country  was  white  with  snow,  though  none 
was  falling  then. 

"An  old  acquaintance  of  yours,  this  road. 
Miss  Summerson,"  said  Mr.  Bucket,  cheerfully. 

"  Yes,"  I  returned.  "  Have  you  gathered  any 
intelligence  ? " 

"  None  that  can  be  quite  depended  on  as  yet," 
he  answered ;  ''  but  it's  early  times  as  yet." 

He  had  gone  into  every  late  or  early  public- 
house  where  there  was  a  light  (there  were  not 
a  few  at  that  time,  the  road  being  then  much 
frequented  by  drovers),  and  had  got  dowTi  to 
talk  to  the  turnpike  keepers.  I  had  heard 
him  ordering  drink,  and  chinking  money,  and 
making  himself  agreeable  and  merry  everywhere ; 
but  whenever  he  took  his  seat  upon  the  box 
again,  his  face  resumed  its  watchful  steady  look, 


MR.  BUCKET  RETROSPECTIVE. 


387 


and  he  always  said  to  the  driver  in  the  same 
business  tone,  "  Get  on,  my  latl !  " 

With  all  these  stoppages,  it  was  between  five 
and  six  o'clock  and  we  were  yet  a  few  miles 
short  of  Saint  Albans,  when  he  came  out  of  one 
of  these  houses  and  handed  me  in  a  cup  of 
tea. 

"  Drink  it,  Miss  Summerson,  it'll  do  you  good. 
You're  beginning  to  get  more  vourself  now,  ain't 
you?" 

I  thanked  him,  and  said  I  hoped  so. 
"You   was   what   you   may  call  stunned  at 
first,"  he  returned ;    *•  and   Lord  !    no  wonder. 
Don't  speak  loud,  my  dear.    It's  all  right.  She's 
on  ahead." 

I  don't  know  what  joyful  exclamation  I  made, 
or  was  going  to  make,  but  he  put  up  his  finger, 
and  I  stopped  myself. 

"  Passed  through  here  on  foot,  this  evening, 
about  eight  or  nine.  I  heard  of  her  first  at  the 
archway  toll,  over  at  Highgate,  but  couldn't  make 
quite  sure.  Traced  her  all  along,  on  and  off. 
Picked  her  up  at  one  place,  and  dropped  her  at 
another  ;  but  she's  before  us  now,  safe.  Take 
hold  of  this  cup  and  saucer,  Ostler.  Now,  if 
you  wasn't  brought  up  to  the  butter  trade,  look 
out  and  see  if  you  can  catch  half-a-crown  in  your 
t'other  hand.  One,  two,  three,  and  there  you 
are  !     Now,  my  lad,  try  a  gallop  !  " 

We  were  soon  in  Saint  Albans,  and  alighted  a 
little  before  day,  when  I  was  just  beginning  to 
arrange  and  comprehend  the  occurrences  of  the 
night,  and  really  to  believe  that  they  were  not  a 
dream.  Leaving  the  carriage  at  the  posting- 
house,  and  ordering  fresh  horses  to  be  ready,  my 
companion  gave  me  his  arm,  and  we  went  towards 
home. 

"  As  this  is  your  regular  abode,  Miss  Summer- 
son,  you  see,"  he  observed,  "  I  should  like  to 
know  whether  you've  been  asked  for  by  any 
stranger  answering  the  description,  or  whether 
Mr.  Jarndyce  has.  I  don't  much  expect  it, 
but  it  might  be." 

As  we  ascended  the  hill,  he  looked  about  him 
■with  a  sharp  eye — the  day  was  now  breaking — 
and  reminded  me  that  I  had  come  down  it  one 
night,  as  I  had  reason  for  remembering,  with 
my  little  servant  and  poor  Jo  :  whom  he  called 
Toughey. 

I  wondered  how  he  knew  that. 
"  When  you  passed  a  man  upon  the  road,  just 
yonder,  you  know,"  said  Mr.  Bucket. 
Yes.  I  remembered  that  too,  very  well. 
"That  was  me,"  said  Mr.  Bucket. 
Seeing  my  surprise,  he  went  on  : 
"  I  drove  down  in  a  gig  that  afternoon,  to 
look  after  that  boy.     You  might  have  heard  my 


wheels  when  you  came  out  to  look  after  him 
yourself,  for  I  was  aware  of  you  and  your  little 
maid  going  up,  when  I  was  walking  the  horse 
do^vn.  Making  an  inquiry  or  two  about  him  in 
the  town,  I  soon  heard  what  company  he  was 
in  ;  and  was  coming  among  the  brick-fields  to 
look  for  him,  when  I  observed  you  bringing  him 
home  here."' 

"  Had  he  committed  any  crime?"  I  asked. 
"None  was  charged  against  him,"  said  Mr. 
Bucket,  coolly  lifting  off  his  hat ;  "  but  I  suppose 
he  wasn't  over  particular.  No.  What  I  wanted 
him  for,  was  in  connection  with  keeping  this 
very  matter  of  Lady  Dedlock  quiet.  He  had 
been  making  his  tongue  more  free  than  welcome, 
as  to  a  small  accidental  service  he  had  been  paid 
for  by  the  deceased  Mr.  Tulkinghorn ;  and  it 
wouldn't  do  at  any  sort  of  price,  to  have  him 
playing  those  games.  So  having  warned  him 
out  of  London,  I  made  an  afternoon  of  it  to 
warn  him  to  keep  out  of  it  now  he  was  away, 
and  go  farther  from  it,  and  maintain  a  bright 
look  out  that  I  didn't  catch  him  coming  back 
again." 

"  Poor  creature  !  "  said  L 
"  Poor  enough,"  assented  Mr.  Bucket,  "  and 
trouble  enough,  and  well  enough  awa}-  from  Lon- 
don, or  anywhere  else.  I  was  regularly  turned  on 
my  back  when  I  found  him  taken  up  by  your  esta- 
blishment, I  do  assure  you." 

I  asked  him  why  ?  "  Why,  my  dear  ?  '  said 
Mr.  Bucket.  "  Naturally  there  was  no  end  to 
his  tongue  then.  He  might  as  well  have  been 
born  with  a  yard  and  a  half  of  it,  and  a  remnant 
over." 

Although  I  remember  this  conversation  now, 
my  head  was  in  confusion  at  the  time,  and  my  \  I 
power  of  attention  hardly  did  more  than  enable  '  ' 
me  to  understand  that  he  entered  into  these  ' 
particulars  to  divert  me.  A\'ith  the  same  kind 
intention,  manifestly,  he  often  spoke  to  me  of  in- 
different things,  while  his  face  was  bus3-with  the 
one  object  that  he  had  in  view.  He  still  pur- 
sued this  subject,  as  we  turned  in  at  tlic  garden 
gate. 

"  Ah  !  "  said  Mr.  Bucket.  "  Here  we  are, 
and  a  nice  retired  place  it  is.  Puts  a  man  in 
mind  of  the  country-house  in  the  Woodpecker 
tapping,  that  was  known  by  the  smoke  which  so 
gracefully  curled.  They're  early  witli  the  kitchen 
fire,  and  that  denotes  good  servants.  But  what 
you've  always  got  to  be  careful  of  with  servants, 
is,  who  comes  to  see  'em ;  you  never  know  what 
they're  up  to.  if  you  don't  know  that.  And 
another  thing,  my  dear.  Whenever  you  find  a 
young  man  behind  the  kitchen  door,  you  give 
that  young  man  in  charge  on  saspicion  of  being 
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secreted   in  a  chvelling-house  with  an  unlawful 
purpose." 

We  were  now  in  front  of  the  house  ;  he  looked 
attentively  and  closely  at  the  gravel  for  foot- 
prints, before  he  raised  his  eyes  to  the  windows. 

'•  Do  you  generally  put  that  elderly  young 
gentleman  in  the  same  room,  when  he's  on  a 
visit  here,  Miss  Summerson?"  he  inquired, 
glancing  at  Mr.  Skimpole's  usual  chamber. 

"  You  know  Mr.  Skimpole  !  "  said  I. 

"What  do  you  call  him  again?"  returned 
Mr.  Bucket,  bending  down  his  ear.  '■  Skimpole, 
is  it?  I've  often  wondered  what  his  name  might 
be.  Skimpole.  Not  John,  I  should  say,  nor 
yet  Jacob?" 

"  Harold,"  I  told  him. 

"  Harold.  Yes.  He's  a  queer  bird  is  Harold," 
said  Mr.  Bucket,  eyeing  me  with  great  expres- 
sion. 

"  He  is  a  singular  character,"'  said  I. 

"  No  idea  of  money,"  observed  Mr.  Bucket. 
"  He  takes  it  though  !  " 

I  involuntarily  returned  for  answer,  that  I  per- 
ceived Mr.  Bucket  knew  him. 

"  Why,  now  I'll  tell  you,  Miss  Summerson," 
he  rejoined.  "  Your  mind  will  be  all  the  better 
for  not  running  on  one  point  too  continually, 
and  I'll  tell  you  for  a  change.  It  was  him  as 
pointed  out  to  me  where  Toughey  was.  I 
made  up  my  mind,  that  night,  to  come  to  the 
door  and  ask  for  Toughey,  if  that  was  all ; 
but,  willing  to  try  a  move  or  so  first,  if  any 
such  was  on  the  board,  I  just  pitched  up  a 
morsel  of  gravel  at  that  window  where  I  saw 
a  shadow.  .As  soon  as  Harold  opens  it  and 
I  have  had  a  look  at  him,  thinks  I,  you're  the 
man  for  me.  So  I  smoothed  him  down  a  bit, 
about  not  wanting  to  disturb  the  family  after 
they  was  gone  to  bed,  and  about  its  being  a 
thing  to  be  regrettecl  that  charitable  young 
ladies  should  harbour  vagrants  ;  and  then,  when 
I  pretty  well  understood  his  ways,  I  said,  I 
should  consider  a  fy  pun  note  well  bestowed  if 
I  could  relieve  the  premises  of  Toughey  with- 
out causing  any  noise  or  trouble.  Then  says 
he,  lifting  up  his  eyebrows  in  the  gayest  way, 
'  It's  no  use  mentioning  a  fypunnote  to  me,  my 
friend,  because  I'm  a  mere  child  in  such  matters, 
and  have  no  idea  of  money.'  Of  course  I  under- 
stood what  his  taking  it  so  easy  meant  ;  and 
being  now  quite  sure  he  was  the  man  for  me, 
I  wrapped  the  note  round  a  little  stone  and 
threw  it  up  to  him.  Well  !  He  laughs  and 
beams,  and  looks  as  innocent  as  you  like,  and 
says,  '  But  I  don't  know  the  value  of  these 
things.  What  am  I  to  do  with  this  ? '  '  Spend 
It,  sir,'  says  I.     '  But  I  shall  be  taken  in,'  he 


says,  '  they  won't  give  me  the  right  change,  I 
shall  lose  it,  it's  no  use  to  me.'  Lord,  you 
never  saw  such  a  face  as  he  carried  it  with  !  Of 
course  he  told  me  where  to  find  Toughey,  and  I 
found  him." 

I  regarded  this  as  very  treacherous  on  the 
l)art  of  Mr.  Skimpole  towards  my  Guardian,  and 
as  passing  the  usual  bounds  of  his  childish  inno- 
cence. 

"Bounds,  my  dear?"  returned  Mr.  Bucket. 
"  Bounds  ?  Now,  Miss  Summerson,  I'll  give 
you  a  piece  of  advice  that  your  husband  will 
find  useful  when  you  are  happily  married  and 
have  got  a  family  about  you.  Whenever  a 
person  says  to  you  that  they  are  as  innocent  as 
can  be  in  all  concerning  money,  look  well  after 
your  own  money,  for  they  are  dead  certain  to 
collar  it,  if  they  can.  Whenever  a  person  pro- 
claims to  you  '  In  worldly  matters  I'm  a  child,' 
you  consider  that  that  person  is  only  a  crying 
off  from  being  held  accountable,  and  that  you 
have  got  that  person's  number,  and  it's  Number 
One.  Now,  I  am  not  a  poetical  man  myself, 
except  in  a  vocal  way  when  it  goes  round  a 
company,  but  I'm  a  practical  one,  and  that's  my 
experience.  So's  this  rule.  Fast  and  loose  in 
one  thing.  Fast  and  loose  in  everything.  I 
never  knew  it  fail.  No  more  will  you.  Nor  no 
one.  With  which  caution  to  the  unwary,  my 
dear,  I  take  the  liberty  of  pulling  this  here  bell, 
and  so  go  back  to  our  business." 

I  believe  it  had  not  been  for  a  moment  out  of 
his  mind,  any  more  than  it  had  been  out  of  my 
mind,  or  out  of  his  face.  The  whole  household 
were  amazed  to  see  me,  without  any  notice,  at 
that  time  in  the  morning,  and  so  accompanied  ; 
and  their  surprise  was  not  diminished  by  my 
inquiries.  No  one,  however,  had  been  there. 
It  could  not  be  doubted  that  this  was  the  truth. 

"  Then,  Miss  Summerson,"  said  my  com- 
panion, "  we  can't  be  too  soon  at  the  cottage 
wdiere  those  brickmakers  are  to  be  found.  Most 
inquiries  there  I  leave  to  you,  if  you'll  be  so 
good  as  to  make  'em.  The  naturalest  way  is 
the  best  way,  and  the  naturalest  way  is  your 
own  way." 

We  set  off  again  immediately.  On  arriving  at 
the  cottage,  we  found  it  shut  up,  and  apparently 
deserted  ;  but  one  of  the  neighbours  who  knew 
me,  and  who  came  out  when  I  was  trying  to 
make  some  one  hear,  informed  me  that  the  two 
women  and  their  husbands  now  lived  together 
in  another  house,  made  of  loose  rough  bricks, 
which  stood  on  the  margin  of  the  piece  of 
ground  where  the  kilns  were,  and  where  the 
long  rows  of  bricks  were  drying.  We  lost  no 
time  in  repairing  to  this  place,  which  was  within 
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a  few  hundred  yards  ;  and  as  the  door  stood 
ajar,  I  pushed  it  open. 

There  were  only  three  of  tlicm  sitting  at 
breakfast ;  the  child  lying  asleep  on  a  bed  in  the 
corner.  It  was  Jenny,  the  mother  of  the  dead 
child,  who  was  absent.  The  other  woman  rose  on 
seeing  me ;  and  the  men,  though  they  were,  as 
usual,  sulky  and  silent,  each  gave  me  a  morose 
nod  of  recognition.  A  look  passed  between  them 
when  Mr.  Bucket  followed  me  in,  and  I  was  sur- 
prised to  see  that  the  woman  evidently  knew  him. 


I  had  asked  leave  to  enter  of  course.  Liz  (the 
only  name  by  which  I  knew  her)  rose  to  give  me 
her  own  chair,  but  I  sat  down  on  a  stool  near  the 
fire,  and  Mr.  Bucket  took  a  corner  of  the  bedstead. 
Now  that  I  had  to  speak,  and  was  among  people 
with  whom  I  was  not  familiar,  I  became  conscious 
of  being  hurried  and  giddy.  It  was  very  difficult 
to  begin,  and  I  could  not  help  bursting  into  tears. 

"  Liz,"  said  I,  "  I  have  come  a  long  way  in 
the  night  and  through  the  snow,  to  inquire  after 
a  lady " 


"THE  OLD  HOUSKKEKPKR  WKKPING  SILli.NTLV;  VULUMXIA  IN  THE  GKEATl.Sr  AGirAllON,  WITH  THE 
FRESHEST  BLOOM  ON  HER  CHEEKS  ;  THE  TROOPER  WITH  HIS  ARMS  FOLDED  AND  HIS  HE.VD  A  LITTLE 
BENT,   RESPECTFULLY  ATTENTIVE." 


"Who  has  been  here,  you  know,''  Mr.  Bucket 
struck  in,  addressing  the  whole  group,  with  a 
composed  propitiatory  face ;  "  that's  the  lady 
the  young  lady  means.  The  lady  that  was  here 
last  night,  you  know." 

*'  And  who  told  you  as  there  was  anybody 
here?"  inquired  Jenny's  husband,  who  had 
made  a  surly  stop  in  his  eating,  to  listen,  and 
now  measured  him  with  his  eye. 

"  A  person  of  the  name  of  Michael  Jackson, 
Bleak  House,  26. 


in  a  blue  welveteen  waistcoat  with  a  double  row 
of  mother  of  pearl  buttons,'"  Mr.  Bucket  im- 
mediately answered. 

"  He  had  as  gootl  mind  his  own  business, 
whoever  he  is,"  growled  the  man. 

"  He's  out  of  employment,  I  believe,"  said 
l\Ir.  Bucket,  apologetically  for  Michael  Jackson, 
'■  and  so  gets  talking." 

The  woman  had  not  resumed  her  chair,  but 
stood  faltering  with  her  hand  upon  its  broken 
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back,  looking  at  me.  I  thought  she  would 
have  spoken  to  me  privately,  if  she  had  dared. 
She  was  still  in  this  attitude  of  uncertainty, 
when  her  husband,  who  was  eating  with  a  lump 
of  bread  and  fat  in  one  hand,  and  his  clasp- 
knife  in  the  other,  struck  the  handle  of  his 
knife  violently  on  the  table,  and  told  her  with 
an  oath  to  mind  Jicr  business  at  any  rate,  and 
sit  down. 

"  I  should  like  to  have  seen  Jenny  very 
much,"  said  I,  "  for  I  am  sure  she  would  have 
told  me  all  she  could  about  this  lady,  whom  I 
am  very  anxious  indeed — you  cannot  think  how 
anxious — to  overtake.  Will  Jenny  be  here 
soon?     Where  is  she?" 

The  woman  had  a  great  desire  to  answer,  but 
the  man,  with  another  oath,  openly  kicked  at 
her  foot  with  his  heavy  boot.  He  left  it  to 
Jenny's  husband  to.  say  what  he  chose,  and 
after  a  dogged  silence  the  latter  turned  his 
shaggy  head  towards  me. 

'•  I'm  not  partial  to  gentlefolks  coming  into 
my  place,  as  you've  heerd  me  say  afore  now,  I 
think,  miss.  I  let  their  places  be,  and  it's 
curious  they  can't  let  my  place  be.  There'd  be 
a  pretty  shine  made  if  I  was  to  go  a  wisiting 
them,  I  think.  Howsoever,  I  don't  so  much 
complain  of  you  as  of  some  others ;  and  I'm 
agreeable  to  make  you  a  civil  answer,  though  I 
give  notice  that  I'm  not  a  going  to  be  drawed 
like  a  badger.  Will  Jenny  be  here  soon  ?  No 
she  won't.  Where  is  she  ?  She's  gone  up  to 
Lunnun." 

'•  Did  she  go  last  night?"  I  asked. 

"Did  she  go  last  night?  Ah  !  she  went  last 
night,"  he  answered,  with  a  sulky  jerk  ot  his 
head. 

"  But  was  she  here  when  the  lady  came  ? 
And  what  did  the  lady  say  to  her  ?  And  where 
is  the  lady  gone  ?  I  beg  and  pray  you  to  be  so 
kind  as  to  tell  me,"  said  I,  "  for  I  am  in  great 
distress  to  know." 

"  If  my  master  would  let  me  speak,  and  not 
say  a  word  of  harm — "  the  woman  timidly 
began, 

"  Your  master,"  said  her  husband,  muttering 
an  imprecation  with  slow  emphasis,  "will  break 
your  neck,  if  you  meddle  with  wot  don't  concern 
you." 

After  another  silence,  the  husband  of  the 
absent  woman,  turning  to  me  again,  answered 
me  with  his  usual  grumbling  unwillingness. 

"  Wos  Jenny  here  when  the  lady  come  ?  Yes, 
she  wos  here  when  the  lady  come.  Wot  did 
the  lady  say  to  her?  Well,  I'll  tell  you  wot  the 
lady  said  to  her.  She  said,  '  You  remember 
me  as  come  one  time  to  talk  to  you  about  the 


young  lady  as  had  been  a  wisiting  of  you? 
You  remember  me  as  give  you  somethink  hand- 
some for  a  handkercher  wot  she  had  left?'  Ah, 
she  remembered.  So  we  all  did.  \Vell,  then, 
wos  that  young  lady  up  at  the  house  now  ?  No, 
she  warn't  up  at  the  house  now.  Well,  then, 
lookee  here.  The  lady  was  upon  a  journey  all 
alone,  strange  as  we  might  think  it,  and  could 
she  rest  herself  where  you're  a  setten,  for  a  houi 
or  so.  Yes  she  could,  and  so  she  did.  Then 
she  went — it  might  be  at  twenty  minutes  past 
eleven,  and  it  might  be  at  twenty  minutes  jxist 
twelve ;  we  ain't  got  no  ^\'atches  here  to  know 
the  time  by,  nor  yet  clocks.  "Where  did  she  go? 
I  don't  know  where  she  go'd.  She  went  one 
way,  and  Jenny  went  another  :  one  went  right 
to  Lunnun,  and  t'other  went  right  from  it. 
That's  all  about  it.  Ask  this  man.  He  heerd 
it  all,  and  see  it  all.     He  knows," 

The  other  man  repeated,  "  That's  ail  about 
it." 

"Was  the  lady  crying?"  I  inquired. 

"  Devil  a  bit,"  returned  the  first  man.  "  Her 
shoes  was  the  worse,  and  her  clothes  was  the 
worse,  but  she  warn't— not  as  I  see," 

The  woman  sat  with  her  arms  -crossed,  and 
her  eyes  upon  the  ground.  Her  husband  had 
turned  his  seat  a  little,  so  as  to  face  her;  and 
kept  his  hammer-like  hand  upon  the  table,  as  if 
it  were  in  readiness  to  execute  his  threat  if  she 
disobeyed  him, 

"I  hope  you  will  not  object  to  my  asking 
your  wife,"  said  I,  "how  the  lady  looked  ?" 

"  Come,  then ! "  he  gruffly  cried  to  her. 
"  You  hear  what  she  says.  Cut  it  short  and 
tell  her," 

"  Bad,"  replied  the  woman,  "  Pale  and  ex- 
hausted.    Very  bad." 

"  Did  she  speak  much  ?  '     • 

"Not  much,  but  her  voice  was  hoarse." 

She  answered,  looking  all  the  while  at  her 
husband  for  leave. 

"Was  she  faint?  "  said  I.  "Did  she  eat  or 
drink  here?" 

"  Go  on  !"  said  the  husband,  in  answer  to  her 
look.     "  Tell  her  and  cut  it  short." 

"She  had  a  little  water,  miss,  and  Jenny 
fetched  her  some  bread  and  tea.  But  she 
hardly  touched  it." 

"And  when  she  went  from  here" — I  was 
proceeding,  when  Jenny's  husband  impatiently 
took  me  up. 

"  When  she  went  from  here,  she  went  right 
away  Nor'ard  by  the  high  road.  Ask  on  the 
road  if  you  doubt  me,  and  see  if  it  warn't  so. 
Now,  there's  the  end.     That's  all  about  it." 

I   glanced   at   my  companion  ;    and  finding 
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that  he  bad  already  risen  and  was  ready  to 
depart,  thanked  them  for  what  they  had  told 
me,  and  took  my  leave.  'I'hc  woman  looked 
full  at  Mr.  Bucket  as  he  went  out,  and  he 
looked  full  at  her. 

"  Now,  Miss  Summerson,"  he  said  to  me,  as 
we  walked  quickly  away.  "  They've  got  her 
ladyship's  watch  among  'em.  'J'hat's  a  positive 
fact," 

"You  saw  it?"  I  exclaimed. 

"Just  as  good  as  saw  it,"  he  returned.  "Else 
why  should  he  talk  about  his  '  twenty  minutes 
past,'  and  about  his  having  no  watch  to  tell  the 
time  by?  Twenty  minutes  !  He  don't  usually 
cut  his  time  so  fine  as  that.  If  he  comes  to  half 
hours,  it's  as  much  as  he  does.  Now,  you  see, 
either  her  ladyship  gave  him  that  watch,  or  he 
took  it.  I  think  she  gave  it  him.  Now,  what 
should  she  give  it  him  for  ?  What  should  she 
give  it  him  for  ?  " 

He  repeated  this  question  to  himself  several 
times  as  we  hurried  on ;  appearing  to  balance 
between  a  variety  of  answers  that  arose  in  his 
mind. 

"  If  time  could  be  spared,"  said  Mr.  Bucket — 
"  which  is  the  only  thing  that  can't  be  spared  in 
this  case — I  might  get  it  out  of  that  woman  ;  but 
it's  too  doubtful  a  chance  to  trust  to,  under  pre- 
sent circumstances.  They  are  up  to  keeping  a 
close  eye  upon  her,  and  any  fool  knows  that  a 
poor  cieetur  like  her,  beaten  and  kicked  and 
scarred  and  bruised  from  head  to  foot,  will  stand 
by  the  husband  that  ill  uses  her,  through  thick 
and  thin.  There's  something  kept  back.  It's  a 
pity  but  what  we  had  seen  the  other  woman." 

I  regretted  it  exceedingly ;  for  she  was  very 
grateful,  and  I  felt  sure  would  have  resisted  no 
entreaty  of  mine.   . 

"  It's  possible,  '  liss  Summerson,"  said  ^^r. 
Bucket,  pondering  on  it,  "  that  her  ladyship 
sent  her  up  to  London  with  some  word  for  }-ou, 
and  it's  possible  that  her  husband  got  the  watch 
to  let  her  go.  It  don't  come  out  altogether  so 
plain  as  to  please  me,  but  it's  on  the  cards.  Now, 
I  don't  take  kindly  to  laying  out  the  money  of 
Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet,  on  these  Roughs, 
and  I  don't  see  my  way  to  the  usefulness  of  it  at 
present.  No!  So  far,  our. road,  Miss  Summer- 
son,  is  for'ard — straight  ahead — and  keeping 
ever)  thing  quiet !  " 

^^''e  called  at  home  once  more,  that  I  might 
send  a  hasty  note  to  my  Guardian,  and  then  we 
liurried  back  to  where  we  had  left  the  carriage. 
The  horses  were  brought  out  as  soon  as  we  were 
seen  coming,  and  we  were  on  the  road  again  in  a 
lew  minutes. 
.  It  had  set  in  snowing  at  da}break,  and  it  now 


snowed  hard.  The  air  was  so  thick  with  the 
darkness  of  the  day  and  the  density  of  the  fall, 
that  we  could  see  but  a  very  little  way  in  any 
direction.  Although  it  was  extremely  cold,  the 
snow  was  but  partially  frozen,  and  it  churned — 
with  a  sound  as  if  it  were  a  beach  of  small  shells 
— under  tlie  hoofs  of  the  horses,  into  mire  and 
water.  They  sometimes  slipped  and  floundered 
for  a  mile  together,  and  we  were  obliged  to  come 
to  a  standstill  to  rest  them.  One  horse  fell  three 
times  in  this  first  stage,  and  trembled  so,  and 
was  so  shaken,  that  the  driver  had  to  dismount 
from  his  saddle  and  lead  him  at  last. 

I  could  eat  nothing,  and  could  not  sleep ;  and 
I  grew  so  nervous  under  those  delays,  and  the 
slow  pace  at  which  we  travelled,  that  I  had  an 
unreasonal.ile  desife  upon  me  to  get  out  and 
walk.  Yielding  to  my  companion's  better  sense, 
however,  I  remained  where  I  was.  All  this  time, 
kept  fresh  by  a  certain  enjoyment  of  the  work  in 
which  he  was  engaged,  he  was  up  and  down  at 
every  house  we  came  to ;  addressing  people 
whom  he  had  never  beheld  before,  as  old 
acquaintances ;  running  in  to  warm  himself  at 
every  fire  he  saw ;  talking  and  drinking  and 
shaking  hands  at  every  bar  and  tap  ;  friendly 
with  every  waggoner,  wheelwright,  blacksmith, 
and  toll-taker;  yet  never  seeming  to  lose  time, 
and  always  mounting  to  the  box  again  with  his 
watchful,  steady  face,  and  his  business-like  "Get 
on,  niy  lad  ! " 

When  we  were  changing  horses  the  next  time, 
he  came  from  the  stable-yard,  and  with  the  wet 
snow  encrusted  upon  him,  and  dropping  off  him 
— plashing  and  crashing  through  it  to  his  wet 
knees,  as  he  had  been  doing  frequently  since  we 
left  Saint  Albans — and  spoke  to  me  at  the  car- 
riage side. 

"  Keep  up  your  spirits.  It's  certainly  true  that 
she  came  on  here.  Miss  Summerson.  There's  not 
a  doubt  of  the  dress  by  this  time,  and  the  dress 
has  been  seen  here." 

"Still  on  foot?  "said  L 

"Still  on  foot.  I  think  the  gentleman  you 
mentioned  gnust  be  the  point  she's  aiming  at; 
and  yet  I  don't  like  his  living  down  in  her  own 
part  of  the  country,  neither.'' 

"I  know  so  little,"  said  I.  "There  maybe 
some  one  else  nearer  here,  of  whom  I  never 
heard." 

"  That's  true.  But  whatever  you  do,  don't 
you  fall  a  crying,  my  dear ;  and  don't  you  worry 
yourself  no  more  than  you  can  help.  Get  on, 
my  lad ! " 

The  sleet  fell  all  that  day  unceasingly,  a  thick 
mist  came  on  early,  and  it  never  rose  or  lightened 
for  a  moment.    Such  roads  I  had  never  seen.    I 
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sometimes  feared  we  had  missed  the  way  and 
t^ot  into  the  ploughed  grounds,  or  the  marshes. 
\{  I  ever  thought  of  the  time  I  had  been  out,  it 
presented  itself  as  an  indefinite  period  of  great 
duration ;  and  I  seemed,  in  a  strange  way,  never 
to  have  been  free  from  the  anxiety  under  which 
I  then  laboured. 

As  we  advanced,  I  began  to  feel  misgivings 
that  my  companion  lost  confidence.  He  was 
the  same  as  before  with  all  the  roadside  people, 
but  he  looked  graver  when  he  sat  by  himself  on 
die  box.  I  saw  his  finger  uneasily  going  across 
anil  across  his  mouth,  during  the  whole  of  one 
long  weary  stage.  I  overheard  that  he  began  to 
ask  the  drivers  of  coaches  and  other  vehicles 
coming  towards  us,  what  passengers  they  had 
seen  in  other  coaches  and  vehicles  that  were  in 
advance.  Their  replies  did  not  encourage  him. 
He  always  gave  me  a  reassuring  beck  of  his 
finger,  and  lift  of  his  eyelid  as  he  got  upon  the 
box  again  ;  but  he  seemed  perplexed  now,  when 
he  said,  "  Get  on,  my  lad  ! " 

At  last,  when  we  were  changing,  he  told  me 
that  he  had  lost  the  track  of  the  dress  so  long 
that  he  began  to  be  surprised.  It  was  nothing, 
he  said,  to  lose  such  a  track  for  one  while,  and 
to  take  it  up  for  another  while,  and  so  on  ;  but 
it  had  disappeared  here  in  an  unaccountable 
manner,  and  we  had  not  come  upon  it  since.  This 
corroborated  the  apprehensions  I  had  formed, 
when  he  began  to  look  at  direction-posts,  and  to 
leave  the  carriage  at  cross  roads  for  a  quarter  of 
an  hour  at  a  time,  while  he  explored  them.  But, 
I  was  not  to  be  down-hearted,  he  told  me ;  for 
it  was  as  hkely  as  not  that  the  next  stage  might 
set  us  right  again. 

The  next  stage,  however,  ended  as  that  one 
ended ;  we  had  no  new  clue.  There  was  a 
spacious  inn  here,  solitary,  but  a  comfortable 
substantial  building,  and  as  we  drove  in  under  a 
large  gateway  before  I  knew  it,  where  a  landlady 
and  her  pretty  daughters  came  to  the  carriage 
door,  entreating  me  to  alight  and  refresh  myself 
v.hile  the  horses  were  making  ready,  I  thought 
it  would  be  uncharitable  to  refuse.  They  took 
me  up-stairs  to  a  warm  room,  and  left  me  there. 

It  was  at  the  corner  of  the  house,  I  remember, 
looking  two  ways.  On  one  side,  to  a  stable- 
yard  open  to  a  by-road,  where  the  hostlers  were 
unharnessing  the  splashed  and  tired  horses  from 
the  muddy  carriage ;  and  beyond  that  to  the  by- 
road itself,  across  which  the  sign  was  heavily 
swinging ;  on  the  other  side,  to  a  wood  of  dark 
pine-trees.  Their  branches  were  encumbered 
with  snow,  and  it  silently  dropped  ofi"  in  wet 
heaps  while  I  stood  at  the  window.  Night  was 
setting  in,  and  its  bleakness  was  enhanced  by 


the  contrast  of  the  pictured  fire  glowing  and 
gleaming  in  the  window-pane.  As  I  looked 
among  the  stems  of  the  trees,  and  followed  the 
discoloured  marks  in  the  snow  where  the  thaw 
was  sinking  into  it  and  undermining  it,  I  thought 
of  the  motherly  face  brightly  set  off  by  daughters 
that  had  just  now  welcomed  me,  and  of  my 
mother  lying  down  in  such  a  wood  to  die. 

I  was  frightened  when  I  found  them  all  about 
me,  but  I  remember  that  before  I  fainted  I  tried 
very  hard  not  to  do  it ;  and  that  was  some  little 
comfort.  They  cushioned  me  up,  on  a  large 
sofa  by  the  fire  ;  and  then  the  comely  landlady 
told  me  that  I  must  travel  no  further  to-night, 
but  must  go  to  bed.  But  this  put  me  into  such 
a  tremble  lest  they  should  detain  me  there,  that 
she  soon  recalled  her  words,  and  compromised 
for  a  rest  of  half  an  hour. 

A  good  endearing  creature  she  was.  She,  and 
her  three  fair  girls  all  so  busy  about  me.  I  was 
to  take  hot  soup  and  broiled  fowl,  while  !Mr. 
Bucket  dried  himself  and  dined  elsewhere  ;  but 
I  could  not  do  it  when  a  snug  round  table  was 
presently  spread  by  the  fireside,  though  I  was 
very  unwilling  to  disappoint  them.  However,  I 
could  take  some  toast  and  some  hot  negus ;  and 
as  I  really  enjoyed  that  refreshment,  it  made 
some  recompense. 

Punctual  to  the  time,  at  the  half  hour's  end 
the  carriage  came  rumbling  under  the  gateway, 
and  they  took  me  down,  warmed,  refreshed, 
comforted  by  kindness,  and  safe  (I  assured 
them)  not  to  faint  any  more.  After  I  had  got 
in  and  had  taken  a  grateful  leave  of  them  all, 
the  youngest  daughter — a  blooming  girl  of  nine- 
teen, who  was  to  be  the  first  married,  they  had 
told  me — got  upon  the  carriage  step,  reached  in, 
and  kissed  me.  I  have  iiever  seen  her,  from 
that  hour,  but  I  think  of  her  to  this  hour  as  my 
friend. 

The  transparent  windows  with  the  fire  and 
light,  looking  so  bright  and  warm  from  the  cold 
darkness  out  of  doors,  were  soon  gone,  and 
again  we  were  crushing  and  churning  the  loose 
snow.  We  went  on  with  toil  enough ;  but  the 
dismal  roads  were  not  much  worse  than  they 
had  been,  and  the  stage  was  only  nine  miles. 
My  companion  smoking  on  the  box — I  had 
thought  at  the  last  inn  of  begging  him  to  do  so, 
when  I  saw  him  standing  at  a  great  fire  in  a 
comfortable  cloud  of  tobacco — was  as  vigilant 
as  ever ;  and  as  quickly  down  and  up  again, 
when  we  came  to  any  human  abode  or  any 
human  creature.  He  had  lighted  his  little  dark 
lantern,  which  seemed  to  be  a  favourite  with 
him,  for  we  had  lamps  to  the  carriage ;  and 
every  now  and  then  he  turned  it  upon  me,  to 
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see  that  I  was  doing  well.  There  was  a  folding- 
window  to  the  carriage-head,  but  I  never  closed 
it,  for  it  seemed  like  shutting  out  hope. 

We  came  to  the  end  of  the  stage,  and  still 
the  lost  trace  was  not  recovered.  I  looked  at 
him  anxiously  when  we  stopped  to  change  ;  but 
I  knew  by  his  yet  graver  face,  as  he  stood  watch- 
ing the  hostlers,  that  he  had  heard  nothing. 
Almost  in  an  instant  afterwards,  as  I  leaned 
back  in  my  seat,  he  looked  in,  with  his  lighted 
lantern  in  his  hand,  an  excited  and  quite  different 
man. 

"  What  is  it  ? "  said  I,  starting.  "  Is  she 
here  ?  " 

"  No,  no.  Don't  deceive  yourself,  my  dear. 
Nobody's  here.     But  I've  got  it ! " 

The  crystallised  snow  was  in  his  eyelashes,  in 
his  hair,  lying  in  ridges  on  his  dress.  He  had 
to  shake  it  from  his  face,  and  get  his  breath, 
before  he  spoke  to  me. 

"  Now,  Miss  Summerson,"  said  he,  beating 
his  finger  on  the  apron,  ''  don't  you  be  disap- 
pointed at  what  I'm  a  going  to  do.  You  know 
me.  I'm  Inspector  Bucket,  and  you  can  trust 
me.  We'".'e  come  a  long  way ;  never  mind. 
Four  horses  out  there  for  the  next  stage  up  ! 
Quick  !" 

There  was  a  commotion  in  the  yard,  and  a 
man  came  running  out  of  the  stables  to  know  "  if 
he  meant  up  or  down  ?  " 

"  Up,  I  tell  you  !  Up  !  Ain't  it  English  ? 
Up!" 

"Up?"  said  I,  astonished.  "To  London! 
Are  we  going  back  ?  " 

"  Miss  Summerson,"  he  answered,  "  back. 
Straight  back  as  a  die.  You  know  me.  Don't 
be  afraid.     I'll  follow  the  other,  by  G— ." 

"  The  other  ?"  I  repeated.     "  Who  ?  " 

"You  called  her  Jenny,  didn't  you?  I'll  fol- 
low her.  Bring  those  two  pair  out  here,  for  a 
crown  a  man.     Wake  up,  some  of  you  !  " 

"  You  will  not  desert  this  lady  we  are  in 
search  of;  you  will  not  abandon  her  on  such  a 
night,  and  in  such  a  state  of  mind  as  I  know  her 
to  be  in  !"  said  I,  in  an  agony,  and  grasping  his 
hand. 

"  You  are  right,  my  dear,  I  won't.  But  I'll 
follow  the  other.  Look  alive  here  with  them 
horses.  Send  a  man  for'ard  in  the  saddle  to  the 
next  stage,  and  let  him  send  another  for'ard 
again,  and  order  four  on,  up,  right  through.  My 
darling,  don't  you  be  afraid  !  " 

These  orders,  and  the  way  in  which  he  ran 
about  the  yard,  urging  them,  caused  a  general 
excitement  that  was  scarcely  less  bewildering  to 
me  than  the  sudden  change.  But,  in  the  height 
of  the  confusion,  a  mounted  man  galloped  away 


to  order  the  relays,  and  our  horses  were  put  to 
with  great  speed. 

"  My  dear,"  said  Mr.  Bucket,  jumping  to  his 
seat,  and  looking  in  again — "  you'll  excuse  me 
if  I'm  too  familiar — don't  you  fret  and  worry 
yourself  no  more  than  you  can  help.  I  say 
nothing  else  at  present ;  but  you  know  me,  my 
dear;  now,  don't  you?" 

I  endeavoured  to  say  that  I  knew  he  was  far 
more  capable  than  I  of  deciding  what  we  ought 
to  do ;  but  was  he  sure  that  this  was  right  ? 
Could    I    not   go  forward  by  myself  in  search 

of I  grasped  his  hand  again  in  my  distress, 

and  whispered  it  to  liim — of  my  own  mother. 

"  My  dear,"  he  answered,  "  I  know,  I  know, 
and  would  I  put  you  wrong,  do  you  think? 
Inspector  Bucket.  Now  you  know  me,  don't 
you  ?  " 

What  could  I  say  but  yes ! 

"  Then  you  keej)  up  as  good  a  heart  as  you 
can,  and  you  rely  upon  me  for  standing  by  you, 
no  less  than  by  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock,  Baronet. 
Now,  are  you  ri^ht  there  ?  " 

"All  right,  sir"!" 

"  Off  she  goes,  then.     And  get  on,  my  lads  ! " 

We  were  again  upon  the  melanclioly  road  b}- 
which  we  had  come  \  tearing  up  the  miry  sleet 
and  thawing  snow,  as  if  they  were  torn  up  by  a 
water-wheel. 


CHAPTER  LVIII. 

A   WINTRY   D.W   .\ND   NIGHT. 

impassive,  as  behoves  its 
breeding,  the  Dedlock  town-house 
carries  itself  as  usual  towards  the 
street  of  dismal  grandeur.  There  are 
powdered  heads  from  time  to  time 
in  the  little  windows  of  the  hall, 
'^'A  looking  out  at  the  untaxed  powder  falling 
)'^  all  day  from  the  sky ;  and,  in  the  same  con- 
servatory, there  is  peach  blossom  turning  itself 
exotically  to  the  great  hall  fire  from  the  nipping 
weather  out  of  doors.  It  is  given  out  that  my 
Lady  has  gone  down  into  Lincolnshire,  but  is 
expected  to  return  presently. 

Rumour,  busy  overmuch,  however,  will  not 
go  down  into  Lincolnshire.  It  jiersists  in  flitting 
and  chattering  about  town.  It  knows  that  that 
])oor  unfortunate  man.  Sir  Leicester,  has  been 
sadly  used.  It  hears,  my  dear  child,  all  sorts 
of  shocking  things.  It  makes  the  world  of 
five  miles  round,  quite  merry.  Not  to  know 
that  there  is  something  wrong  at  the  Dedlocks' 
is   to   augur  yourself  unknown.     One    of  the 
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iicachy-cheeked  charmers  with  the  skeleton 
throat's,  is  already  apprised  of  all  the  principal 
circumstances  that  will  come  out  before  the 
Lords,  on  Sir  Leicester's  application  for  a  bill  of 
divorce. 

At  Blaze  and  Sparkle's  the  jewellers,  and  at 
Sheen  and  Gloss's  the  mercers,  it  is  and  will  be 
for  several  hours  the  topic  of  the  age,  the  feature 
of  the  century.  The  patronesses  of  those  esta- 
blishments, albeit  so  loftily  inscrutable,  being  as 
nicely  weighed  and  measured  there  as  any  other 
article  of  the  stock-in-trade,  are  perfectly  under- 
stood in  this  new  fashion  by  the  rawest  hand  be- 
hind the  counter.  "  Our  people,  Mr.  Jones,"  said 
Blaze  and  Sparkle  to  the  hand  in  question  on 
engaging  him,  "  our  people,  sir,  are  sheep — mere 
sheep.  AMiere  two  or  three  marked  ones  go, 
the  rest  follow.  Keep  those  two  or  three  in  your 
eye,  Mr.  Jones,  and  you  have  the  flock."  So, 
likewise.  Sheen  and  Gloss  to  their  Jones,  in 
reference  to  knowing  where  to  have  the  fashion- 
able people,  and  how  to  bring  what  they  (Sheen 
and  Gloss)  choose,  into  fashion.  On  similar 
unerring  princii)les,  Mr.  Sladdery  the  librarian, 
and  indeed  the  great  farmer  of  gorgeous  sheej:*, 
admits  this  very  day,  "  Why  yes,  sir,  there  cer- 
tainly are  reports  concerning  Lady  Dedlock, 
very  current  indeed  among  my  high  connection, 
sir.  You  see,  my  high  connection  must  talk 
about  something,  sir ;  and  it's  only  to  get  a  sub- 
ject into  vogue  with  one  or  two  ladies  I  could 
name,  to  make  it  go  down  with  the  whole.  Just 
what  I  should  have  done  with  those  ladies,  sir, 
in  the  case  of  any  novelty  you  had  left  to  me  to 
bring  in,  they  have  done  of  themselves  in  this 
case  througli  knowing  Lady  Dedlock,  and  being 
perhaps  a  little  innocently  jealous  of  her  too,  sir. 
You'll  find,  sir,  that  this  topic  will  be  very  popular 
among  my  high  connection.  If  it  had  been  a 
speculation,  sir,  it  would  have  brought  money. 
And  when  I  say  so,  you  may  trust  to  my  being 
right,  sir ;  for  I  have  made  it  my  business  to  study 
my  high  connection,  and  to  be  able  to  wind  it  up 
like  a  clock,  sir." 

Thus  rumour  thrives  in  the  capital,  and  will 
not  go  down  into  Lincolnshire.  By  half-past 
five,  post  meridian,  Horse  Guards'  time,  it  has 
even  elicited  a  new  remark  from  the  Honourable 
Mr.  Slables,  which  bids  fair  to  outshine  the  old 
one,  on  which  he  has  so  long  rested  his  colloquial 
reputation.  This  sparkling  sally  is  to  the  effect 
that,  although  he  always  knew  she  was  the  best- 
groomed  woman  in  the  stud,  he  had  no  idea  she 
was  a  bolter.  It  is  immensely  received  in  turf- 
circles. 

At  feasts  and  festivals  also  :  in  firmaments  she 
has  often  graced,  and  among  constellations  she 


outshone  but  yesterday,  she  is  still  the  prevalent 
subject.  What  is  it  ?  Who  is  it  ?  When  was 
it?  Where  was  it?  Plow  was  it?  She  is  dis- 
cussed by  her  dear  friends  with  all  the  gcnteelest 
slang  in  vogue,  with  the  Last  new  word,  the  last 
new  manner,  the  last  new  drawl,  and  the  perfec- 
tion of  polite  indifference.  A  remarkable  feature 
of  the  theme  is,  that  it  is  found  to  be  so  inspiring 
that  several  people  come  out  upon  it  who  never 
came  out  before — positively  say  things  !  William 
Buffy  carries  one  of  these  smartnesses  from  the 
place  where  he  dines,  down  to  the  House,  where 
the  ^Vhip  for  his  party  hands  it  about  with  his 
snuff-box,  to  keep  men  together  who  want  to  be 
off,  with  such  effect  that  the  Speaker  (who  has 
had  it  privately  insinuated  into  his  own  ear  under 
the  corner  of  his  wig)  cries  "  Order  at  the  bar  !  " 
three  times  without  making  an  impression. 

And  not  the  least  amazing  circumstance  con- 
nected with  her  being  vaguely  the  town  talk,  is, 
that  people  hovering  on  the  confines  of  Mr. 
Sladdery's  high  connection,  people  who  know 
nothing  and  ever  did  know  nothing  about  her, 
think  it  essential  to  their  reputation  to  pretend 
that  she  is  their  topic  too  ;  and  to  retail  her  at 
second-hand  with  the  last  new  word  and  the  last 
new  manner,  and  the  last  new  drawl,  and  the 
last  new  polite  indifference,  and  all  the  rest  of  it, 
all  at  second-hand  but  considered  equal  to  new, 
in  inferior  systems  and  to  fainter  stars.  If  there 
be  any  man  of  letters,  art,  or  science  among 
these  little  dealers,  how  noble  in  him  to  support 
the  feeble  sisters  on  such  majestic  crutches  ! 

So  goes  the  wintry  day  outside  the  Dedlock 
mansion.     How- within  it? 

Sir  Leicester  lying  in  his  bed  can  speak  a 
little,  though  with  difficulty  and  indistinctness. 
He  is  enjoined  to  silence  and  to  rest,  and  they 
have  given  him  some  opiate  to  lull  his  pain ;  for 
his  old  enemy  is  very  hard  with  him.  He  is 
never  asleep,  though  sometimes  he  seems  to  fall 
into  a  dull  waking  doze.  He  caused  his  bed- 
stead to  be  moved  out  nearer  to  the  window, 
when  he  heard  it  was  such  inclement  weather ; 
and  his  head  to  be  so  adjusted,  that  he  could  see 
the  driving  snow  and  sleet.  He  watches  it  as  it 
falls,  throughout  the  whole  wintry  day. 

Upon  the  least  noise  in  the  house,  which  is 
kept  hushed,  his  hand  is  at  the  pencil.  The  old 
housekeeper,  sitting  by  him,  knows  what  he 
would  write,  and  whispers  "No,  he  has  not  come 
back  yet.  Sir  Leicester.  It  was  late  last  night 
when  he  went.  He  has  been  but  a  little  time 
gone  yet." 

He' withdraws  his  hand,  and  falls  to  looking 
at  the  sleet  and  snow  again,  until  they  seem,  by 
being  long  looked  at,  to  fall  so  thick  and  fast, 
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that  he  is  obliged  to  close  his  eyes  for  a  minute 
on  the  giddy  whirl  of  white  flakes  and  icy  blots. 

He  began  to  look  at  them  as  soon  as  it  was 
light.  The  day  is  not  yet  far  spent,  when  he 
conceives  it  to  be  necessary  that  her  rooms 
should  be  prepared  for  her.  It  is  very  cold  and 
wet.  Let  there  be  good  fires.  Let  them  know 
that  she  is  expected.  Please  see  to  it  yourself. 
He  writes  to  this  purpose  on  his  slate,  and  Mrs. 
Rouncewell  with  a  heavy  heart  obeys. 

"  For  I  dread,  George,"  the  old  lady  says  to 
her  son,  who  waits  below  to  keep  her  company 
when  she  has  a  litde  leisure  ;  "  I  dread,  my  dear, 
that  my  Latly  will  never  more  set  foot  within 
these  walls.'" 

"  That's  a  bad  presentiment,  mother." 

"  Nor  yet  w'ithin  the  walls  of  Chcsney  Wold, 
my  dear." 

"  That's  worse.     But  why,  mother  ?  " 

"  When  I  saw  my  Lady  yesterda}',  George, 
she  looked  to  me — and  I  may  say  at  me  too — 
as  if  the  step  on  the  Ghost's  '\\'alk  had  almost 
walked  her  down." 

"  Come,  come  !  You  alarm  yourself  with  old- 
story  fears,  motlicr." 

"  No  I  don't,  my  dear.  No  I  don't.  It's 
going  on  for  sixty  year  that  I  have  been  in  this 
family,  and  I  never  had  any  fears  for  it  before. 
But  it's  breaking  up,  my  dear;  the  great  old 
Dedlock  family  is  breaking  up." 

"  I  hope  not,  mother." 

"  I  am  thankful  I  have  lived  long  enough  to 
be  with  Sir  Leicester  in  this  illness  and  trouble  ; 
for  I  know  I  am  not  too  old,  nor  too  useless,  to 
be  a  welcomer  s\p;ht  to  him  than  anybody  else 
in  my  place  w  aid  be.  But  the  step  on  the 
Ghost's  Walk  wiii  walk  my  Lady  down,  George  ; 
it  has  been  mary  f  day  behind  her,  and  now  it 
will  pass  I',^r  and  go  on." 

"  \Vell,  mother  dear,  I  say  again,  I  hope  not." 

"Ah,  so  do  I,  George,"  the  old  lady  returns, 
shaking  her  head,  and  parting  her  folded  hands. 
"  But  if  my  fears  come  true,  and  he  has  to  know 
it,  who  will  tell  him  ?" 

"Are  these  her  rooms?" 

"These  are  my  Lady's  rooms,  just  as  she  left 
them." 

"  Why  now,"  says  the  trooper,  glancing  round 
him,  and  speaking  in  a  lower  voice,  "  I  begin  to 
understandhowyoucometo  think  as  you  do  tliink, 
mother.  Rooms  get  an  awful  look  about  them 
when  they  are  fitted  up,  like  these,  for  one  per- 
son you  are  used  to  see  in  them,  and  that  person 
is  away  under  any  shadow  :  let  alone  being  God 
knows  wliere." 

He  is  not  far  out.  As  all  partings  foreshadow 
the  great  final  one, — so,  empty  rooms,  bereft  of 


a  familiar  presence,  mournfully  whisper  what 
your  room  and  what  mine  must  one  day  be.  My 
Lady's  state  has  a  hollow  look,  thus  gloomy  and 
abandoned ;  and  in  the  inner  apartment,  where 
Mr.  Bucket  last  night  made  his  secret  perquisi- 
tion, the  traces  of  her  dresses  and  her  ornaments, 
even  the  mirrors  accustomed  to  reflect  them 
when  they  were  a  portion  of  herself,  have  a 
desolate  and  vacant  air.  Dark  and  cold  as  the 
wintry  day  is,  it  is  darker  and  colder  in  these 
deserted  chambers  than  in  many  a  hut  that  will 
barely  exclude  the  weather;  and  though  the 
servants  heap  fires  in  the  grates,  and  set  the 
couches  and  the  chairs  witl^in  the  warm  glass 
screens  that  let  their  ruddy  light  shoot  through 
to  the  furthest  corners,  there  is  a  heavy  cloud 
upon  the  rooms  which  no  light  will  dispel. 

The  old  housekeeper  and  her  son  remain 
until  the  preparations  are  complete,  and  then 
she  returns  up-stairs.  Volumnia  has  taken  Mrs. 
Rouncewell's  place  in  the  meantime  :  though 
pearl  necklaces  and  rouge  pots,  however  cal- 
culated to  embellish  Bath,  are  but  indifferent 
comforts  to  the  invalid  under  present  circum- 
stances. Volumnia  not  being  supposed  to 
know  (and  indeed  not  knowing)  what  is  the 
matter,  has  found  it  a  ticklish  task  to  offer  ap- 
propriate observations ;  and  consequently  has 
supplied  their  place  with  distracting  smoothings 
of  the  bed-linen,  elaborate  locomotion  on  tip- 
toe, vigilant  peeping  at  her  kinsman's  eyes,  and 
one  exasperating  whisper  to  herself  of  "  He  is 
asleep."  In  disproof  of  which  superfluous 
remark.  Sir  Leicester  has  indignantly  wTitten  on 
the  slate,  "  I  am  not." 

Yielding,  therefore,  the  chair  at  the  bedsitle 
to  the  quaint  old  housekeeper,  Volumnia  sits  at 
a  table  a  little  removed,  sympathetically  sighing. 
Sir  Leicester  watches  the  sleet  and  snow,  and 
listens  for  the  returning  steps  that  he  expects. 
In  the  ears  of  his  old  servant,  looking  as  if  she 
had  stepped  out  of  an  old  jMCturc-framc  to 
attend  a  summoned  Dedlock  to  another  world, 
the  silence  is  fraught  with  echoes  of  her  own 
words,  "  Who  will  tell  him  ?" 

He  has  been  under  his  valet's  hands  this 
morning,  to  be  made  presentable ;  and  is  as 
well  got  up  as  the  circumstances  will  allow.  He 
is  propped  with  pillows,  his  grey  hair  is  brushed 
in  its  usual  manner,  his  linen  is  arrangal  to  a 
nicety,  and  he  is  wrapped  in  a  responsible 
dressing-gown.  His  eye-glass  and  his  wdtch  are 
ready  to  his  hand.  It  is  necessary — less  to  his 
own  dignity  now,  perhaps,  than  for  her  sake — 
that  he  should  be  seen  as  little  disturbed,  and 
as  much  himself,  as  may  be.  Women  will  talk, 
and  Volumnia,  though  a  Dedlock,  is  no  excep- 
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tional  case.  He  keeps  her  here,  there  is  Httle 
doubt,  to  prevent  her  talkuig  somewhere  else. 
He  is  very  ill :  but  he  makes  his  present  stand 
against  distress  of  mind  and  body,  most  cou- 
rageously. 

The  fair  Volumnia  being  one  of  those  sprightly 
girls  who  cannot  long  continue  silent  without 
imminent  peril  of  seizure  by  the  dragon  Bore- 
dom, soon  indicates  the  ajiproach  of  that 
monster  with  a  series  of  undisguisable  yawns. 
Finding  it  impossible  to  suppress  those  yawns 
by  any  other  process  than  conversation,  she 
compliments  Mrs.  Rouncewell  on  her  son ; 
declaring  that  he  positively  is  one  of  the  finest 
figures  she  ever  saw,  and  as  soldierly  a  looking 
person,  she  should  think,  as  what's  his  name, 
her  favourite  Life  Guar^lsman — the  man  she 
dotes  on — the  dearest  of  creatures — who  was 
killed  at  Waterloo. 

Sir  Leicester  hears  this  tribute  with  so  much 
surprise,  and  stares  about  him  in  such  a  con- 
fused way,  that  Mrs.  Rouncewell  feels  it  neces- 
sary to  explain. 

"  Miss  Dedlock  don't  speak  of  my  eldest  son. 
Sir  Leicester,  but  my  youngest.  I  have  found 
him.     He  has  come  home." 

Sir  Leicester  breaks  silence  with  a  harsh  cry, 
"  George  ?  Your  son  George  come  home,  Mrs, 
Rouncewell?" 

The  old  housekeeper  wipes  her  eyes.  "  Thank 
God.     "fes,  Sir  Leicester." 

Does  this  discovery  of  some  one  lost,  this 
return  of  some  one  so  long  gone,  come  upon 
him  as  a  strong  confirmation  of  his  hopes  ? 
Does  he  think,  "  Shall  I  not,  with  the  aid  I 
have,  recall  her  safely  after  this  ;  there  being 
fewer  hours  in  her  case  than  there  are  years  in 
his?" 

It  is  of  no  use  entreating  him ;  he  is  deter- 
mined to  speak  now,  and  he  does.  \\\  a  thick 
crowd  of  sounds,  but  still  intelligibly  enough  to 
be  understood. 

"  Why  did  you  not  tell  me,  Mrs.  Rounce- 
well?" 

"  It  happened  only  yesterday,  Sir  Leicester, 
and  I  doubted  your  being  well  enough  to  be 
talked  to  of  such  things." 

Besides,  the  giddy  Volumnia  now  remembers 
with  her  little  scream  that  nobody  was  to  have 
known  of  his  being  Mrs.  Rouncewell's  son,  and 
that  she  was  not  to  have  told.  But  Mrs. 
Rouncewell  protests,  with  warmth  enough  to 
swell  the  stomacher,  that  of  course  she  would 
have  told  Sir  Leicester  as  soon  as  he  got  better. 

*'  Where  is  your  son  George,  Mrs.  Rounce- 
well?" asks  Sir  Leicester, 

Mrs.  Rouncewell,  not  a  little  alarmed  by  his 


disregard  of  the  doctor's  injunctions,  replies,  iu 
London. 

'■•  Where  in  London?" 

Mrs.  Rouncewell  is  constrained  to  admit  that 
he  is  in  the  house, 

"  Bring  him  here  to  my  room.  Bring  him 
directly." 

The  old  lady  can  do  nothing  but  go  in  search 
of  him.  Sir  Leicester,  with  such  power  of 
movement  as  he  has,  arranges  himself  a  little, 
to  receive  him.  When  he  has  done  so,  he  looks 
out  again  at  the  falling  sleet  and  snow,  and 
listens  again  for  the  returning  steps.  A  quantity 
of  straw  has  been  tumbled  down  in  the  street 
to  deaden  the  noises  there,  and  she  might  be 
dri\-en  to  the  door  perhaps  without  his  hearing 
wheels. 

He  is  lying  thus,  apparently  forgetful  of  his 
newer  and  minor  surprise,  when  the  housekeeper 
returns,  accompanied  by  her  trooper  son,  Mr, 
George  approaches  softly  to  the  bedside,  makes 
his  bow,  squares  his  chest,  and  stands,  with  his 
face  flushed,  very  heartily  ashamed  of  himself. 

"  Good  Heaven,  and  it  is  really  George 
Rouncewell!"  exclaims  Sir  Leicester.  "  Do- 
you  remember  me,  George?" 

The  trooper  needs  to  look  at  him,  and  to- 
separate  this  sound  from  that  sound,  before  he- 
knows  what  he  has  said ;  but  doing  this,  and 
being  a  little  helped  by  his  mother,  he  replies : 

"  I  must  have  a  very  bad  memor}^,  indeed, 
Sir  Leicester,  if  I  failed  to  remember  you." 

"  When  I  look  at  you,  George  Rouncewell," 
Sir  Leicester  observes  w'ith'  difficulty,  "  I  see 
something  of  a  boy  at  ChesneyWold — I  remem- 
ber well — very  well.'' 

He  looks  at  the  trooper  until  tears  come  into 
his  eyes,  and  then  he  looks  at  the  sleet  and 
snow  again, 

"  I  ask  your  pardon.  Sir  Leicester,"'  says  the 
trooper,  "  but  would  you  accept  of  my  arms  to 
raise  you  up  ?  You  would  lie  easier.  Sir  Leicester,, 
if  you  would  allow  me  to  move  you." 

"  If  you  please,  George  Rouncewell ;  if  you 
will  be  so  good."' 

The  trooper  takes  him  in  his  arms  like  a 
child,  lightly  raises  him,  and  turns  him  with  his 
face  more  towards  the  window.  "  Thank  you. 
You  have  your  mother's  gentleness,"  returns  Sir 
Leicester,  "  and  your  own  strength.  Thank 
you." 

He  signs  to  him  with  his  hand  not  to  go 
away,  George  quietly  remains  at  the  bedside, 
waiting  to  be  spoken  to. 

"Why  did  you  wish  for  secrecy?"  It  takes 
Sir  Leicester  some  time  to  ask  this. 

"Truly    I   am   not   much    to   boast   of,    Six 
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Leicester,  and  I — I  should  still,  Sir  Leicester,  if 
you  was  not  so  indisposed — which  I  hope  you 
will  not  be  long — I  should  still  hope  for  the 
favour  of  being  allowed  to  remain  unknown  in 
general.  That  involves  explanations  not  very 
hard  to  be  guessed  at,  not  very  well  timed  here, 
and  not  very  creditable  to  myself  However 
opinions  may  differ  on  a  variety  of  subjects,  I 
should  think  it  would  be  universally  agreed,  Sir 
Leicester,  that  I  am  not  much  to  boast  of." 

"You    have    been    a   soldier,"    observes    Sir 
Leicester,  "  and  a  faithful  one." 


George  makes  his  military  bow.  "  As  far  as 
that  goes,  Sir  Leicester,  I  have  done  my  duty 
under  discipline,  and  it  was  the  least  I  could 
do.' 

"  You  find  me,"  says  Sir  Leicester,  whose 
eyes  are  much  attracted  towards  him,  "  far  from 
well,  George  Rouncewdl." 

"  I  am  very  sorry  both  to  hear  it  and  to  see 
it,  Sir  Leicester." 

"  I  am  sure  you  are.  No.  In  addition  to  my 
older  malady,  I  have  had  a  sudden  and  bad 
attack.     Something'  that  deadens — "  making  an 
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endeavour  to  pass  one  hand  down  one  side; 
"  and  confuses — "  touching  his  lips. 

George,  with  a  look  of  assent  and  sympathy, 
makes  another  bow.  The  different  times  when 
they  were  both  young  men  (the  trooper  much 
the  younger  of  the  two),  and  looked  at  one 
another  down  at  Chesney  Wold,  arise  before 
them  both,  and  soften  both. 
f  Sir  Leicester,  eviilently  with  a  great  deter- 
mination to  say,  in  his  own  manner,  something 
that  is  on  his  mind  before  relapsing  into  silence, 
tries  to  raise  himself  among  his  pillows  a  little 
more.     George,  observant  of  the  action,  takes 


him  in  his  arms  again  and  ]ilaccs  him  as  he 
desires  to  be.  "  Thank  you,  George.  You  are 
another  self  to  me.  You  have  often  carried  my 
spare  gun  at  Chesney  Wokl,  George.  You  are 
familiar  to  me  in  these  strange  circumstances, 
very  familiar."  He  has  put  Sir  Leicester's 
sounder  arm  over  his  shoulder  in  lifting  him  up, 
and  Sir  Leicester  is  slow  in  drawing  it  away 
again,  as  he  says  these  words. 

"  I  was  about  to  add,"  he  presently  goes  on, 
"  I  was  about  to  add,  respecting  this  attack, 
that  it  was  unfortunately  simultaneous  with  a 
slight  misunderstanding  between  my  Lady  and 
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myself.  I  do  not  mean  that  there  was  any  dif- 
ference between  us  (for  there  has  been  none), 
but  that  there  was  a  misunderstanding  of  certain 
circumstances  important  only  to  ourselves,  which 
deprives  me,  for  a  little  while,  of  my  Lady's 
society.  She  has  found  it  necessary  to  make  a 
journey, — I  trust  will  shortly  return.  Volumnia, 
do  I  make  myself  intelligible?  The  words  are 
not  quite  under  my  command,  in  the  manner  of 
pronouncing  them." 

Volumnia  understands  him  perfectly  ;  and  in 
truth  he  delivers  himself  w'ith  far  greater  plain- 
ness than  could  have  been  supposed  possible  a 
minute  ago.  The  effort  by  which  he  does  so, 
is  written  in  the  anxious  and  labouring  ex- 
pression of  his  face.  Nothing  but  the. strength 
of  his  purpose  enables  him  to  make  it. 

"  Therefore,  Volumnia,  I  desire  to  say  in 
your  presence — and  in  the  presence  of  my  old 
retainer  and  friend,  Mrs.  Rouncewell,  whose 
truth  aiiil  fidelity  no  one  can  question — and  in 
the  presence  of  her  son  George,  who  comes  back 
like  a  familiar  recollection  of  my  youth  in  the 
home  of  my  ancestors  at  Chesney  Wold — in 
case  I  should  relapse,  in  case  I  should  not 
recover,  in  case  I  should  lose  both  my  speech 
and  the  power  of  writing,  though  I  hope  for 
better  things " 

The  old  housekeeper  weeping  silently ; 
Volumnia  in  the.  greatest  agitation,  with  the 
freshest  bloom  on  her  cheeks ;  the  trooper  with 
his  arms  folded  and  his  head  a  little  bent, 
respectfully  attentive. 

"  Therefore  I  desire  to  say,  and  to  call  3^ou  all 
to  witness — beginning,  Volumnia,  with  yourself, 
most  solemnly— that  1  am  on  unaltered  terms  with 
Lady  Dedlock.  That  I  assert  no  cause  what- 
ever of  complaint  against  her.  That  I  have  ever 
had  the  strongest  affection  for  her,  and  that  I 
retain  it  undiminished.  Say  this  to  herself,  and 
to  every  one.  If  you  ever  say  less  than  this,  you 
will  be  guilty  of  deliberate  falsehood  to  me." 

Volumnia  tremblingly  protests  that  she  will 
observe  his  injunctions  to  the  letter. 

"  My  Lady  is  too  high  in  position,  too  hand- 
some, too  accomplished,  too  superior  in  most 
respects  to  the  best  of  those  by  whom  she  is 
surrounded,  not  to  have  her  enemies  and  tra- 
ducers,  I  dare  say.  Let  it  be  known  to  them, 
as  I  make  it  known  to  you,  that  being  of  sound 
mind,  memor}^,  and  understanding,  1  revoke  no 
disposition  I  have  made  in  her  favour.  I  abridge 
nothing  I  have  ever  bestowed  upon  her.  I  am 
on  unaltered  terms  with  her,  and  I  recall — 
having  the  full  power  to  do  it  if  I  w^ere  so 
disposed,  as  you  see — no  act  I  have  done  for 
her  advantage  and  happiness." 


His  formal  array  of  words  might  have  at  any 
other  time,  as  it  has  often  had,  something 
ludicrous  in  it ;  but  at  this  time  it  is  serious 
anil  afiecting.  His  noble  earnestness,  his  fidelity, 
his  gallant  shielding  of  her,  his  generous  con- 
quest of  his  own  wrong  and  his  own  pride  for 
her  sake,  are  simply  honourable,  manly,  and 
true.  Nothing  less  worthy  can  be  seen  through 
the  lustre  of  such  qualities  in  the  commonest 
m.echanic,  nothing  less  worthy  can  be  seen  in 
the  best-born  gentleman.  In  such  a  light  both 
aspire  alike,  both  rise  alike,  both,  children  of  the 
dust  shine  equally. 

Overpowered  by  his  exertions,  he  lays  his 
head  back  on  his  pillows,  and  closes  his  eyes ; 
for  not  more  than  a  minute ;  when  he  again 
resumes  his  watching  of  the  weather,  and  his 
attention  to  the  mufiled  sounds.  In  the  render- 
ing of  those  little  services,  and  in  the  manner  of 
their  acceptance, ,  the  trooper  has  become  in- 
stalled as  necessary  to  him.  Nothing  has  been 
said,  but  it  is  quite  understood.  He  falls  a  step 
or  two  backward  to  be  out  of  sight,  and  mounts 
guard  a  little  behind  his  mother's  chair. 

The  day  is  now  beginning  to  decline.  The 
mist,  and  the  sleet  into  which  the  snow  has  all 
resolved  itself,  are  darker,  and  the  blaze  begins 
to  tell  more  vividly  upon  the  room  walls  and 
furniture.  The  gloom  augments  ;  the  bright 
gas  springs  up  in  the  streets ;  and  the  perti- 
nacious oil  lamps  which  yet  hold  their  ground 
there,  with  their  source  of  life  half  frozen  and 
half  thawed,  twinkle  gaspingly,  like  fiery  fish  out 
of  w'ater — as  they  are.  The  world,  which  has 
been  rumbling  over  the  straw  and  pulling  at  the 
bell  "  to  inquire,"  begins  to  go  home,  begins  to 
dress,  to  dine,  to  discuss  its  dear  friend,  with  all 
the  last  new  modes,  as  already  mentioned. 

Now,  does  Sir  Leicester  become  worse  ;  rest- 
less, uneasy,  and  in  great  pain.  Volumnia 
lighting  a  candle  (with  a  predestined  aptitude 
for  doing  something  objectionable)  is  bidden  to 
put  it  out  again,  for  it  is  not  yet  dark  enough. 
Yet  it  is  very  dark  too ;  as  dark  as  it  will  be  all 
night,  By-and-by  she  tries  again.  No !  Put 
it  out.     It  is  not  dark  enough  yet. 

His  old  housekeeper  is  the  first  to  understand 
that  he  is  striving  to  uphold  the  fiction  with 
himself  that  it  is  not  growing  late. 

"  Dear  Sir  Leicester,  my  honoured  master," 
she  softly  whispers,  "  I  must,  for  your  own  good, 
and  my  duty,  take  the  freedom  of  bagging  and 
praying  that  you  will  not  lie  here  in  the  lone 
darkness,  w?.tcliing  and  waiting,  and  dragging 
through  the  time.  Let  me  draw  the  curtains 
and  light  the  candles,  and  make  things  more 
comfortable  about  you.     The  church-clocks  will 
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strike  the  hours  just  the  same,  Sir  Leicester, 
and  the  night  will  pass  away  just  the  same. 
My  Lady  will  come  back,  just  the  same." 

"  I  know  it,  Mrs.  Rouncewell,  but  I  am  weak 
— and  he  has  been  so  long  gone." 

"  Not  so  very  long,  Sir  Leicester.  Not 
twenty-four  hours  yet." 

"  But  that  is  a  long  time.  O  it  is  a  long 
time !  " 

He  says  it  with  a  groan  that  wrings  her  heart. 

She. knows  that  this  is  not  a  period  for  bring- 
ing the  rough  light  upon  him  ;  she  thinks  his 
tears  too  sacred  to  be  seen,  even  by  her. 
Therefore,  she  sits  in  the  darkness  for  awhile, 
without  a  word  ;  then  gently  begins  to  move 
about ;  now  stirring  the  fire,  now  standing  at 
the  dark  window  looking  out.  Finally  he  tells 
her,  with  recovered  self-command,  "  As  you  say, 
Mrs.  Rouncewell,  it  is  no  worse  for  being  con- 
fessed. It  is  getting  late,  and  tliey  are  not 
come.  Light  the  room  ! "  When  it  is  lighted, 
and  the  weather  shut  out,  it  is  only  left  to  him 
to  listen. 

But  they  find  that,  however  dejected  and  ill 
he  is,  he  brightens  when  a  quiet  pretence  is 
made  of  looking  at  the  fires  in  her  rooms,  and 
being  sure  that  everything  is  ready  to  receive 
her.  Poor  pretence  as  it  is,  these  allusions  to 
her  being  expected  keep  up  hope  within  him. 

]\Iidnight  comes,  and  with  it  the  same  blank. 
The  carriages  in  tlie  streets  are  few,  and  other 
late  sounds  in  that  neighbourhood  there  are 
none,  unless  a  man  so  very  nomadically  drunk 
as  to  stray  into  the  fiigid  zone  goes  brawling 
and  bellowing  along  the  pavement.  Upon  this 
wintry  night  it  is  so  still,  that  listening  to  the 
intense  silence  is  like  looking  at  intense  dark- 
ness. If  any  distant  .sound  be  audible  in  this 
case,  it  departs  through  the  gloom  like  a  feeble 
light  in  that,  and  ail  is  heavier  than  before. 

The  corporation  of  servants  are  dismissed  to 
bed  (not  unwilling  to  go,  for  they  were  up  all 
last  night),  and  only  Mrs.  Rouncewell  and 
George  keep  watch  in  Sir  Leicester's  room.  As 
the  niglit  lags  tardily  on — or  rather  when  it 
seems  to  stop  altogether,  at  between  two  and 
three  o'clock — they  find  a  restless  craving  on 
him  to  know  more  about  the  wcallier,  now  he 
cannot  see  it.  Hence  George,  patrollmg  regu- 
larl}-  every  half  hour  to  the  rooms  so  carefiilly 
looked  after,  extends  his  march  to  the  hall-door, 
looks  about  him,  and  brings  back  the  best 
report  he  can  make  of  the  worst  of  nights  ;  the 
sleet  still  falling,  and  even  the  stone  lootways 
lying  ankle-deep  in  icy  sludge. 

Volumnia,  in  hei  room  up  a  retired  landing 
on  the  staircase — the  second  turnmg  past  die 


end  of  the  carving  and  gilding — a  cousinly  room 
containing  a  fearful  abortion  of  a  portrait  of  Sir 
Leicester,  banished  for  its  crimes,  and  com- 
manding in  the  day  a  solemn  yard,  planted  with 
dried-up  shrubs  like  antediluvian  specimens  of 
black  tea — is  a  prey  to  horrors  of  many  kinds. 
Not  last  nor  least  among  them,  possibly,  is  a 
horror  of  what  may  befiiU  her  little  income,  in 
the  event,  as  she  expresses  it,  "of  anything 
happening  "  to  Sir  Leicester.  Anything,  in  this 
sense,  meaning  one  thing  only,  and  that  the 
last  thing  that  can  happen  to  the  consciousness 
of  any  baronet  in  the  known  world. 

An  eff"ect  of  these  horrors  is,  that  Volumnia 
finds  she  cannot  go  to  bed  in  her  own  room,  or 
sit  by  the  fire  in  her  own  room,  but  must  come 
forth  with  her  fair  head  tied  up  in  a  profusion  of 
shawl,  and  her  fair  form  enrobed  in  draper)', 
and  parade  the  mansion  like  a  ghost :  par- 
ticularly haunting  the  rooms,  warm  and  luxu- 
rious, prepared  for  one  who  still  does  not  return. 
Solitude  under  such  circumstances  being  not  to 
be  thought  of,  Volumnia  is  attended  by  her 
maid,  who,  impressed  from,  her  own  bed  for  that 
purpose,  extremely  cold,  very  sleepy,  and  gene- 
rally an  injured  maid  as  condemned  by  circum- 
stances to  take  office  with  a  cousin,  when  she- 
had  resolved  to  be  maid  to  nothing  less  than 
ten  thousand  a  year,  has  not  a  sweet  expression 
of  countenance. 

The  periodical  visits  of  the  trooper  to  these 
rooms,  however  in  the  course  of  his  patrolling, 
is  an  assurance  of  protection  and  company,  both 
to  mistress  and-  maid,  which  renders  them  very 
acceptable  in  the  small  hours  of  the  night. 
Whenever  he  is  heard  advancing,  they  both, 
make  some  little  decorative  preparation  to  re 
ceive  him ;  at  other  times,  they  divide  their 
watches  into  short  scraps  o(  obli^•ion,  and  dia- 
logues, not  wholly  free  from  acerbit}-,  as  to 
whether  Miss  Dedlock,  sitting  with  her  feet 
upon  the  fender,  was  or  was  not  falling  into  the 
fire  when  rescued  (to  her  great  displeasure)  by 
her  guardian  genius  the  maid. 

"How  is  Sir  Leicester  now,  I^fr.  George?'" 
inquires  Volamni:i,  adjusting  her  cowl  over  her 
lieatl. 

"  Why,  Sir  Leicester  is  much  the  same,  miss. 
He  is  very  low  and  ill,  and  he  even  wanders  a 
little  sometimes." 

"  Has  he  asked  for  me  ?  "  inquires  Volumnia 
tenderly. 

"Why,  no,  I  can't  say  he  has,  miss.  Not 
within  my  hearing,  that  is  to  say." 

'■  This  is  a  truly  sad  time,  Mr.  George." 

"  It  is  indeed,  miss.  Hadn't  you  better  go  to 
bed  ?  •' 
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"  You  had  a  deal  better  go  to  bed,  Miss  Ded- 
lock,"  quoth  the  maid,  sharply. 

But  Volumnia  answers  No  !  No  !  She  may 
be  asked  for,  she  may  be  wanted  at  a  moment's 
notice.  She  never  should  forgive  herself  "  if 
anything  was  to  happen "  and  she  was  not  on 
the  spot.  She  declines  to  enter  on  the  question, 
mooted  by  the  maid,  how  the  spot  comes  to  be 
there,  and  not  in  her  own  room  (which  is  nearer 
to  Sir  Leicester's) ;  but  staunchly  declares  that 
on  the  spot  she  will  remain.  Volumnia  further 
makes  a  merit  of  not  having  "  closed  an  eye  " — 
as  if  she  had  twenty  or  thirty — though  it  is  hard 
to  reconcile  this  statement  with  her  having  most 
indisputably  opened  two  within  five  minutes. 

But  when  it  comes  to  four  o'clock,  and  still 
the  same  blank,  Yolumnia's  constancy  begins  to 
fail  her,  or  rather  it  begins  to  strengthen;  for 
she  now  considers  that  it  is  her  duty  to  be  ready 
for  the  morrow,  when  much  may  be  expected  of 
her ;  that,  in  fact,  howsoever  anxious  to  remain 
upon  the  spot,  it  may  be  required  of  her,  as  an 
act  of  self-devotion,  to  desert  the  spot.  So, 
when  the  trooper  reappears  with  his  "  Hadn't 
you  better  go  to  bed,  miss  ?  "  and  when  the  maid 
protests,  more  sharply  than  before,  "  You  had  a 
deal  better  go  to  bed.  Miss  Dedlock ! "  she 
meekly  rises  and  says,  "  Do  with  me  what  you 
think  best ! " 

Mr.  George  undoubtedly  thinks  it  best  to 
escort  her  on  his  arm  to  the  door  of  her  cousinly 
chamber,  and  the  maid  as  undoubtedly  thinks  it 
best  to  hustle  her  into  bed  with  mighty  little 
ceremony.  Accordingly,  these  steps  are  taken  ; 
and  now  the  trooper,  in  his  rounds,  has  the 
house  to  himself. 

There  is  no  improvement  in  the  weather. 
From  the  portico,  from  the  eaves,  from  the 
parapet,  from  every  ledge  and  post  and  pillar, 
drips  the  thawed  snow.  It  has  crept,  as  it  for 
shelter,  into  the  lintels  of  the  great  door — under 
it,  into  the  corners  of  the  windows,  into  every 
chink  and  crevice  of  retreat,  and  there  wastes 
and  dies.  It  is  falling  still;  upon  the  roof, 
upon  the  skylight ;  even  through  the  skylight, 
and  drip,  drip,  drip,  with  the  regularity  of  the 
Ghost's  Walk,  on  the  stone  floor  below. 

The  trooper,  his  old  recollections  awakened 
by  the  solitary  grandeur  of  a  great  house — no 
novelty  to  him  once  at  Chesney  Wold— goes  up 
the  stairs  and  through  the  chief  rooms,  holding 
up  his  light  at  arm's  length.  Thinking  of  his 
varied  fortunes  within  the  last  few  weeks,  and  of 
his  rustic  boyhood,  and  of  the  two  periods  of  his 
life  so  strangely  brought  together  across  the  wide 
intermediate  space;  thinking  of  the  murdered 
man  whose  image  is  fresh  in  his  mind ;  thinking 


of  the  lady  who  has  disappeared  from  these  very 
rooms,  and  the  tokens  of  whose  recent  presence 
are  all  here  ;  thinking  of  the  master  of  the  house 
up-stairs,  and  of  the  foreboding  "Who  will  tell 
him  ?  "  he  looks  here  and  looks  there,  and  reflects 
how  he  7nightstQ  something  now,  which  it  would 
tax  his  boldness  to  walk  up  to,  lay  his  hand 
upon,  and  prove  to  be  a  faivcy.  But  it  is  all 
blank  ;  blank  as  the  darkness  above  and  below, 
\vhile  he  goes  up  the  great  staircase  again ;  blank 
as  the  oppressive  silence. 

"All  is  still  in  readiness,  George  Rounce- 
well  ?  " 

"  Quite  orderly  and  right,  Sir  Leicester." 

"No  word  of  any  kind  ?  " 

The  trooper  shakes  his  head. 

"  No  letter  that  can  possibly  have  been  over- 
looked ?  " 

But  he  knows  there  is  no  such  hope  as  that, 
and  lays  his  head  down  without  locking  for  an 
answer. 

Very  familiar  to  him,  as  he  said  himself  some 
hours  ago,  George  Rouncewell  lifts  him  into 
easier  positions  through  the  long  remainder  of 
the  blank  wintry  night ;  and,  equally  familiar 
with  his  unexpressed  wish,  extinguishes  the 
light,  and  undraws  the  curtains  at  the  first  late 
break  of  day.  The  day  comes  like  a  phantom. 
Cold,  colourless,  and  vague,  it  sends  a  warning 
streak  before  it  of  a  deathlike  hue,  as  if  ii  cried 
out,  "  Look  what  I  am  bringing  you,  wh  watch 
there  !     Who  will  tell  him  ?  " 


CHAPTER  LIX. 

ESTHER'S     NARRATIVE. 

'T  was  three  o'clock  in  the  morning 
when  the  houses  outside  London 
did  at  last  begin  to  exclude  the 
country,  and  to  close  us  in  with 
streets.  We  had  made  our  way  along 
roads  in  a  far  worse  condition  than 
when  we  had  traversed  them  by  daylight, 
both  the  fall  and  the  thaw  having  lasted 
since ;  but  the  energy  of  my  companion 
never  slackened.  It  had  only  been,  as  I 
thought,  of  less  assistance  than  the  horses  in 
getting  us  on,  and  it  had  often  aided  them, 
'i'hey  had  stopped  exhausted  half-way  up  hills, 
they  had  been  driven  through  streams  of  turbu- 
lent water,  they  had  slipped  down  and  become 
entangled  with  the  harness  ;  but  he  and  his 
little  lantern  had  been  always  ready,  and  when 
the  mishap  was  set  riglit,  I  had  never  heard  any 
variation  in  his  cool  "  Get  on,  mv  lads  !" 
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The  steadiness  and  confidence  with  which  he 
had  directed  our  journey  back,  I  could  not 
account  for.  Never  wavering,  he  never  even 
stopped  to  make  an  inquiry  until  we  were  within 
a  few  miles  of  London.  A  very  few  words,  here 
and  there,  were  then  enough  for  him  :  and  thus 
we  came,  at  between  three  and  four  o'clock  in 
the  morning,  into  Islington. 

I  will  not  dwell  on  the  suspense  and  anxiety 
with  which  I  reflected  all  this  time,  that  we  were 
leaving  my  mother  farther  and  farther  behind 
every  minute.  I  think  I  had  some  strong  hope 
that  he  must  be  right,  and  could  not  fail  to  have 
a  satisfactory  object  in  following  this  woman  ; 
but  I  tormented  myself  with  questioning  it,  and 
discussing  it,  during  the  whole  journey.  What 
was  to  ensue  when  we  found  her,  and  what 
could  compensate  us  for  this  loss  of  time,  were 
questions  also  that  I  could  not  possibly  dismiss; 
my  mind  was  quite  tortured  by  long  dwelling  on 
such  reflections,  when  we  stopped. 

We  stopped  in  a  high-street,  where  there  was 
a  coach-stand.  My  companion  paid  our  two 
drivers,  who  were  as  completely  covered  with 
splashes  as  if  they  had  been  dragged  along  the 
roads  like  the  carriage  itself;  and  giving  them 
some  brief  direction  where  to  take  it,  lifted  me 
out  of  it,  and  into  a  hackney-coach  he  had 
chosen  from  the  rest. 

"  Why,  my  dear  ! "  he  said,  as  he  did  this. 
"  How  wet  you  are  ! " 

I  had  not  been  conscious  of  it.  But  the 
melted  snow  had  found  its  way  into  the  carriage  ; 
and  I  had  got  out  two  or  three  times  when  a 
fallen  horse  was  plunging  and  had  to  begot  up; 
and  the  wet  had  penetrated  my  dress.  I  assured 
him  it  was  no  matter  ;  but  the  driver,  who  knew 
him,  would  not  be  dissuaded  by  me  from  running 
down  the  street  to  his  stable,  whence  he  brought 
an  armful  of  clean  dry  straw.  They  shook  it 
out  and  strewed  it  well  about  me,  and  I  found 
it  warm  and  comfortable. 

"  Now,  my  dear,"  saitl  Mr.  Bucket,  with  his 
head  in  at  the  window  after  I  was  shut  up. 
"We're  a  going  to  mark  this  person  down.  It 
may  take  a  little  time,  but  you  don't  mind  that. 
You're  pretty  sure  that  I've  got  a  motive.  Ain't 
you  ?  " 

I  little  thought  what  it  was — little  thought  in 
how  short  a  time  I  should  understand  it  better ; 
but  I  assured  him  that  I  had  confidence  in 
him. 

"So  you  may  have,  my  dear,"'  he  returned. 
"  And  I  tell  you  what  !  If  you  only  repose  half 
as  much  confidence  in  me  as  I  repose  in  you, 
after  what  I've  experienced  of  you,  that'll  tlo. 
Lord  !  you're  no  trouble  at  all.     I  never  see  a 


young  woman  in  any  station  of  society — and  I've 
seen  many  elevated  ones  too — conduct  herself 
like  you  have  conducted  yourself,  since  you  was 
called  out  "of  your  bed.  You're  a  pattern,  you 
know,  that's  what  you  are,"  said  Mr.  Bucket, 
warmly  ;  "  you're  a  pattern." 

I  told  him  I  was  very  glad,  as  indeed  I  was. 
to  have  been  no  hindrance  to  him ;  and  that  I 
hoped  I  should  be  none  now. 

"  My  dear,"  he  returned,  "  when  a  young  lady 
is  as  mild  as  she's  game,  and  as  game  as  she's 
mild,  that's  all  I  ask,  and  more  than  I  expect. 
She  then  becomes  a  Queen,  and  that's  about 
what  you  are  yourself." 

With  these  encouraging  words — they  really 
were  encouraging  to  mc  under  those  lonely  and 
anxious  circumstances — he  got  upon  the  box, 
and  we  once  more  drove  away.  Where  we 
drove,  I  neither  knew  then,  nor  have  ever  known 
since  ;  but  we  appeared  to  seek  out  the  narrowest 
and  worst  streets  in  London.  Whenever  I  saw 
him  directing  the  driver,  I  was  prepared  for  our 
descending  into  a  deeper  complication  of  such 
streets,  and  we  never  failed  to  do  so. 

Sometimes  we  emerged  upon  a  wider  thorough- 
fare, or  came  to  a  larger  building  than  the  gene- 
rality, well  lighted.  Then  we  stopped  at  offices 
like  those  we  had  visited  when  we  began  our 
journey,  and  I  saw  him  in  consultation  with 
others.  Sometimes  he  would  get  down  by  an 
archway,  or  at  a  street  corner,  and  mysteriously 
show  the  light  of  his  little  lantern.  This  would 
attract  similar  lights  from  various  dark  quarters, 
like  so  many  insects,  and  a  fresh  consultation 
would  be  held.  By  degrees  we  appeared  to 
contract  our  search  within  narrower  and  easier 
limits.  Single  police  ofticers  on  duty  could  now 
tell  Mr.  Bucket  what  he  wanted  to  know,  and 
point  to  him  where  to  go.  At  last  we  stopped 
for  a  rather  long  conversation  between  him  and 
one  of  these  men,  which  I  supposed  to  be  satis- 
factory from  his  manner  of  nodding  from  time 
to  time.  When  it  was  finished  he  came  to  me, 
looking  very  busy  and  very  attentive. 

"  Now,  Miss  Summerson,"  he  said  to  mc, 
"  you  won't  be  alarmed  whatever  comes  oft",  I 
know.  It's  not  necessary  for  me  to  give  you 
any  further  aiution,  than  to  tell  you  that  we 
have  marked  this  person  down,  and  that  you 
may  be  of  use  to  me  before  I  know  it  myself. 
I  don't  like  to  ask  such  a  thing,  my  dear,  but 
would  you  walk  a  little  way  ?" 

Of  course  I  got  out  directly,  and  took  his  arm. 

"It  ain't  so  eas}^  to  keep  your  feet,"  said  Mr. 
Bucket ;  "  but  take  time." 

Although  I  looked  about  me  confusedly  and 
hurriedly,  as  we  crossed  a  street,  I  thought  I 
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knew   the   place.     "  Are  -we   in   Holborn  ?"   I 
asked  him. 

"  Yes,"  said  Mr.  Bucket.  "  Do  you  know 
this  turning?" 

"  It  looks  like  Chancery  Lane." 

•'  And  was  christened  so,  my  dear,"  said  Mr. 
Bucket. 

We  turned  down  it ;  and  as  we  went,  shuflling 
through  the  sleet,  I  heard  the  clocks  strike  half- 
past  five.  We  passed  on  in  silence,  and  as 
quickly  as  we  could  with  such  a  foot-hold  ;  when 
someone  coming  towards  us  on  the  narrow  pave- 
ment, wrapped  in  a  cloak,  stopped  and  stood  asiile 
to  give  me  room.  In  the  same  moment  I  heard 
an  exclamation  of  wonder,  and  my  own  name,  from 
Mr.  Woodcourt.     I  knew  his  voice  very  well. 

It  was  so  unexpected,  and  so — I  don't  know 
what  to  call  it,  whether  pleasant  or  painful — to 
come  upon  it  after  my  feverish  wandering 
journey,  and  in  the  midst  of  the  night,  that  I 
could  not  keep  back  the  tears  from  my  eyes.  It 
was  like  hearing  his  voice  in  a  strange  country. 

"  My  dear  Miss  Summerson,  that  you  should 
be  out  at  this  hour,  and  in  such  weather ! " 

He  had  heard  from  my  Guardian  of  my 
having  been  called  away  on  some  uncommon 
business,  and  said  so  to  dispense  with  any  ex- 
planation. I  told  him  that  we  had  but  just  left 
a  coach,  and  were  going — but  then  I  was 
obliged  to  look  at  my  companion. 

"  Why,  you  see,  Mr.  Woodcourt ; "  he  had 
caught  the  name  from  me  ;  "  we  are  a  going  at 
present  into  the  next  street. — Inspector  Bucket." 

Mr.  Woodcourt,  disregarding  my  remon- 
strances, had  hurriedly  taken  off  his  cloak,  and 
was  putting  it  about  me.  "  That's  a  good 
move,  too,"  said  ^Nlr.  Bucket,  assisting,  ''  a  very 
good  move." 

"  May  I  go  with  you  ?"  said  Mr.  Woodcourt. 
I  don't  know  whether  to  me  or  my  companion. 

"Why,  lord  !"  exclaimed  Mr.  Bucket,  taking 
the  answer  on  himself.     "  Of  course  you  may." 

It  was  all  said  in  a  moment,  and  they  took 
me  between  them,  wrapped  in  the  cloak. 

"  I  have  just  left  Richard,"  said  Mr.  Wood- 
court.  "  I  have  been  sitting  with  him  since 
ten  o'clock  last  night." 

"  O  dear  me,  he  is  ill !" 

"  No,  no,  believe  me ;  not  ill,  but  not  quite 
well.  He  was  depressed  and  faint — you  know 
he  gets  so  worried  and  so  worn  sometimes — and 
Ada  sent  to  me  of  course ;  and  when  I  came 
home  I  found  her  note,  and'  came  straight  here. 
Well  !  Richard  revived  so  much  after  a  little 
while,  and  Ada  was  so  happy,  and  so  convinced 
of  its  being  my  doing,  though  God  knows  I 
had  little  enough  to  do  with  it,  that  I  remained 


with  him  until  he  had  been  fast  asleep  some 
hours.     As  fast  asleep  as  she  is  now,  I  hope  !" 

His  friendly  and  familiar  way  of  speaking  of 
them,  his  unaffected  devotion  to  them,  the 
grateful  confidence  with  which  I  knew  he  had 
inspired  my  darling,  and  the  comfort  he  was  to 
her ;  could  I  separate  all  this  from  his  promise 
to  me  ?  How  thankless  I  must  have  been  if  it 
had  not  recalled  the  words  he  said  to  me,  when 
he  was  so  moved  by  the  change  in  my  appear- 
ance :  "  I  will  accept  him  as  a  trust,  and  it  shall 
be  a  sacred  one!" 

We  now  turned  into  another  narrow  street. 
"  Mr.  Woodcourt,"  said  Mr.  Bucket,  who  had 
eyed  him  closely  as  we  came  along,  "  our  busi- 
ness takes  us  to  a  law-stationer's  here  ;  a  certain 
Mr.  Snagsby's.  What,  you  know  him,  do  you?" 
He  was  so  quick  that  he  saw  it  in  an  instant. 

"Yes,  I  know  a  little  of  him,  and  have  called 
upon  him  at  this  place." 

"Indeed,  sir?"  said  Mr.  Bucket.  "Then 
will  you  be  so  good  as  to  let  me  leave  Miss 
Summerson  with  you  for  a  moment,  while  I  go 
and  have  half  a  word  with  him?" 

The  last  police  officer  with  whom  he  had 
conferred  was  standing  silently  behind  us.  I 
was  not  aware  of  it  until  he  struck  in,  on  my 
saying  I  heard  some  one  crying. 

"  Don't  be  alarmed,  miss,"  he  returned.  "  It's 
Snagsby's  servant." 

"  Why,  you  see,"  said  Mr.  Bucket,  "  the  girl's 
subject  to  fits,  and  has  'em  bad  upon  her  to- 
night. A  most  contrairy  circumstance  it  is,  for 
I  want  certain  information  out  of  that  girl,  and 
she  must  be  brought  to  reason  somehow." 

'•'  At  all  events,  they  wouldn't  be  up  yet,  if  it 
wasn't  for  her,  Mr.  Bucket,"  said  the  other  man. 
"  She's  been  at  it  pretty  well  all  night,  sir." 

"  Well,  that's  true,"  he  returned.  "  My  light's 
burnt  out.     Show  yours  a  moment." 

All  this  passed  in  a  whisper,  a  door  or  two 
from  the  house  in  which  I  could  faintly  hear 
crying  and  moaning.  In  the  little  round  of 
light  produced  for  the  purpose,  Mr.  Bucket 
went  up  to  the  door  and  knocked.  The  door 
was  opened,  after  he  had  knocked  twice  ;  and 
he  went  in,  leaving  us  standing  in  the  street. 

"  Miss  Summerson,"  said  Mr.  Woodcourt ; 
"  if,  without  obtruding  myself  on  your  confi- 
dence, I  may  remain  near  you,  pray  let  me  do 
so." 

"You  are  truly  kind,"  I  answered.  "  I  need 
wish  to  keep  no  secret  of  my  own  from  you  ;  if 
I  keep  any,  it  is  another's." 

"  I  quite  understand.  Trust  me,  I  will  remain 
near  you  only  so  long  as  I  can  fully  respect  ic." 

"  I  trust  implicitly  to  you,"  I  said.     "  I  know 
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and  deeply  feel  how  sacredly  you  keep  your 
promise." 

After  a  short  time  the  little  round  of  light 
shone  out  again,  and  Mr.  Bucket  advanced 
towards  us  in  it  with  his  earnest  face.  "  Please 
to  come  in,  Miss  Summerson,"  he  said,  "and  sit 
down  by  the  lire.  Mr.  W'oodcourt,  from  informa- 
tion I  have  received  I  understand  you  are  a 
medical  man.  Would  you  look  to  this  girl  and 
see  if  anything  can  be  done  to  bring  her  round? 
She  has  a  letter  somewhere  that  I  particuLirly 
want.  It's  not  in  her  box,  and  I  think  it  must 
be  about  her ;  but  she  is  so  twisted  and  clenched 
up,  that  she  is  difficult  to  handle  without 
hurting." 

We  all  three  went  into  the  house  together ; 
although  it  was  cold  and  raw,  it  smelt  close  too 
from  being  up  all  night.  In  the  passage,  behind 
the  door,  stood  a  scared,  sorrowfuldooking  little 
man  in  a  grey  coat,  who  seemed  to  have  a 
naturally  jjolite  manner,  and  spoke  meekly. 

"  Down-stairs  if  you  please,  Mr.  Bucket,"  said 
he.  "  The  lady  will  excuse  the  front  kitchen  ; 
we  use  it  as  our  workaday  sitting-room.  The 
back  is  Ouster's  bed-room,  and  in  it  she's  a 
carrying  on,  poor  thing,  to  a  frightful  extent ! " 

We  went  down-stairs,  followed  by  Mr.  Snagsby, 
as  I  soon  found  the  little  man  to  be.  In  the 
front  kitchen,  sitting  by  the  fire,  was  Mrs. 
Snagsby,  with  very  red  eyes  and  a  very  severe 
expression  of  face. 

"  My  little  woman,"  said  Mr.  Snagsby,  enter- 
ing behind  us,  "to  waive — not  to  put  too  fine  a 
point  upon  it,  my  dear — hostifities,  for  one  single 
moment,  in  the  course  of  this  i)rolonged  night, 
here  is  Inspector  Bucket,  Mr.  Woodcourt  and  a 
lady." 

She  looked  very  much  astonished,  as  she  had 
reason  for  doing,  and  looked  particularly  hard 
at  me. 

"My  Httle  woman,"  said  Mr.  Snagsby,  sitting 
down  in  the  remotest  corner  by  the  door,  as  if 
he  were  taking  a  liberty,  "  it  is  not  unlikely  that 
you  may  inquire  of  me  why  Inspector  Bucket, 
Mr.  Woodcourt,  and  a  lady,  call  upon  us  in 
Cook's  Court,  Cursitor  Street,  at  the  present 
hour.-  I  ilon't  know.  I  have  not  the  least  idea. 
If  I  was  to  be  informed,  I  should  despair  of 
understanding,  and  I'd  rather  not  be  told." 

He  appeared  so  miserable,  sitting  with  his 
head  upon  his  hand,  and  I  appeared  so  unwel- 
come, that  I  was  going  to  offer  an  apology, 
when  Mr.  Bucket  took  the  matter  on  himself. 

"  Now,  Mr.  Snagsby,"  said  ho,  "  the  best 
thing  you  can  do,  is  to  go  along  with  Mr. 
Woodcourt  to  look  after  your  Ouster-^ " 

"  My  Guster,  Mr.  Bucket !"  cried  Mr.  Snagsby. 


"  Go  on,  sir,  go  on.  I  shall  be  charged  with 
that  next." 

"  And  to  hold  the  candle,"  pursued  Mr.  Bucket 
without  correcting  himself,  "  or  hold  her,  or 
make  yourself  useful  in  any  way  you're  asked. 
Which  there's  not  a  man  alive  more  ready  to  do; 
for  you're  a  man  of  urbanity  and  suavity,  you 
know,  and  you've  got  the  sort  of  heart  that  can 
feel  for  another,  (Mr.  Woodcourt,  would  you 
be  so  good  as  to  see  to  her,  and  if  you  can  get 
that  letter  from  her,  to  let  me  have  it  as  soon  as 
ever  you  can  ?) " 

As  they  went  out,  Mr.  Bucket  made  me  sit 
down  in  a  corner  by  the  fire,  and  take  oft"  my 
wet  shoes,  which  he  turned  up  to  dry  upon  the 
fender;  talking  all  the  time. 

"  Don't  you  be  at  all  put  out,  miss,  by  the 
want  of  a  hqspitable  look  from  Mrs.  Snagsby 
there,  because  she's  under  a  mistake  altogether. 
She'll  find  that  out,  sooner  than  will  be  agreeable 
to  a  lady  of  her  generally,  correct  manner  of 
forming  her  thoughts,  because  I'm  a  going  to 
explain  it  to  her."  Here,  standing  on  the  hearth 
with  his  wet  hat  and  shawls  in  his  hand,  himself 
a  pile  of  wet,  he  turned  to  Mrs.  Snagsby.  "  Now, 
the  first  thing  that  I  say  to  you,  as  a  married 
woman,  possessing  what  you  n-.ay  call  charms, 
you  know — '  Believe  me,  if  all  those  endearing, 
and  cetrer' — you're  well  acquainted  with  the 
song,  because  it's  in  vain  for  you  to  tell  me  that 
you  and  good  society  are  strangers — charms — 
attractions,  mind  you,  that  ought  to  give  you 
confidence  in  }Ourself — is,  that  you've  done 
it." 

Mrs.  Snagsby  looked  rather  alarmed,  relented 
a  little,  and  faltered,  what  did  Mr,  Bucket 
mean  ? 

'•  What  does  Islx.  Bucket  mean  ?"  he  repeated ; 
and  I  saw,  by  his  face,  that  all  the  time  he 
talked  he  was  listening  for  the  iliscovery  of  the 
letter — to  my  own  great  agitation  ;  for  I  knew 
then  how  important  it  must  be ;  "  I'll  tell  you 
what  he  means,  ma'am.  Go  and  see  Othello 
acted.     That's  the  tragedy  for  you." 

Mrs.  Snagsby  consciously  asked  why. 

"Why? "said  Mr.  Bucket.  "Because  you'll 
come  to  that,  if  you  don't  look  out.  Why,  at 
the  very  moment  while  I  speak,  I  know  what 
your  mind's  not  wholly  free  from,  respecting  this 
young  lady.  But  shall  I  tell  you  who  this 
young  lady  is  ?  Now,  come,  you're  what  I  call 
an  intellectual  woman — with  your  soul  too  large 
for  )Our  body,  if  you  come  to  that,  and  chafing 
it — and  you  know  me,  and  you  recollect  where 
you  saw  me  last,  and  what  was  talked  of  in  that 
circle.  Don't  you  ?  Yes !  Very  well.  This 
young  lady  is  that  young  lady." 
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Mrs.  Snagsby  appeared  to  understand  the 
reference  better  than  I  did  at  the  time. 

"And  Toughey — him  as  you  call  Jo — was 
mixed  up  in  the  same  business,  antl  no  other ; 
and  the  law-writer  that  you  know  of,  was  mixed 
up  in  the  same  business,  and  no  other  ;  and 
your  husband,  with  no  more  knowledge  of  it 
than  your  great-grandfather,  was  mixed  up  (by 
Mr.  Tulkinghorn,  deceased,  his  best  customer) 
in  the  same  business,  and  no  other ;  and  the 
whole  bileing  of  people  was  mixed  up  in  the 
same  business,  and  no  other.  And  yet  a  married 
woman,  possessing  your  attractions,  shuts  her 
eyes  (and  sparklers  too),  and  goes  and  runs  her 
delicate-formed  head  against  a  wall.  ^Vhy,  I  am 
ashamed  of  you  !  (I  expected  Mr.  Woodcourt 
might  have  got  it,  by  this  time.)" 

Mrs.  Snagsby  shook  her  head,  and  put  her 
handkerchief  to  her  eyes. 

"Is  that  all?"  said  Afr.  Bucket,  excitedly. 
*'  No.  See  Avhat  happens.  Another  person 
mixed  up  in  that  business  and  no  other,  a  person 
in  a  wretched  state,  comes  here  to-night,  and 
is  seen  a  speaking  to  your  maid-servant ;  and 
between  her  and  your  maid-servant  there  passes 
a  paper  that  I  would  give  a  hundred  pound  for, 
down.  What  do  you  do  ?  You  hide  and  you 
watch  'em,  and  you  pounce  upon  that  maid- 
servant— knowing  what  she's  subject  to,  and 
what  a  little  thing  will  bring  'em  on — in  that 
surprising  manner,  and  with  that  severity,  that 
by  the  Lord,  she  goes  off  and  keeps  off,  when 
a  Life  may  be  hanging  upon  that  girl's 
words  !  " 

He  so  thoroughly  meant  what  he  said  now, 
that  I  involuntarily  clasped  my  hands,  and  felt 
the  room  turning  away  from  me.  But  it  stopped. 
Air.  Woodcourt  came  in,  put  a  paper  into  his 
hand,  and  went  away  again. 

"  Now,  Mrs.  Snagsby,  the  only  amends  you 
can  make,"  said  Mr.  Bucket,  rapidly  glancing  at 
it,  "  is  to  let  me  speak  a  word  to  this  young  lady 
in  private  here.  And  if  you  know  of  any  help 
that  you  can  give  to  that  gentleman  in  the  next 
kitchen  there,  or  can  think  of  any  one  thing 
that's  likelier  than  another  to  bring  the  girl 
round,  do  your  swiftest  and  best ! "  In  an 
instant  she  was  gone,  and  he  had  shut  the  door. 

"  Now,  my  dear,  you're  steady,  and  quite  sure 
of  yourself?" 

"  Quite,"  said  I. 

"  Whose  writing  is  that  ?  " 

It  was  my  mother's.  A  pencil-writing,  on  a 
crushed^  and  torn  piece  of  paper,  blotted  with 
wet.  Folded  roughly  like  a  letter,  and  directed 
to  me.  at  my  Guardian's. 

"  You  know  the  hand,"  he  said ;  "  and  if  you 


are  firm  enough  to  read  it  to  me,  do !     But  be 
particular  to  a  word." 

It  had  been  written  in  portions,  at  different 
times.     I  read  what  follows  : 

"  I  came  to  the  cottajjc  with  two  objects.  First,  to 
see  the  dear  one,  if  I  could,  once  more — but  only  to  see 
her — not  to  speak  to  her,  or  let  her  know  that  I  was 
near.  The  other  object  to  elude  pursuit,  and  to  be  lost. 
Do  not  blame  the  mother  for  her  share.  The  assistance 
that  she  rendered  me,  she  rendered  on  my  strongest 
assurance  that  it  was  for  the  dear  one's  good.  You 
remember  her  dead  child.  The  men's  consent  I  bought, 
but  her  help  was  freely  given." 

"  '  I  came.'  That  was  written,"  said  my  com- 
panion, "  when  she  rested  there.  It  bears  out 
what  I  made  of  it.     I  was  right." 

The  next  was  written  at  another  time. 

"  I  have  wandered  a  long  distance,  and  for  many 
hours,  and  I  know  that  I  must  soon  die.  These  streets'! 
I  have  no  purpose  but  to  die.  When  I  left,  I  had  a 
worse ;  but  I  am  saved  from  adding  that  guilt  to  the 
rest.  Cold,  wet,  and  fatigue,  are  sufficient  causes  for  my 
being  found  dgad :  but  I  shall  die  of  others,  though  I 
suffer  from  these.  It  was  right  that  all  that  had  sus- 
tained me  should  give  way  at  once,  and  that  I  should  die 
of  terror  and  my  conscience." 

"  Take  courage,"  said  Mr.  Bucket.  "  There's 
only  a  few  words  more." 

These,  too,  were  written  at  another  time.  To 
all  appearance,  almost  in  the  dark. 

"I  have  done  all  I  coukl  to  be  lost.  I  shall  be  soon 
forgotten  so,  and  shall  disgrace  him  least.  I  have 
nothing  about  me  by  which  I  can  be  recognised.  This 
paper  I  part  with  now.  The  place  where  I  shall  lie 
down,  if  I  can  yet  get  so  far,  has  been  often  in  my  mind. 
Farewell.     Forgive." 

Mr.  Bucket,  supporting  me  with  his  arm, 
lowered  tiie  gently  into  my  chair.  "  Cheer  up  ! 
Don't  think  me  hard  with  you,  my  dear,  but,  as 
soon  as  ever  you  feel  equal  to  it,  get  your  shoes 
on  and  be  ready." 

I  did  as  he  required  ;  but  I  was  left  there  a 
long  time,  praying  for  my  unhappy  mother. 
They  were  all  occupied  with  the  poor  girl,  and 
I  heard  Mr.  Woodcourt  directing  them,  and 
speaking  to  her  often.  At  length  he  came  in 
with  Mr.  Bucket ;  and  said  that  as  it  was  im- 
portant to  address  her  gently,  he  thought  it  best 
that  I  should  ask  her  for  whatever  information 
we  desired  to  obtain.  There  was  no  doubt  that 
she  could  now  reply  to  questions,  if  she  were 
soothed,  and  not  alarmed.  The  questions,  Mr. 
Bucket  said,  were  how  she  came  by  the  letter, 
what  passed  between  her  and  the  person  who 
gave  her  the  letter,  and  where  the  person  went. 
Holding  my  mind  as  steadily  as  I  could  to  these 
points,  I  went  into   the  next  room  with  them. 
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Mr.  WoodcoLirt  would  have  remained  outside, 
but  at  my  solicitation  went  in  with  us. 

The  poor  girl  was  sitting  on  the  floor  where 
they  had  laid  her  down.  They  stood  around 
her  though  at  a  little  distance,  that  she  might 
have  air.  She  was  not  pretty,  and  looked  weak 
and  poor ;  but  she  had  a  plaintive  and  a  good 
face,  though  it  was  still  a  little  wild.  I  kneeled 
on  the  ground  beside  her,  and  put  her  poor  head 
en  my  shoulder  ;  whereupon  she  drew  her  arm 
round  my  neck,  and  burst  into  tears. 


"  My  poor  girl,"  said  I,  laying  my  face  against 
her  forehead ;  for  indeed  I  was  crying  too,  and 
trembling ;  "  it  seems  cruel  to  trouble  you  now, 
but  more  depends  on  our  knowing  something 
about  this  letter,  than  I  could  tell  you  in  an 
hour." 

She  began  pitcously  declaring  that  she  didn't 
mean  any  harm,  she  didn't  mean  any  harm.  Mrs. 
Snagsby. 

"  We  are  all  sure  of  that,"  said  I.  "  But  pray 
tell  me  how  you  got  it." 
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*'Yes,  dear  lady,  I  will,  and  tell  you  true. 
I'll  tell  true,  indeed,  Mrs.  Snagsby." 

"  I  am  sure  of  that,"  said  I.  "  And  how  was 
it?' 

"  I  had  been  out  on  an  errand,  dear  lady — 
long  after  it  was  dark — quite  late ;  and  when  I 
came  home,  I  found  a  common-looking  i)erson, 
all  wet  and  muddy,  looking  up  at  our  house. 
When  she  saw  me  coming  in  at  the  door,  she 
oiUed  me  back,  and  said  did  I  live  here  ?  and  I 
said  yes,  and  she  said  she  knew  only  one  or  two 
Bleak  Hoi'se,  27. 


places  about  here,  but  had  lost  her  way,  and 
couldn't  find  them.  O  what  shall  I  do,  what 
shall  I  do  ?  They  won't  believe  me  !  She  didn't 
say  any  harm  to  me,  and  I  didn't  say  any  harm 
to  her,  indeed,  Mrs.  Snagsby  !  " 

It  was  necessary  for  her  mistress  to  comfort 
her:  which  she  did,  I  must  say,  with  a  good 
deal  of  contrition  :  before  she  could  be  got 
beyond  this. 

"  She  could  not  find  those  places,"  said  I. 

"  No  !  "   cried   the   girl,    shaking   her    head. 
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"  No  !  Couldn't  find  them.  And  she  was  so 
faint,  an  I  lame,  and  miserable,  O  so  wretched! 
that  if  you  had  seen  her,  j\Ir.  Snagsby,  you'd 
have  given  her  half-a-crown,  I  know  !  " 

"  A\'ell,  Guster,  my  girl,"  said  he,  at  first  not 
knowing  what  to  say.     "  I  hope  I  should." 

"  Ar.d  }'et  she  was  so  well  spoken,"  said  the 
girl,  looking  at  me  with  wide-open  eyes,  "  that 
it  made  a  person's  heart  bleed.  And  so  she 
s;iid  to  me,  did  I  know  the  way  to  the  burying- 
ground  ?  And  I  asked  h"i-  which  burying- 
ground  .^  And  sl;e  said  the  poor  burying- 
ground..  And  so  I  told  her  I  had  been  a  poor 
child  myself,  and  it  was  acconiing  to  parishes. 
]3ut  she  said  she  meant  a  po.:-  burying-ground 
not  very  far  from  liere,  where  there  was  an  arch- 
way, and  a  step,  and  an  iron  gate." 

As  I  watcl.eJ  her  face,  and  soothed  her  to  go 
on,  I  saw  that  JMr.  Bucket  received  this  with  a 
look  which  I  could  not  separate  from  one  of  alarm. 

"  O  dear,  dear !  "  cried  the  girl,  pressing  her 
hair  back  with  her  hands,  "what  shall  I  do, 
what  shall  I  do  !  She  meant  the  burying-ground 
where  the  man  was  buried  that  took  the  sleeping 
stuff — that  you  came  home  and  told  us  of,  Mr, 
Snagsbj'  -that  frightened  me  so, "Mrs.  Snagsby. 

0  I  am  frightened  again.     Hold  me  !  " 

"You  are  so  much  better  r.ow,"  said  I. 
"  Pray,  pray  tell  me  more." 

"  Yes  I  will,  yes  I  will !  But  don't  be  angry 
A\ith  me,  that's  a  dear  lady,  because  I  ha\e  been 
so  ill." 

Angry  with  her,  poor  soul ! 

"  There,  now  I  will,  now  I  will.  So  she  said, 
could  I  tell  her  how  to  find  it,  and  I  said  yes, 
and  I  told  her ;  and  she  looked  at  me  with*  eyes 
like  ahiiost  as  if  she  was  blind,  and  herself  all 
waving  back.  And  so  she  took  out  the  lettef, 
and  showed  it  me,  and  said  if  she  was  to  put 
that  in  the  post-office,  it  would  be  rubbed  out 
and  not  minded  and  never  sent ;  and  would  I 
take  it  from  her,  and  send  it,  and  the  messenger 
would  be  paid  at  the  house  ?  And  so  I  said  yes, 
if  it  was  no  harm,  and  she  said  no — no  harm. 
And  so  I  took  it  from  her,  and  she  said  she  had 
nothing  to  give  me,  and  I  said  I  was  j)oor  my- 
self and  consequently  wanted  nothing.  And  so 
.she  said  God  bless  you  !  and  went." 

'•  And  did  she  go —  ?  " 

•'  Yes,"  cried  the  girl,  anticipating  the  inquiry, 
'■  )es  !  she  went  the  way  I  had  shown  her.  Then 

1  came  in,  and  INIrs.  Snagsby  came  behind  mc 
from  somewhere,  and  laid  hold  of  me,  and  I  was 
frightened." 

jMr.  Woodcourt  took  her  kindly  from  me. 
]\rr.  Bucket  wrapped  me  up,  and  immediately 
we  were  in  the  street.    Mr.  Woodcourt  hesitated, 


but  I  said,  "Don't  leave  me  now! "and  Mr. 
Bucket  added,  "  You'll  be  better  with  us,  we  may 
want  you  ;  don't  lose  time  !  " 

I  have  the  most  confused  impressions  of  that 
walk.  I  recollect  that  it  was  neither  night  nor 
day  \  that  morning  was  dawning,  but  the  street- 
lamps  were  not  yet  put  out ;  that  the  sleet  was 
still  falling,  and  that  all  the  ways  were  deep  with 
it.  I  recollect  a  few  chilled  people  passing  in 
the  streets.  I  recollect  the  wet  housetops,  the 
clogged  and  bursting  gutters  and  water-spouts,^ 
the  mounds  of  blackened  ice  and  snow  over 
which  we  passed,  the  narrowness  of  the  courts 
by  which  we  went.  At  the  same  time  I  re- 
member, that  the  poor  girl  seemed  to  be  yet 
telling  her  story  audibly  and  plainly  in  my  hear- 
ing ;  that  I  could  feel  her  resting  on  my  arm  ; 
that  the  stained  house  fronts  put  on  human 
shapes  and  looked  at  me ;  that  great  water-gates 
seemed  to  be  opening  and  closing  in  my  head, 
or  in  the  air;  and  that  the  unreal  things  were 
more  substantial  than  the  real. 

At  last  we  stood  under  a  dark  and  miserable 
covered  way,  where  one  lamp  was  burning  over 
an  iron  gate,  and  Avhere  the  morning  faintly 
struggled  in.  The  gate  was  closed.  Beyond  it, 
was  a  burial-ground — a  dre.:uful  spot  in  which 
the  night  was  very  slowly  stiuing  ;  but  where  I 
could  dimly  see  heaps  of  dishonoured  graves 
and  stones,  hemmed  in  by  filthy  houset,  with  a 
few  dull  lights  in  their  windows,  and  oa  whose 
walls  a  thick  humidity  broke  out  like  a  disease. 
On  the  step  at  the  gate,  drenched  in  the  fearful 
wet  of  such  a  place,  wiiich  oozed  and  si)lashed 
down  every;  nere,  I  saw,  with  a  cry  of  pity  and 
horror,  a  woman  lying — Jenny,  the  mother  of 
the  dead  child. 

I  ran-  forward,  but  they  stopped  me,  and  Mr. 
Woodcourt  entreated  me,  with  the  greatest 
earnestness,  even  with  tears,  before  I  went  up  to 
the  figure,  to  listen  for  an  instant  to  what  ]\Ir. 
Bucket  said.  I  did  so,  as  I  thought.  I  did  so, 
as  I  am  sure. 

"  Miss  Summerson,  you'll  understand  me,  if 
you  think  a  moment.  They  changed  clothes  at 
the  cottage." 

They  changed  clothes  at  the  cottage.  I  could 
repeat  the  words  in  my  mind,  and  I  knew  what 
they  meant  of  themselves ;  but  I  attached  no 
meaning  to  them  in  any  other  connection. 

"  And  one  returned,"  said  Mr.  Bucket,  "  and 
one  went  on.  And  the  one  that  went  on,  only 
went  on  a  certain  way  agreed  upon  to  deceive, 
and  then  turned  across  country,  and  went  home. 
Think  a  moment !" 

I  could  repeat  this  in  my  mind  too,  but  I  had 
not  the  least  idea  what  it  meant.     I  saw  before 


WELCOME  TO  THE  GROWLERY. 


407 


me,  lying  on  the  step,  the  mother  of  the  dead 
child.  She  lay  there,  with  one  arm  creeping 
round  a  bar  of  the  iron  gate,  and  seemed  to 
embrace  it.  She  lay  there,  who  had  so  lately 
spoken  to  my  mother.  She  lay  there,  a  distressed, 
unsheltered,  senseless  creature.  She  who  had 
brought  my  mother's  letter,  who  could  give  me 
the  only  clue  to  where  my  mother  was  ;  she  who 
Avas  to  guide  us  to  rescue  and  sa\'e  her  whom  we 
had  sought  so  far,  who  had  cone  to  this  condi- 
tion by  some  means  connected  with  my  mother 
that  I  could  not  follow,  and  might  be  passing 
beyond  our  reach  and  help  at  that  moment ;  she 
lay  there,  and  they  stopped  me  !  I  saw,  but  did 
not  comprehend,  the  solemn  and  compassionate 
look  in  Mr.  Woodcourt's  face.  I  saw,  but  did 
not  comprehend,  his  touching  the  other  on  the 
breast  to  keep  him  back.  I  saw  him  stand  un- 
covered in  the  bitter  air,  with  a  reverence  for 
something.  But  my  understanding  for  all  this 
was  gone. 

I  even  heard  it  said  between  them : 

'•Shall  she  go?" 

"  She  had  better  go.  Her  hands  should  be 
the  first  to  touch  her.  They  have  a  higher  right 
than  ours." 

I  passed  on  to  the  gate,  and  stooped  douTi. 
I  lifted  the  heavy  head,  put  the  long  dank  hair 
aside,  and  turned  the  face.  And  it  was  my 
mother,  cold  and  dead. 


CHAPTER  LX. 

PERSPECTIVE. 

PROCEED  to  other  passages  of  my 
narrative.  From  the  goodness  of  all 
about  me,  I  derived  such  consolation 
as  I  can  never  think  of  unmoved.  I 
^j,  have  already  said  so  much  of  myself, 
and  so  much  still  remains,  that  I  will 
not  dwell  upon  my  sorrow.  I  had  an 
illness,  but  it  was  not  a  long  one;  and  I 
would  avoid  even  this  mention  of  it,  if  I  could 
quite  keep  down  the  recollection  of  their  sym- 
l)athy. 

I  proceed  to  other  passages  of  my  narrative. 
During  the  time  of  my  illness,  we  were  still  in 
London,  where  Mrs.  Woodcourt  had  come,  on 
my  Guardian's  invitation,  to  stay  with  us.  When 
my  Guardian  thought  me  well  and  cheerful 
enough  to  talk  with  him  in  our  old  way — though 
I  could  have  done  that  sooner,  if  he  wou-ld  have 
believed  me — I  resumed  my  work,  and  my  chair 
beside  his.  He  had  appointed  the  time  himself, 
and  we  were  alone. 


"  Dame  Trot,''  said  he,  receiving  me  with  a 
kiss,  "  welcome  to  the  Growlery  again,  my  dear. 
I  have  a  scheme  to  develop,  little  woman.  I 
purpose  to  remain  here,  perhaps  for  six  months, 
perhaps  for  a  longer  tjme — as  it  may  be.  Quite 
to  settle  here  for  awhile,  in  short." 

"And  in  the  meanwhile  leave  Bleak  House?" 
said  I. 

"  Aye,  my  dear  ?  Bleak  House,"  he  returned, 
"must  learn  to  take  care  of  itself" 

I  thought  his  tone  sounded  sorrowful  ;  but, 
looking  at  him,  I  saw  his  kind  face  lighted  up 
by  its  pleasantest  smile. 

"  Bleak  House,"  he  repeated ;  and  his  tone 
did  not  sound  sorrowful,  I  found,  "  must  learn  to 
take  care  of  itself.  It  is  a  long  way  from  Ada, 
my  dear,  and  Ada  stands  much  in  need  of  you." 

"  It  is  like  you.  Guardian,"  said  I,  "  to  have 
been  taking  that  into  consideration,  for  a  happy 
surprise  to  both  of  us." 

"  Not  so  disinterested  either,  my  dear,  if  yon 
mean  to  extol  me  for  that  virtue ;  since,  if  you 
were  generally  on  the  road,  you  could  be  seldom 
with  me.  And  besides,  I  wish  to  hear  as  much 
and  as  often  of  Ada  as  I  can,  in  this  condition 
of  estrangement  from  poor  Rick.  Not  of  her 
alone,  but  of  him  too,  poor  fellow." 

"  Have  you  seen  Mr.  Woodcourt  this  morn- 
ing. Guardian  ?  "    » 

"  I  see  Mr.  Woodcourt  every  morning,  Dame 
Durden." 

"Does  he  still  say  the  same  of  Richard?" 

"  Just  the  same.  He  knows  of  no  direct 
bodily  illness  that  he  has ;  on  the  contrary  he 
believes  that  he  has  none.  Yet  he  is  not  easy 
about  him  ;  who  can  be  ?  " 

My  dear  girl  had  been  to  see  us  lately,  every 
day ;  sometimes  twice  in  a  day.  But  we  had 
foreseen,  all  along,  that  this  would  only  last 
until  I  was  quite  myself.  We  knew  full  well 
that  her  fervent  heart  was  as  full  of  afiection 
and  gratitude  towards  her  cousin  John  as  it  had 
ever  been,  and  we  acquitted  Richard  of  laying 
any  injunctions  upon  her  to  stay  away ;  but  we 
knew  on  the  other  hand  that  she  felt  it  a  part 
of  her  duty  to  him,  to  be  sparing  of  her  visits 
at  our  house.  My  Guardian's  delicacy  had 
soon  perceived  this,  and  had  tried  to  convey  to 
her  that  he  thought  she  was  right. 

'■  Dear,  unfortunate,  mistaken  Richard,"  said 
I.     "When  will  he  awake  from  his  delusion?" 

"  He  is  not  in  the  way  to  do  so  now,  my 
dear,"  replied  my  Guardian.  "The  more  he 
suflers,  the  more  averse  he  will  be  to  me :  having 
made  me  the  principal  representative  of  the 
great  occasion  of  his  suffering." 

I  could  not  help  adding,  "  So  unreasonably !  ' 
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"  Ah,  Dame  Trot,  Dame  Trot  !  "  returneil  my 
Guardian,  "what  shall  we  find  reasonable  in 
Jaind)cc  and  Jarnd}ce  !  Unreason  and  injus- 
tice at  the  top,  unreason  and  injustice  at  the 
heart  and  at  the  bottom,  unreason  and  injustice 
from  beginning  to  end — if  it  ever  has  an  end — 
how  should  poor  Rick,  always  hovering  near  it, 
pluck  reason  out  of  it?  He  no  more  gathers 
grapes  from  thorns,  or  figs  from  thistles,  than 
older  men  did,  in  old  times." 

His  gentleness  and  consideration  for  Richard, 
whenever  we  spoke  of  him,  touched  me  so, 
that  I  was  always  silent  on  this  subject  very 
soon. 

"  I  suppose  tlie  Lord  Chancellor,  and  the 
Vice  Chancellors,  and  the  whole  Chancery 
battery  of  great  guns,  would  be  infinitely  as- 
tonished by  such  unreason  and  injustice  in  one 
of  their  suitors,"  pursued  my  Guardian.  "  When 
those  learned  gentlemen  begin  to  raise  moss- 
roses  from  the  powder  they  sow  in  their  wigs, 
1  shall  begin  to  be  astonished  too  ! " 

He  checked  himself  in  glancing  towards  the 
window  to  look  where  the  wind  was,  and  leaned 
on  the  back  of  my  chair  instead. 

"  Well,  well,  little  woman !  To  go  on,  my 
dear.  This  rock  we  must  leave  to  time,  chance, 
and  hopeful  circumstance.  We  must  not  ship- 
wreck Ada  upon  it.  She  cannot  afford,  and  he 
cannot  afford,  the  remotest  chance  of  another 
separation  from  a  friend.  Therefore,  I  have 
particularly  begged  of  Woodcourt,  and  I  now 
])articularly  beg  of  you,  my  dear,  not  to  move 
this  subject  with  Rick.  Let  it  rest.  Next 
week,  next  month,  next  year,  sooner  or  later,  he 
will  see  me  with  clearer  eyes.     I  can  wait." 

But  I  had  already  discussed  it  with  him,  I 
confessed ;  and  so,  I  thought,  had  Mr.  Wood- 
court. 

"So  he  tells  me,"  returned  my  Guardian. 
"  Very  good.  He  has  made  his  protest,  and 
Dame  Durden  has  made  hers,  and  there  is 
nothing  more  to  be  said  about  it.  Now  I  come 
to  Mrs.  W^oodcourt.  How  do  you  like  her,  my 
dear?" 

In  answer  to  this  question,  which  was  oddly 
abrupt,  I  said  I  liked  her  very  much,  and 
thought  she  was  more  agreeable  than  she  used 
to  be. 

"  I  think  so  too,"  saiil  my  Guardian.  "  Less 
pedigree  ?  Not  so  mucli  of  Morgan-ap — what's 
his  name?" 

That  was  what  I  meant,  I  acknowledged  ; 
though  he  was  a  very  harmless  person,  even 
when  we  had  had  more  of  him. 

"  Still,  upon  the  whole,  he  is  as  well  in  his 
native  mountains,"  said  my  Guardian.  "  I  agree 


with  you.     Then,  little  woman,  can  I  do  better 
for  a  time  than  retain  Mrs.  Woodcourt  here  ?" 

No.     And  yet 

My  Guardian  looked  at  me,  waiting  for  what 
I  had  to  say. 

I  had  nothing  to  say.  At  least  I  had  nothing 
in  my  mind  that  L  could  say.  I  had  an  un- 
defined impression  that  it  might  have  been 
better  if  we  had  had  some  other  inmate,  but 
I  could  hardly  have  explained  why,  even  to 
myself.  Or,  if  to  myself,  certainly  not  to  any- 
body else. 

"  You  see,"  said  my  Guardian,  "  our  neigh- 
bourhood is  in  Woodcourt's  way,  and  he  can 
come  here  to  see  her  as  often  as  he  likes,  w^hich 
is  agreeable  to  them  both ;  and  she  is  familiar 
to  us,  and  fond  of  you." 

Yes.  That  was  undeniable.  I  had  notliiiii; 
to  say  against  it.  I  could  not  have  suggested  a 
better  arrangement ;  but  I  was  not  quite  easy  in 
my  mind.  Esther,  Esther,  why  not  ?  Esther, 
think  ! 

"  It  is  a  very  good  plan  indeed,  dear  Guar- 
dian, and  we  could  not  do  better," 

"  Sure,  little  woman  ?  " 

Quite  sure.  I  had  had  a  moment's  time  to 
think,  'since  I  had  urged  that  duty  on  myself, 
and  I  was  quite  sure. 

"  Good,"  said  my  Guardian.  "  It  shall  be 
done.     Carried  unanimousl}^'' 

"  Carried  unanimously,"  I  repeated,  going  on 
with  my  work. 

It  was  a  cover  for  his  book-table  that  I  hajv 
pened  to  be  ornamenting.  It  had  been  laid  by 
on  the  night  preceding  my  sad  journey,  and 
never  resumed.  I  showed  it  to  him  now,  and 
he  admired  it  highly.  After  I  had  explained 
the  pattern  to  him,  and  all  the  great  effects  that 
were  to  come  out  by-and-by,  I  thought  I  would 
go  back  to  our  last  theme. 

"  You  said,  dear  Guardian,  when  we  spoke  of 
]\Ir.  Woodcourt  before  Ada  left  us,  that  you 
thought  he  would  give  a  long  trial  to  another 
country.     Have  you  been  advising  him  since  ?  " 

"  Yes,  little  woman  ;  pretty  often." 

"  Has  he  decided  to  do  so  ?  " 

"  I  rather  think  not." 

"  Some  other  prospect  has  opened  to  him, 
perhaps  ?"  said  I. 

"Why — yes — perhaps,"  returned  my  Guardian, 
beginning  his  answer  in  a  very  deliberate  man- 
ner. "  About  half  a  year  hence  or  so,  there  is 
a  medical  attendant  for  the  poor  to  be  appointed 
at  a  certain  place  in  Yorkshire.  It  is  a  thriving 
place,  pleasantly  situated ;  streams  and  streets, 
town  and  country,  mill  and  moor ;  and  seems 
to  present  an  opening  for  such  a  man,    I  mean, 
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a  man  whose  hopes  and  aims  may  sometimes 
lie  (as  most  men's  sometimes  do,  I  dare  say) 
above  the  ordinary  level,  but  to  whom  the 
ordinary  level  will  be  high  enough  after  all,  if  it 
should  prove  to  be  a  way  of  usefulness  and 
good  service  leading  to  no  other.  All  generous 
spirits  are  ambitious,  I  suppose  \  but  the  am- 
bition that  calmly  trusts  itself  to  such  a  road, 
instead  of  spasmoilically  trying  to  fly  over  it,  is 
of  the  kind  I  care  for.    It  is  Woodcourt's  kind." 

"  And  will  he  get  this  appointment  ?  "  I 
asked. 

"  Why,  little  woman,"  returned  my  Guardian, 
smiling,  "  not  being  an  oracle,  I  cannot  confi- 
dently say ;  but  I  think  so.  His  rci)utation  stands 
very  high  ;  there  were  people  from  that  part  of 
the  country  in  the  shipwreck  ;  and,  strange  to 
say,  I  believe  the  best  man  has  the  best  chance. 
You  must  not  suppose  it  to  be  a  fine  endow- 
ment. It  is  a  very,  very  commonplace  affair, 
my  dear  :  an  appointment  to  a  great  amount  of 
work  and  a  small  amount  of  pay ;  but  better 
things  will  gather  about  it,  it  may  be  fairly 
hoped." 

'•'  The  poor  of  that  place  will  have  reason  to 
bless  the  choice,  if  it  falls  on  Mr.  Woodcourt, 
Guardian." 

"  You  are  right,  little  woman  ;  that  I  am  sure 
they  will." 

We  said  no  more  about  it,  nor  did  he  say 
a  word  about  the  future  of  Bleak  House.  But 
it  was  the  first  tijne  I  had  taken  my  seat  at  his 
side  in  my  mourning  dress,  and  that  accounted 
for  it  I  considered. 

I  now  began  to  visit  my  dear  girl  every  day, 
in  the  dull  dark  corner  where  she  lived.  The 
morning  was  my  usual  time;  but  whenever  I 
found  1  had  an  hour  or  so  to  spare,  I  put  on 
my  bonnet  and  bustled  off  to  Chancery  Lane. 
They  Avere  both  so  glad  to  see  me  at  all  hours, 
and  used  to  brighten  up  so  when  they  heard  me 
opening  the  door  and  coming  in  (being  quite  at 
home,  I  never  knocked),  that  I  had  no  fear  of 
becoming  troublesome  just  yet. 

On  these  occasions  I  frequently  found 
Richard  absent.  At  other  times  he  would  be 
v/riting,  or  reading  i)apers  in  the  Cause,  at 
that  table  of  his,  so  covered  with  papers,  which 
was  never  disturbed.  Sometimes  I  would  come 
upon  him,  lingering  at  the  door  of  Mr.  Vholes's 
office.  Sometimes  I  would  meet  hini  in  the 
neighbourhood,  lounging  about,  and  biting  his 
nails.  I  often  met  him  wandering  in  Lincoln's 
Inn,  near  the  place  where  I  had  first  seen  him, 
O  how  different,  how  different ! 

That  the  money  Ada  brought  him  was  melt- 
ing away  with  the  candles  I  used  to  sec  burning 


after  dark  in  Mr.  Vholes's  oftice,  I  knew  very 
well.  It  was  not  a  large  amount  in  the  begin- 
ning ;  he  had  married  in  debt ;  and  I  could  not 
fail  to  understand,  by  this  time,  what  was  meant 
by  Mr^  iHioles's  shoulder  being  at  the  wheel 
— as  I  still  heard  it  was.  My  dear  made  the 
best  of  housekeepers,  and  tried  hard  to  save ; 
but  I  knew  that  they  were  getting  poorer  and 
poorer  every  day. 

She  shone  in  the  miserable  comer  like  a  beau- 
tiful star.  She  adorned  and  graced  it  so,  that  it 
became  another  place.  Paler  than  she  had 
been  at  home,  and  a  little  quieter  than  I  had 
thought  natural  when  she  was  yet  so  cheerful 
and  hopeful,  her  face  was  so  unshadowed,  that 
I  half  believed  she  was  blinded  by  her  love  for 
Richard  to  his  ruinous  career. 

I  went  one  day  to  dine  withlhein,  while  I  was 
under  this  impression.  As  I  turned  into  Symond's 
Inn,  I  met  little  Miss  Flite  coming  out.  She 
had  been  to  make  a  stately  call  upon  the  wards 
in  Jarndyce,  as  she  still  called  them,  and  had 
derived  the  highest  gratification  from  that  cere- 
mony. Ada  had  already  told  me  that  she 
called  every  Monday  at  five  o'clock,  with  one 
little  extra  white  bow  in  her  bonnet,  which 
never  appeared  there  at  any  other  time,  and 
with  her  largest  reticule  of  documents  on  her 
arm. 

"My  dear!"  she  began.  "So  delighted! 
How  do  you  do  ?  So  glad  to  see  you.  And 
you  are  going  to  visit  our  interesting  J^imdyce 
wards  ?  To  be  sure  !  Our  beauty  is  at  home, 
my  dear,  and  will  be  charmed  to  see  you." 

"  Then  Richard  is  not  come  in  yet  ?  "  said  I. 
"  I  am  glad  of  that,  for  I  was  afraid  cf  being  a 
litde  late." 

"  No,  he  is  not  come  in,"  returned  Miss  Flite. 
"  He  has  had  a  long  day  in  court.  I  left  him 
there,  with  Vholes.  You  don't  like  Vholes,  I 
hope  ?     Don't  like  Vholes.     Dangerous  man ! "" 

"  I  am  afraid  you  see  Richard  oftener  than 
ever  now?"  said  I. 

"  My  dearest,"  returned  Miss  l-'lite,  "  daily 
and  hourly.  You  know  what  I  told  you  of  the 
attraction  on  the  Chancellor's  table  ?  My  dear, 
next  to  myself  he  is  the  most  constant  suitor  in 
court.  He  begins  (juite  to  amuse  our  little 
l)arty.     Ve-ry  friendly  little  party,  are  we  not  ?  " 

It  was  miserable  to  hear  this  from  her  poor 
mad  lii)S,  though  it  was  no  suri)rise. 

"  In  short,  my  valuetl  friend,''  pursued  Miss 
Flite,  ad\ancing  her  lij)s  to  my  ear,  with  an  air 
of  equal  patronage  and  mystery,  "  I  must  tell 
you  a  secret.  I  have  made  him  my  executor. 
Nominated,  constituted,  and  appointed  him.  In 
my  will.     Ye  es." 
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"  Indeed  ?  "  said  I. 

"  Ye-es,"  repeated  Miss  Flite,  in  her  most 
genteel  accents,  "  my  executor,  administrator, 
and  assign.  (Our  Chancery  phrases,  my  love.) 
I  have  reflected  that  if  I  should  wear  out,  he 
will  be  able  to  watch  that  judgment.  Being  so 
very  regular  in  his  attendance." 

It  made  me  sigh  to  think  of  him. 

"  I  did  at  one  time  mean,"  said  Miss  Flite, 
echning  the  sigh,  "  to  nominate,  constitute,  and 
appoint  poor  Gridley.  Also  very  regidar,  my 
charming  girl.  I  assure  you,  most  exemplary  ! 
But  he  wore  out,  poor  man,  so  I  have  a[)- 
pointed  his  successor.  Don't  mention  it.  This 
is  in  confidence." 

She  carefully  opened  her  reticule  a  little  way, 
and  showed  me  a  folded  piece  of  paper  inside, 
as  the  appointment  of  which  she  spoke. 

'■'■  Another  secret,  my  dear.  I  have  added  to 
my  collection  of  birds." 

*'  Really,  Miss  Flite  ?  "  said  I,  knowing  how  it 
pleased  her  to  have  her  confidence  received  with. 
an  appearance  of  interest. 

She  nodded  several  times,  and  her  face  be- 
came overcast  and  gloomy.  "  Two  more.  I 
call  them  the  Wards  in  Jarndyce.  They  are 
caged  up  with  all  the  others.  With  Hope,  Joy, 
Youth,  Peace,  Rest,  Life,  Dust,  Ashes,  Waste, 
Want,  Ruin,  Despair,  Madness,  Death,  Cunning, 
Folly,  Words,  Wigs,  Rags,  Sheepskin,  Plunder, 
Precedent,  Jargon,  Gammon,  and  Spinach  !  " 

The  poor  soul  kissed  me,  with  the  most 
troubled  look  I  had  ever  seen  in  her;  and 
went  her  way.  Her  manner  of  running  over 
the  names  of  her  birds,  as  if  she  were  afraid  of 
hearing  them  even  from  her  own  lips,  quite 
chilled  me. 

This  was  not  a  cheering  preparation  for  my 
visit,  and  I  could  have  dispensed  with  the  com- 
pany of  Mr.  Vholes,  when  Richard  (who  arrived 
vvithin  a  minute  or  two  after  me)  brought  him  to- 
share  our  dinner.  Although  it  was  a  very  plain 
one,  Ada  and  Richard  were  for  some  minutes 
both  out  of  the  room  together,  helping  to  get 
ready  what  we  were  to  eat  and  drink.  Mr. 
Vholes  took  that  opportunity  of  holding  a  litde 
conversation  in  a  low  voice  with  me.  He  came 
to  the  window  where  I  was  sitting,  and  began 
upon  Symond's  Inn. 

"  A  dull  place,  Miss  Summerson,  for  a  life 
that  is  lyDt  an  official  one,"  said  Mr.  Vholes, 
smearing  the  glass  with  his  black  glove  to  make 
it  clearer  for  me. 

"  There  is  not  much  to  see  here,"  said  I. 

"  Nor  to  hear,  miss,"  returned  Mr.  Vholes. 
"  A  little  music  does  occasionally  stray  in  ;  but 
we  are  not  musical  in  the  law,  and  soon  eject  it. 


I  hope  Mr.  Jarndyce  is  as  well  as  his  friends 
could  wish  him  ?  " 

I  thanked  Mr.  Vholes,  and  said  he  was  quite 
well. 

"  I  have  not  the  pleasure  to  be  admitted 
among  the  number  of  his  friends  myself,"  said 
Mr.  Vholes, '■' and  I  am  aware  that  the  gentle- 
men of  our  profession  are  sometimes  regarded 
in  such  quarters  with  an  unfavourable  eye.  Our 
plain  course,  however,  under  good  report  and 
evil  report,  and  all  kinds  of  prejudice,  (we  are 
the  victims  of  prejudice,)  is  to  ha\-e  everything 
openly  carried  on.  How  do  you  find  Mr.  C. 
looking,  Miss  Summerson?" 

"  He  looks  very  ill.     Dreadfully  anxious." 

"  Just  so,"  said  Mr.  Vholes. 

He  stood  behind  me,  with  his  long  black 
figure  reaching  nearly  to  the  ceiling  of  those  low 
rooms  ;  feeling  the  pimples  on  his  face  as  if  they 
were  ornaments,  and  speaking  inwardly  and 
evenly  as  though  there  were  not  a  human  pas- 
sion or  emotion  in  his  nature. 

"  Mr.  Woodcourt  is  in  attendance  upon  Mr. 
C,  I  believe?"  he  resumed. 

"  Mr.  Woodcourt  is  his  disinterested  friend,"  I 
answered. 

"  But  I  mean  in  professional  attendance,  me- 
dical attendance." 

"  That  can  do  little  •  for  an  unhappy  mind," 
said  I. 

"  Just  so,"  said  INIr.  Vholes. 

So  slow,  so  eager,  so  bloodless  and  gaunt,  I ' 
felt  as  if  Richard  were  wasting  away  beneath 
the  eyes  of  this  adviser,  and  there  were  some- 
thing of  the  Vampire  in  him. 

"  Miss  Summerson,"  said  INIr.  Vholes,  very 
slowly  rubbing  his  gloved  hands,  as  if,  to  his 
cold  sense  of  touch,  they  were  much  the  same 
in  black  kid  or  out  of  it,  "  this  was  an  ill-advised 
marriage  of  Mr.  C.'s." 

I  begged  he  would  excuse  me  for  discussing 
it.  They  had  been  engaged  when  they  were 
both  very  young,  I  told  him  (a  little  indignantly), 
and  when  the  prospect  before  them  was  much 
fairer  and  brighter.  When  Richard  had  not 
yielded  himself  to  the  unhappy  influence  which 
now  darkened  his  life. 

•  "Just  so,"  assented  Mr.  Vholes  again.  "Still, 
with  a  view  to  everything  being  openly  carried 
on,  I  will,  with  your  permission,  Miss  Summer- 
son,  observe  to  you  that  I  consider  this  a  very 
ill-advised  marriage,  indeed.  I  owe  the  opinion, 
not  only  to  Mr.  C.'s  connections,  against  whom 
I  should  naturally  wish  to  protect  m)'self,  but 
also  to  my  own  reputation — dear  to  myself,  as  a 
professional  man  aiming  to  keep  respectable; 
dear  to  my  three  girls  at  home,  for  \\hom  I  am 
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striving  to  realise  some  little  independence ; 
dear,  I  will  even  say,  to  my  aged  father,  whom 
it  is  my  privilege  to  support." 

"  It  would  become  a  very  difterent  marriage, 
a  much  happier  and  better  marriage,  another 
marriage  altogether,  Mr.  Vholes,"  said  I,  *'  if 
Richard  were  persuaded  to  turn  his  back  on 
the  fatal  pursuit  in  which  you  are  engaged  with 
him." 

Mr.  Vholes,  with  a  noiseless  cough — or  rather 
gasp — into  one  of  his  black  gloves,  inchned  his 
head  as  if  he  did  not  wholly  dispute  even  that. 

"  Miss  Summerson,"  he  said,  "  it  may  be  so  ; 
and  I  freely  admit  that  the  young  lady  who  has 
taken  Mr.  C.'s  name  upon  herself  in  so  ill-advised 
a  manner — you  will  1  am  sure  not  quarrel  with 
m'e  for  throwing  out  that  remark  again,  as  a 
duty  I  owe  to  Mr.  C.'s  connections — is  a  highly 
genteel  young  lady.  Business  has  prevented  me 
from  mixing  much  with  general  society,  in  any 
but  a  professional  character ;  still  I  trust  I  am 
competent  to  perceive  that  she  is  a  highly 
genteel  young  lady.  As  to  beauty,  I  am  not  a 
judge  of  that  myself,  and  I  never  did  give  much 
attention  to  it  from  a  boy  ;  but  I  dare  say  the 
young  lady  is  equally  eligible,  in  that  point  of 
view.  She  is  considered  so  (I  have  heard)  among 
the  clerks  in  the  Inn,  and  it  is  a  point  more  in 
their  way  than  in  mine.  In  reference  to  Mr. 
C.'s  pursuit  of  his  interests '' 

"  O  !    His  interests,  Mr.  Vholes  !  " 

"  Pardon  me,"  returned  Mr.  Vholes,  going  on 
in  exactly  the  same  inward  and  dispassionate 
manner.  "  Mr.  C.  takes  certain  interests  under 
certain  wills  disputed  in  the  suit.  It  is  a  term  we 
use.  In  reference  to  Mr.  C.'s  pursuit  of  his  in- 
terests, I  mcntioneil  to  you,  Miss  Summerson, 
•the  first  time  I  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you, 
•  in  my  desire  that  everything  should  be  openly 
carried  on — I  used  those  words,  for  I  happened 
afterwards  to  note  them  in  my  diarv,  which  is 
producible  at  any  time — I  mentioned  to  you 
that  Mr.  C.  had  laid  down  the  principle  of  watch- 
ing his  own  interests  ;  anil  that  when  a  client  of 
mine  laid  down  a  principle  which  was  not  of  an 
immoral  (that  is  to  say,  unlawful)  nature,  it  de- 
volved upon  me  to  carry  it  out.  I  have  carried 
it  out ;  I  do  carry  it  out.  But  I  will  not  smooth 
things  over,  to  any  connection  of  Mr.  C.'s  on 
any  account.  As  open  as  I  was  to  Mr.  Jarndycc, 
I  am  to  you.  I  regard  it  in  the  light  of  a  pro- 
fessional duty  to  be  so,  though  it  can  be 
charged  to  no  one.  I  openly  say,  unpalatable 
as  it  may  be,  that  I  consider  Mr.  C.'s  affairs  in 
a  very  batl  way,  that  I  consider  Mr.  C.  himself 
in  a  very  bad  way,  and  that  I  regard  this  as  an 
ill-advised  marriaire. — Am   I  here,  sir?     Yes.  I 


thank  you  ;  I  am  here,  Mr.  C,  and  enjoying  the 
pleasure  of  some  agreeable  conversation  with 
Miss  Summerson,  for  which  I  have  to  thank  you 
very  much,  sir  !  " 

He  broke  off  thus,  in  answer  to  Richard,  who 
addressed  him  as  he  came  into  the  room.  By 
this  time,  I  too  well  understood  Mr.  Vlioles's 
scrupulous  way  of  saving  himself  and  his  re- 
spectability, not  to  feel  that  our  worst  fears  did 
but  keep  pace  with  his  client's  progress. 

We  sat  down  to  dinner,  and  I  had  an  oppor- 
tunity of  observing  Richard,  anxiously.  I  was 
not  disturbed  by  Mr.  Vholes  (who  took  off  his 
gloves  to  dine),  though  he  sat  opposite  to  me  at 
the  small  table  ;  for  I  doubt  if,  looking  up  at  all, 
he  once  removed  his  eyes  from  his  host's  face. 
I  found  Richard  thin  and  languid,  slovenly  in 
his  dress,  abstracted  in  his  manner,  forcing  his 
spirits  now  and  then,  and  at  other  intervals 
relapsing  into  a  dull  thoughtfulncss.  About  his 
large  bright  eyes  that  used  to  be  so  merry, 
there  was  a  wanness  and  a  restlessness  that 
changed  them  altogether.  I  cannot  use  the 
expression  that  he  looked  old.  There  is  a  niin 
of  youth  which  is  not  like  age  ;  and  into  such  a 
ruin,  Richard's  youth  and  youthful  beauty  hail 
all  fallen  away. 

He  ate  little,  and  seemed  indifferent  what  it 
was ;  showed  himself  to  be  much  more  impatient 
than  he  used  to  be  ;  and  was  quick,  even  witli 
Ada.  I  thought,  at  first,  that  his  old  light- 
hearted  manner  was  all  gone  ;  but  it  shone  out 
of  him  sometimes,  as  I  had  occasionally  known 
little  momentary  glimpses  of  my  own  old  face 
to  look  out  upon  mc  from  the  glass.  His  laugh 
had  not  (juite  left  him  either  ;  but  it  was  like 
the  echo  of  a  joyful  sound,  and  that  is  ahva}s 
sorrowful. 

Yet  he  was  as  glad  as  ever,  in  his  old  afi'cc- 
tionate  way,  to  have  me  there;  and  we  talkcil 
of  the  old  times  pleasantly.  These  did  not 
appear  to  be  interesting  to  Nir.  \'holes,  though 
he  occasionally  made  a  gasp  which  I  believe 
was  his  smile.  He  rose  shortly  after  dinner, 
and  said  that  with  the  i^ermission  of  the  ladies 
he  would  retire  to  his  office. 

"  Always  devoted  to  business,  Vholes  ! "  cried 
Richard. 

"  Yes,  ]\Ir.  C,"  he  returned,  "  the  interests  of 
clients  are  never  to  be  neglected,  sir.  They  arc 
l)aramount  in  the  thoughts  of  a  professional 
man  like  myself,  who  wishes  to  preserve  a  good 
name  among  his  fellow-practitioners  and  society 
at  large.  Isiy  denying  myself  the  pleasure  of 
the  present  agreeable  conversation,  may  not 
be  wholly  irrespective  of  your  own  interests, 
Mr.  C." 
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Richard  expressed  himself  quite  sure  of  that, 
and  hghted  Mr.  Vholes  out.  On  his  return  he 
told  us,  more  than  once,  that  Vholes  was  a  good 
fellow,  a  safe  fellow,  a  man  who  did  what  he 
pretended  to  do,  a  very  good  fellow,  indeed  ! 
He  was  so  defiant  about  it,  that  it  struck  me 
he  had  begun  to  doubt  Mr.  Vholes. 

Then  he  threw  himself  on  the  sofa,  tired  out  ; 
and  Ada  and  I  put  things  to  rights,  for  they  had 
no  other  servant  than  the  woman  who  attended 
to  the  chambers.  My  dear  girl  had  a  cottage 
piano  there,  and  quietly  sat  down  to  sing  some 
of  Richard's  favourites;  the  lamp  being  first 
removed  into  the  next  room,  as  he  complained 
of  its  hurting  his  e3-es. 

I  sat  between  them,  at  my  dear  girl's  side, 
and  felt  very  melancholy  listening  to  her  sweet 
voice.  I  think  Richard  did  too ;  I  think  he 
darkened  the  room  for  that  reason.  She  had 
been  singing  some  time,  rising  between-whiles 
to  bend  over  him  and  speak  to  him  ;  when  Mr. 
^Voodcourt  came  in.  Then  he  sat  down  b}' 
Richard  ;  and  half  playfully,  half  earnestly,  quite 
naturally  and  easily,  found  out  how  he  felt, 
and  where  he  had  been  all  day.  Presently  he 
proposed  to  accompany  him  in  a  short  walk  on 
one  of  the  bridges,  as  it  was  a  moonlight  airy 
night ;  and  Richard  readily  consenting,  they 
went  out  together. 

They  left  my  dear  girl  still  sitting  at  the  piano, 
and  me  still  sitting  beside  her.  When  they 
were  gone  out,  I  drew  my  arm  round  her  waist. 
She  put  her  left  hand  in  mine  (I  was  sitting  on 
that  side),  but  kept  her  right  upon  the  keys — 
going  over  and  over  them,  without  striking  any 
note. 

"  Esther,  my  dearest,"  she  said,  breaking 
silence,  "Richard  is  never  so  well,  and  I  am 
never  so  easy  about  him,  as  when  he  is  with 
Allan  Woodcourt.  ^^'e  have  to  thank  you  for 
that." 

I  pointed  out  to  my  darling  how  this  could 
scarcely  be,  because  Air.  Woodcourt  had  come 
to  her  cousin  John's  house,  and  had  known  us 
all  there ;  and  because  he  had  always  liked 
Richard,  and  Richard  had"  always  liked  him, 
and — and  so  forth. 

"  All  true,"  said  Ada ;  "  but  that  he  is  such  a 
devoted  friend  to  us,  we  owe  to  you." 

I  thought  it  best  to  let  my  dear  girl  have  her 
way,  and  to  say  no  more  about  it.  So  I  said 
as  much.  I  said  it  lightly,  because  I  felt  her 
trembling. 

"Esther,  my  dearest,  I  want  to  be  a  good 
wife,  a  very,  very  good  wife  indeed.  You  shall 
teach  me." 

I  teach  !     I  said  no  more ;  for  I  noticed  the 


hand  that  was  fluttering  over  the  keys,  and  I 
knew  that  it  was  not  I  who  ought  to  speak ;  that 
it  was  she  who  had  something  to  say  to  me. 

*'  When  I  married  Richard,  I  was  not  in- 
sensible to  what  was  before  him.  I  had  been 
jjerfectly  happy  for  a  long  time  with  you,  and  I 
had  never  known  any  trouble  or  anxiety,  so 
loved  and  cared  fur;  but  I  understood  the 
danger  he  was  in,  dear  Esther." 

"  I  know,  I  know,  my  darling." 

"  When  we  were  married,  I  had  some  little 
hope  that  I  might  be  able  to  convince  him  of 
his  mistake ;  that  he  might  come  to  regard  it  in 
a  new  way  as  my  husband,  and  not  pursue  it  all 
the  more  desperately  for  my  sake — as  he  does. 
But  if  I  had  not  had  that  ho])e,  I  would  have 
married  him  just  the  same,  Esther.  Just  the 
same  !  " 

In  the  momentary  firmness  of  the  hand  that 
was  never  still — a  firmness  inspired  by  the 
utterance  of  these  last  words,  and  dying  away 
with  them — I  saw  the  confirmation  of  her 
earnest  tones. 

"  You  are  not  to  think,  my  dearest  Esther, 
that  I  fail  to  see  what  you  see,  and  fear  what 
you  fear.  No  one  can  understand  him  better 
than  I  do.  The  greatest  wisdom  that  ever 
lived  in  the  world  could  scarcely  know  Richard 
better  than  my  love  does." 

She  spoke  so  modestly  and  softly,  and  her 
trembling  hand  expressed  such  agitation,  as  it 
moved  to  and  fro  upon  the  silent  notes  !  My 
dear,  dear  girl ! 

"  I  see  him  at  his  worst,  every  day.  I  v.-atch 
him  in  his  sleep.  I  know  every  change  of  his 
face.  But  when  I  married  Richard  I  was  quite 
determined,  Esther,  if  Heaven  would  help  me, 
never  to  show  him  that  I  grieved  for  what  he 
did,  and  so  to  make  him  more  unhai)py.  I 
want  him,  when  he  comes  home,  to  find  no 
trouble  in  my  face.  I  want  him,  when  he  looks 
at  me,  to  see  what  he  loved  in  me.  I  married 
him  to  do  this,  and  this  supports  me." 

I  felt  her  trembling  more.  I  waited  for  what 
was  yet  to  come,  and  I  now  thought  I  began  to 
know  what  it  was. 

"  And  something  else  supports  me,  Esther." 

She  stopped  a  minute.  Stopped  speaking 
only;  her  hand  was  still  in  motion. 

"  I  look  forward  a  Httle  while,  and  I  don't 
know  what  great  aid  may  come  to  me.  ^Vhen 
Richard  turns  his  eyes  upon  me  then,  there  may 
be  something  lying  on  my  breast  more  eloquent 
than  I  have  been,  with  greater  power  than  mine 
to  show  him  his  true  course,  and  win  him  back." 

Her  hand  stopped  now.  She  clasped  mc  in 
her  arms,  and  I  clasped  her  in  mine. 
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"  If  that  little  creature  should  fail  too,  Esther, 
I  still  look  forward.  I  look  forward  a  long 
while,  through  years  and  years,  and  think  that 
then,  when  I  am  growing  old,  or  when  I  am 
dead  perhaps,  a  beautiful  woman,  his  daughter, 
happily  married,  may  be  proud  of  him  and  a 
blessing  to  him.  Or  that  a  generous  brave  man, 
as  handsome  as  he  used  to  be,  as  hopeful,  and 
far  more  happy,  may  walk  in  the  sunshine  with 
him,  honouring  his  grey  head,  and  saying  to 
himself,  '  I  thank  God  this  is  my  father  !  ruined 
by  a  fatal  inheritance,  and  restored  through  me ! ' " 


O,  my  sweet  girl,  what  a  heart  was  that 
which  beat  so  fast  against  me  ! 

"  These  hopes  uphold  me,  my  dear  Esther, 
and  I  know  they  will.  Though  sometimes  even 
they  depart  from  me,  before  a  dread  that  arises 
when  I  look  at  Richard." 

I  tried  to  cheer  my  darling,  and  asked  her 
what  it  was?  Sobbing  and  weej^ing,  she 
replied  : 

"That  he  may  not  live  to  see  his  child." 


«'T0   WHICH.?      SAY  THAT  AGAIN,"   CRIED  MR.   SMALLV^TEED,   IN   A  SHRILL,   SHARI'  VOiCi;. 


CHAPTER  LXI. 


A  DISCOVERY. 


'^HE   days  when    I   frequented   that 

miserable  corner  which  my  dear  girl 

brightened,  can   never  fade  in  my 

'Him^^Jfj,   remembrance.     I  never  see  it,  and 

^^^    I  never  wish  to  see  it,  now ;  I  have 

been  there  only  once  since  ;  but 


in  my 


memory  there  is  a  mournful  glory  shining 
on  the  place,  which  will  shine  for  ever. 
Not  a  day  passed  without  my  going  there,  of 


course.  At  first  I  found  Mr.  Skimpole  there, 
on  two  or  three  occasions,  idly  playing  the  pi.v..o, 
and  talking  in  his  usual  vivacious  strain.  Now, 
besides  my  very  much  mistrusting  the  probability 
of  his  being  there  without  making  Richard 
poorer,  I  felt  as  if  there  were  something  in  his 
careless  gaiety,  too  inconsistent  with  what  I 
knew  of  the  depths  of  Ada's  life.  I  clearly  per- 
ceivetl,  too,  that  Ada  shared  my  feelings.  I 
therefore  resolved,  after  much  thinking  of  it,  fo 
make  a  private  visit  to  Mr.  Skimpole,  and  try 
delicately  to  explain  myself  My  dear  girl  was 
the  CTcat  consideraaon  that  made  me  bold. 
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I  set  oft"  one  morning,  accompanied  by  Charley, 
for  Somers  Town.  As  I  approached  the  house, 
I  was  strongly  inclined  to  turn  back,  for  I  felt 
what  a  desperate  attempt  it  was  to  make  an 
impression  on  Mr.  Skimpole,  and  how  extremely 
likely  it  was  that  he  would  signally  defeat  me. 
However,  I  thought  that  being  there,  I  would 
go  through  with  it.  I  knocked  with  a  trembling 
iiand  at  Mr.  Skimpole's  door — literally  with  a 
hand,  for  the  knocker  was  gone — and  after  a 
long  parley  gained  admission  from  an  Irish- 
woman, who  was  in  the  area  when  I  knocked, 
breaking  up  the  lid  of  a  water-butt  with  a  poker, 
to  light  the  fire  with. 

Mr.  Skimpole,  lying  on  the  sofa  in  his  room, 
playing  the  flute  a  little,  was  enchanted  to  see 
me.  Now,  who  should  receive  me,  he  asked  ? 
AVho  would  I  prefer  for  mistress  of  the  cere- 
monies? Would  I  have  his  Comedy  daughter, 
his  Beauty  daughter,  or  his  Sentiment  Daughter  ? 
Or  would  I  have  all  the  daughters  at  once,  in  a 
perfect  nosegay? 

I  replied,  half  defeated  already,  that  I  wished 
to  speak  to  himself  only,  if  he  Avould  give  me 
leave. 

'•  My  dear  Miss  Summerson,  most  joyfully  ! 
Of  course,"  he  said,  bringing  his  chair  near  mine, 
and  breaking  into  his  fascinating  smile,  "  of 
course  it's  not  business.     Then  it's  pleasure  ! " 

I  said  it  certainly  was  not  business  that  I 
came  upon,  but  it  was  not  quite  a  pleasant 
matter. 

*'  Then,  my  dear  Miss  Summerson,"  said  he, 
with  the  frankest  gaiety,  "  doti't  allude  to  it. 
Why  should  you  allude  to  anything  that  is  not 
a  pleasant  matter  ?  /never  do.  And  you  are 
a  much  pleasanter  creature,  in  every  point  of 
view,  than  I.  You  are  perfectly  pleasant ;  I  am 
imperfectly  pleasant ;  then,  if  I  never  allude  to 
an  unpleasant  matter,  how  much  less  should  you  ! 
So  that's  disposed  of,  and  we  will  talk  of  some- 
thing else." 

Although  I  was  embarrassed,  I  took  courage 
to  intimate  that  I  still  wished  to  pursue  the 
subject. 

"  I  should  think  it  a  mistake,"  said  Mr.  Skim- 
pole, with  his  airy  laugh,  "  if  I  thought  Miss 
Summerson  capable  of  making  one.  But  I 
don't!" 

"  Mr.  Skimpole,"  said  I,  raising  my  eyes  to 
his,  "  I  have  so  often  heard  you  say  that  you 
are  unacquainted  with  the  common  affairs  of 
life ." 

"Meaning  our  three  banking-house  friends, 
L,  S,  and  who's  the  junior  partner?  D?"  said 
Mr.  Skimpole,  brightly.    "  Not  an  idea  of  them  ! '" 

"  — That,  perhaps,"  I  went  on,  "  you  will  ex- 


cuse my  boldness  on  that  account.  I  think  you 
ought  most  seriously  to  know  that  Richard  is 
poorer  than  he  was." 

"  Dear  me  !"  said  ]\Ir.  Skimpole.  "  So  am  I, 
they  tell  me." 

"  And  in  very  embarrassed  circumstances." 

"  Parallel  case  exactly  !"  said  Mr.  Skimpole, 
with  a  delighted  countenance. 

"  This  at  present  naturally  causes  Ada  much 
secret  anxiety;  and  as  I  think  she  is  less 
anxious  when  no  claims  are  made  upon  her  by 
visitors,  and  as  Richard  has  one  uneasiness 
always  heavy  on  his  mind,  it  has  occurred  to  me 
to  take  the  liberty  of  saying  that — if  you  would 
—not " 

I  was  coming  to  the  point  with  great  difficulty, 
when  he  took  me  by  both  hands,  and,  with  a 
radiant  face  and  in  the  liveliest  way,  antici- 
pated it. 

"  Not  go  there  ?  Certainly  not,  my  dear  Miss 
Summerson,  most  assuredly  not.  Why  should 
I  go  there  ?  When  I  go  any^vhere,  I  go  for 
pleasure.  I  don't  go  anywhere  for  pain,  be- 
cause I  was  made  for  pleasure.  "  Pain  comes  to 
me  when  it  wants  me.  Now  I  have  had  very 
little  pleasure  at  our  dear  Richard's,  lately,  and 
your  practical  sagacity  demonstrates  why.  Our 
young  friends,  losing  the  youthful  poetry  which 
was  once  so  captivating  in  them,  begin  to  think. 
'  this  is  a  man  who  wants  pounds.'  So  I  am ;  I 
always  want  pounds ;  not  for  myself,  but  because 
tradespeople  always  want  them  of  me.  Next, 
our  young  friends  begin  to  think,  becoming  mer- 
cenary, '  this  is  the  man  who  had  pounds, — who 
borrowed  them  ;'  which  I  did.  I -always  borrow 
pounds.  So  our  young  friends,  reduced  to  prose 
(wdiich  is  much  to  be  regretted),  degenerate  in 
thisir  power  of  imparting  pleasure  .to  me.  Why 
should  I  go  to  see  them  therefore  ?     Absurd  ! " 

Through  the  beaming  smile  with  which  he 
regarded  me,  as  he  reasoned  thus,  there  no^\■ 
broke  forth  a  look  of  disinterested  benevolence 
quite  astonishing. 

"  Besides,"  he  said,  pursuing  his  argument,  in 
his  tone  of  light-hearted  conviction,  "  if  I  don't 
go  anywhere  for  pain — which  would  be  a  per- 
version of  the  intention  of  my  being,  and  a 
monstrous  thing  to  do — why  should  I  go  any- 
where to  be  the  cause  of  pain  ?  If  I  went  to 
see  our  young  friends  in  their  present  ill-regu- 
lated state  of  mind,  I  should  give  them  pain. 
The  associations  with  me  would  be  disagreeable. 
They  might  say,  '  this  is  the  man  Avho_  had 
pounds,  and  who  can't  pay  pounds,'  which  I 
can't,  of  course  ;  nothing  could  be  more  out  of 
the  question  !  Then,  kindness  requires  that  I 
shouldn't  so  near  them — and  I  won't." 


NO,  REALLY} 
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He  finished  by  genially  kissing  my  hand,  and 
thanking  me.  Nothing  but  Miss  Summerson's 
fine  tact,  he  said,  would  have  found  this  out  for 
him. 

I  was  much  disconcerted  ;  but  I  reflected  that 
if  the  main  point  were  gained,  it  mattered  little 
how  strangely  he  perverted  everything  leading 
to  it.  I  had  determined  to  mention  something 
else,  however,  and  I  thouglit  I  was  not  to  be 
put  off  in  that. 

"Mr.  Skimpole,"  said  I,  •' I  must  take  the 
liberty  of  saying,  before  I  conclude  my  visit, 
that  I  was  much  surprised  to  learn,  on  the  best 
authority,  some  little  time  ago,  that  you  knew 
with  whom  that  poor  boy  left  Bleak  House,  and 
that  you  accepted  a  present  on  that  occasion. 
I  have  not  mentioned  it  to  my  Guardian,  for  I 
fear  it  would  hurt  him  unnecessarily  ;  but  I  may 
say  to  you  tliat  I  was  much  surprised." 

"  No?  Really  surprised,  my  dear  Miss  Sum- 
merson  ?"  he  returned,  inquiringly,  raising  his 
pleasant  eyebrows. 

"  Greatly  surprised." 

He  thought  about  it  for  a  little  while,  with  a 
highly  agreeable  and  whimsical  expression  of 
face;  then  quite  gave  it  up,  and  said,  in  his 
most  engaging  manner : 

"  You  know  what  a  child  I  am.  Why  sur- 
prised?" 

I  was  reluctant  to  enter  minutely  into  that 
question  ;  but  as  he  begged  I  would,  for  he  was 
really  curious  to  know,  I  gave  him  to  understand, 
in  the  gentlest  words  I  could  use,  that  his  con- 
duct seemed  to  involve  a  disregard  of  several 
moral  obligations.  He  was  much  amused  and 
interested  when  he  heard  this,  and  said,  "  No, 
really?"  with  ingenuous  simplicity. 

"  You  know  I  don't  pretend  to  be  responsible. 
I  never  could  do  it.  Responsibility  is  a  thing 
that  has  always  been  above  me — or  below  me," 
said  Mr,  Skimpole,  "  I  don't  even  know  which  ; 
but,  as  I  understand  the  way  in  which  my  dear 
Miss  Summerson  (always  remarkable  for  her 
practical  good  sense  and  clearness)  puts  this 
case,  I  should  imagine  it  was  chiefly  a  question 
of  money,  do  you  know?" 

I  incautiously  gave  a  qualified  assent  to  this. 

'*Ah!  Then  you  see,"  said  Mr.  Skimpole, 
shaking  his  head,  "  I  am  hopeless  of  understand- 
ing it." 

I  suggested,  as  I  rose  to  go,  that  it  was  not 
right  to  betray  my  Guardian's  confidence  for  a 
bribe. 

"  My  dear  Miss  Sumiricrson,"  he  returned, 
with  a  candid  hilarity  that  was  all  his  own,  "  I 
can't  be  bribed." 

"  Not  by  Mr.  Bucket  ?''  said  I. 


"  No,"  said  he.  "  Not  by  anybody.  I  don't 
attach  any  value  to  money.  I  don't  care  about 
it,  I  don't  know  about  it,  I  don't  want  it,  I 
don't  keep  it — it  goes  away  from  me  directly. 
How  can  /be  bribed  ?" 

I  showed  that  I  was  of  a  different  opinion, 
though  I  had  not  the  capacity  for  arguing  the 
question. 

'•'  On  the  contrary,"  said  Mr.  Skimpole,  "  I 
am  exactly  the  man  to  be  ])laced  in  a  superior 
position,  in  such  a  case  as  that.  I  am  above  the 
rest  of  mankind,  in  such  a  case  as  that.  I  can 
act  with  philosophy,  in  such  a  case  as  that.  I 
am  not  warped  by  prejudices,  as  an  Italian  baby 
is  by  bandages.  I  am  as  free  as  the  air,  I 
feel  myself  as  far  above  suspicion  as  Cxsar's 
wife." 

Anything  to  equal  the  lightncssof  his  manner, 
and  the  playful  impartiality  with  which  he  seemed 
to  convince  himself,  as  he  tossed  the  matter 
about  like  a  ball  of  feathers,  was  surely  never  seen 
in  anybody  else  ! 

"  Observe  the  case,  my  dear  Miss  Summerson. 
Here  is  a  boy  received  into  the  house  and  put 
to  bed,  in  a  state  that  I  strongly  object  to.  The 
boy  being  in  bed,  a  man  arrives — like  the  house 
that  Jack  built.  Here  is  the  man  who  demands 
the  boy  who  is  received  into  the  house  and  put 
to  bed  in  a  state  that  I  strongly  object  to.  Here 
is  a  bank-note  produced  by  the  man  who  de- 
mands the  boy  who  is  received  into  the  house 
and  put  to  bed  in  a  state  that  I  strongly  object  to. 
Here  is  the  Skimpole  who  accepts  the  bank-note 
produced  by  the  man  who  demands  the  boy  who 
is  received  into  the  house  and  put  to  bed  in  a 
state  that  I  strongly  object  to.  Those  are  the 
facts.  Very  well.  iShould  the  Skimpole  have 
refused  the  note?  Why  should  the  Skimpole 
have  refused  the  note  ?  Skimpole  protests  to 
Bucket;  '  what's  this  for?  I  don't  understand 
it,  it  is  of  no  use  to  me,  take  it  away.'  Bucket 
still  entreats  Skimpole  to  accept  it.  Are  there 
reasons  wliy  Skimpole,  not  being  warped  by 
prejudices,  should  accept  it  ?  Yes.  Skimpole 
perceives  them.  What  are  they?  Skimpole 
reasons  with  himself,  this  is  a  tamed  lynx,  an 
active  police  officer,  an  inteHigent  man,  a  person 
of  a  peculiarly  directed  energy  and  great  subtlety 
both  of  conception  and  execution,  who  discovers 
our  friends  and  enemies  for  us  when  they  run 
away,  recovers  our  property  for  us  when  we  are 
robbed,  avenges  us  comfortably  when  we  are 
murdered.  This  active  police  ofiiccr  and  intelli- 
gent man  has  acquired,  in  the  exercise  of  his 
art,  a  strong  faith  in  money :  he  finds  it  very 
useful  to  him,  and  he  niakes  it  veiy  useful  to 
socict3-.     Shall    I  shake   that   fliith   in    Bucket. 
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because  I  want  it  myself  j  shall  I  deliberately 
blunt  one  of  Bucket's  weapons  ;  shall  I  possibly 
paralyse  Bucket,  in  his  next  detective  operation  ? 
And  again.  If  it  is  blamable  in  Skimpole  to 
take  the  note,  it  is  blamable  in  Backet  to  offer 
the  note — much  more  blamable  in  Bucket,  be- 
cause he  is  the  knowing  man.  Now,  Skimpole 
wishes  to  think  well  of  I3ucket ;  Skimpole  deems 
it  essential,  in  its  little  place,  to  the  general  co- 
hesion of  things,  that  he  should  think  well  of 
Bucket.  The  State  expressly  asks  him  to  trust 
to  Bucket.  And  he  does.  And  that's  all  he 
does!" 

I  had  nothing  to  offer  in  reply  to  this  exposi- 
tion, and  therefore  took  my  leave.  Mr.  Skim- 
pole, however,  who  was  in  excellent  spirits, 
would  not  hear  of  my  returning  home  attended 
only  by  "  Little  Coavinses,"  and  accompanied  me 
himself.  He  entertained  me,  on  the  way,  with  a 
variety  of  delightful  conversation;  and  assured 
me,  at  parting,  that  he  should  never  forget  the 
fine  tact  with  which  I  had  found  that  out  for  him 
about  our  young  friends. 

As  it  so  happened  that  I  never  saw  Mr.  Skim- 
pole again,  I  may  at  once  finish  what  I  know  of 
his  history.  A  coolness  arose  between  him  and 
my  Guardian,  based  chiefly  on  the  foregoing 
grounds,  and  on  his  having  heartlessly  disre- 
garded my  Guardian's  entreaties  (as  we  after- 
wards learned  from  Ada)  in  reference  to  Richard. 
His  being  heavily  in  my  Guardian's  debt,  had 
nothing  to  do  with  their  separation.  He  died 
some  five  years  afterwards,  and  left  a  diary  be- 
hind him,  with  letters  and  other  materials  to- 
wards his  Life ;  which  was  published,  and  which 
showed'  him  to  have  been  the  victim  of  a  com- 
bination on  the  part  of.  mankind  against  an 
amiable  child.  It  was  considered  very  pleasant 
reading,  but  I  never  read  more  of  it  myself 
than  the  sentence  on  which  I  chanced  to  light 
on  opening  the  book.  It  was  this.  "Jarndyce, 
in  common  with  most  other  men  I  have  known, 
is  the  Incarnation  of  Selfishness." 

And  now  I  come  to  a  part  of  my  story,  touch- 
ing myself  very  nearly  indeed,  and  for  which  I 
was  quite  unprepared  when  the  circumstance 
occurred.  Whatever  little  lingerings  may  have 
now  and  then  revived  in  my  mind,  associated 
with  my  poor  old  face,  had  only  revived  as  be- 
longing to  a  part  of  my  life  that  was  gone — gone 
like  my  infancy  or  my  childhood.  I  have  sup- 
pressed none  of  my  many  weaknesses  on  that 
subject,  but  have  written  them  as  faithfully  as 
my  memory  has  recalled  them.  And  I  hope  to 
do,  and  mean  to  do,  the  same  down  to  the  last 
words  of  these  pages ;  which  I  see  now,  not  so 
very  far  before  me. 


The  months  were  gliding  away;  and  my  dear 
girl,  sustained  by  the  hopes  she  had  confided  to 
me,  was  the  same  beautiful  star  in  the  miserable 
corner.  Richard,  more  worn  and  haggard, 
haunted  the  Court  day  after  day  ;  listlessly  sat 
there  the  whole  day  long,  when  he  knew  there 
was  no  remote  chance  of  the  suit  being  men- 
tioned; and  became  one  of  the  stock  sights  of  the 
place.  I  wonder  whether  any  of  the  gentlemen 
remembered  him  as  he  was  when  he  first  went 
there. 

So  completely  was  he  absorbed  in  his  fixed 
idea,  that  he  used  to  avow  in  his  cheerful  mo- 
ments, that  he  should  never  have  breathed  the 
fresh  air  now  "but  for  Woodcourt."  It  was 
only  Mr.  Woodcourt  who  could  occasionally 
divert  his  attention,  for  a  few  hours  at  a  time  ;. 
and  rouse  him,  even  when  he  sunk  into  a  lethargy 
of  mind  and  body  that  alarmed  us  greatly,  and^ 
the  returns  of  which  became  more  frequent  as 
the  months  went  on.  My  dear  girl  was  right  in 
sajing  that  he  only  pursued  his  errors  the  more 
desperately  for  her  sake.  I  have  no  doubt  that 
his  desire  to  retrieve  what  he  had  lost,  was  ren- 
dered the  more  intense  by  his  grief  for  his- 
young  wife,  and  became  like  the  madness  of  a 
gamester. 

I  was  there,  as  I  have  mentioned,  at  all  hours. 
When  I  WMS  there  at  night,  I  generally  went 
home  with  Charley  in  a  coach  ;  sometimes  my 
Guardian  would  meet  me  in  the  neighbourhood, 
and  we  would  walk  home  together.  One  evening, 
he  had  arranged  to  meet  me  at  eight  o'clock.  I 
could  not  leave,  as  I  usually  did,  quite  punctually 
to  the  time,  for  I  was  working  for  my  dear  girl, 
and  had  a  few  stitches  more  to  do,  to  finish 
what  I  was  about;  but  it  was  within  a  few 
minutes  of  the  hour,  when  I  bundled  up  my 
little  work-basket,  gave  my  darling  my  last  kjss 
for  the  night,  and  hurried  down-stairs.  ^Mr, 
Woodcourt  went  with  me,  as  it  was  dusk. 

When  we  came  to  the  usual  place  of  meeting 
— it  was  close  by,  and  Mr.  Woodcourt  had  often 
accompanied  me  before — my  Guardian  was  not 
there.  We  waited  half  an  hour,  walking  up  and 
down  ;  but  there  were  no  signs  of  him.  We 
agreed  that  he  was  either  prevented  from  coming, 
or  that  he  had  come,  and  gone  away  ;  and  Mr, 
Woodcourt  proposed  to  walk  home  with  me. 

It  was  the  first  walk  we  had  ever  taken  to- 
gether, except  that  very  short  one  to  the  usual 
place  of  meeting.  We  spoke  of  Richard  and 
Ada  the  whole  way.  I  did  not  thank  him,  in 
words,  for  what  he  had  done — my  appreciation 
of  it  had  risen  above  all  words  then — but  I  hoped 
he  might  not  be  without  some  understanding  of 
what  I  felt  so  strongly. 
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Arriving  at  home  and  going  up-stairs,  we 
found  that  my  Guardian  was  out,  and  that  Mrs. 
Woodcourt  was  out  too.  We  were  in  the  very 
same  room  into  which  I  had  brought  my  blush- 
ing girl,  when  her  youthful  lover,  now  her  so 
altered  husband,  was  the  choice  of  her  young 
heart ;  \he  very  same  room,  from  which  my 
Guardian  and  I  had  watched  them  going  away 
through  the  sunlight,  in  the  fresh  bloom  of  their 
hope  and  promise. 

We  were  standing  by  the  opened  window, 
looking  down  into  the  street,  when  Mr.  Wood- 
court  S])oke  to  me.  I  learned  in  a  moment  that 
he  loved  me.  I  learned  in  a  moment  that  my 
scarred  face  was  all  unchangeil  to  him.  I  learned 
in  a  moment  that  what  I  had  thought  was  pity 
and  compassion,  was  devoted,  generous,  faithful 
love.  O,  too  late  to  know  it  now,  too  late,  too 
late.  That  was  the  first  ungrateful  thought  I 
had.     Too  late. 

"  When  I  returned,''  he  told  me,  "  when  I 
came  back,  no  richer  than  I  went  away,-  and 
found  you  newly  risen  from  a  sick  bed,  yet  so 
inspired  by  sweet  consideration  for  others,  and 
so  free  from  a  selfish  thought " 

"  O,  Mr.  Woodcourt,  forbear,  forbear  !  "  I  en- 
treated him.  "  I  do  not  deserve  your  high 
praise.  I  had  many  selfish  thoughts  at  that 
time,  many ! " 

"  Heaven  knows,  beloved  of  my  life,"  said  he, 
"  that  my  praise  is  not  a  lover's  praise,  but  the 
truth.  You  do  not  know  what  all  around  you 
see  in  Esther  Summerson,  how  many  hearts  she 
touches  and  awakens,  what  sacred  admiration 
and  what  love  she  wins." 

"  O,  Mr.  Woodcourt,"  cried  I,  "  it  is  a  great 
thing  to  win  love,  it  is  a  great  thing  to  Avin  love  ! 
I  am  proud  of  it,  and  honoured  by  it ;  and  the 
hearing  of  it  causes  me  to  shed  these  tears  of 
mingled  joy  and  sorrow — ^joy  that  I  have  won  it, 
sorrow  that  I  have  not  deserved  it  better  ;  but  I 
am  not  free  to  think  of  yours." 

I  said  it  witl^a  stronger  heart ;  for  when  he 
praised  me  thus,  and  when  I  heard  his  voice 
thrill  with  his  belief  that  what  he  said  was  true, 
I  aspired  to  be  more  worthy  of  it.  It  was  not 
too  late  for  that.  Although  I  closed  this  unfore- 
seen page  in  my  life  to-night,  I  could  be  worthier 
of  it  all  through  my  life.  And  it  was  a  comfort 
to  me,  and  an  impulse  to  me,  and  I  felt  a  dignity 
rise  up  within  me  that  was  derived  from  him, 
when  I  thought  so. 

He  broke  the  silence. 

"  I  should  poorly  show  the  trust  that  I  have 
in  the  dear  one  who  will  evermore  be  as  ilear  to 
me  as  now,"  and  the  deep  earnestness  with  which 
he. said  it  at  once  stren<:thencd  me  and  made  me 


weep,  "  if,  after  her  assurance  that  she  is  not  free 
to  think  of  my  love,  I  urged  it.  Dear  Esther, 
let  me  only  tell  you  that  the  fond  idea  of  you 
which  I  took  abroad,  was  exalted  to  the  Heavens 
when  I  came  home.  I  have  always  hoped,  in 
the  first  hour  \\\\q\\  I  seemed  to  stand  in  any  ray 
of  good  fortune,  to  tell  you  this.  I  have  always 
feared  that  I  should  tell  it  you  in  vain.  ^ly 
hopes  and  fears  are  both  fulfilled  to-night.  I 
distress  you.     I  have  said  enough.'' 

Something  seemed  to  pass  into  my  place  that 
was  like  the  Angel  he  thought  me,  and  I  felt  so 
sorrowful  for  the  loss  he  had  sustained !  I 
wished  to  help  him  in  his  trouble,  as  I  had 
wished  to  do  when  he  showed  that  first  com- 
miseration for  me. 

"  Dear  Mr.  ^\'oodcourt,"  said  I,  "  before  we 
part  to-night,  something  is  left  for  me  to  say.  I 
never  could  say  it  as  I  wish — I  never  shall — 
but " 

I  had  to  think  again  of  being  more  deserving 
of  his  love,  and  his  afiiiction,  before  I  could 
go  on. 

"  — I  am  deeply  sensible  of  your  generosity, 
ami  I  shall  treasure  its  remembrance  to  my 
dying  hour.  I  know  full  well  how  changed  I 
am,  I  know  you  are  not  unacquainted  with  my 
history,  and  I  know  what  a  noble  love  that  is 
which  is  so  faithful.  What  you  have  said  to  me, 
could  have  affected  me  so  much  from  no  other 
lips  ;  for  there  are  none  that  coukl  give  it  such  a 
value  to  me.  It  shall  not  be  lost.  It  shall 
make  me  better," 

He  covered  his  eyes  with  his  hand,  and  turned 
away  his  head.  liow  could  I  ever  be  wortliy 
of  those  tears  ? 

"  If,  in  the  unchanged  intercourse  we  shall 
have  together — in  tending  Richard  and  Ada ; 
and  I  hope  in  many  happier  scenes  of  life — you 
ever  find  anything  in  me  which  you  can  honestly 
think  is  better  than  it  used  to  be,  believe  that  it 
will  have  sprung  up  from  to-night,  and  that  I 
shall  owe  it  to  you.  And  never  believe,  dear, 
dear  Mr.  Woodcourt,  never  believe,  that  I  forget 
this  night ;  or  that  while  my  heart  beats,  it  can 
be  insensible  to  the  pride  and  joy  of  having  been 
beloved  by  you." 

He  took  my  hand  and  kissed  it.  He  was  like 
himself  again,  and  I  felt  still  more  encouraged. 

"  I  am  induced,  by  what  you  said  just  now," 
said  I,  "  to  hope  that  you  have  succeeded  in  your 
endeavour?" 

"I  have,"  he  answered.  ''With  such  help 
from  Mr.  Jarnd\ce,  as  you  who  know  him  so 
well  can  imagine  him  to  have  rendered  me,  I 
have  succeeded." 

"  Heaven  blcbS  him  for  it,"  said  I,  giving  him 
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r.iy  hand,  "and  Heaven  bless  you  in  all  you 
do!" 

'•I  shall  do  it  better  for  the  wish,"  he 
answered  ;  "  it  will  make  me  enter  on  these  new 
duties,  as  on  another  sacred  trust  from  you." 

•'Ah,  Richard!"  I  exclaimed  involuntarily, 
•  what  will  he  do  when  you  are  gone  ?" 

"I  am  not  required  to  go  yet:  I  would  not 
dicsert  him,  dear  Miss  Summerson,  even  if  I 
were." 

One  other  thing  I  felt  it  needful  to  touch 
upon  before  he  left  me.  I  knew  that  I  should 
not  be  worthier  of  the  love  I  could  not  take,  if  I 
reserved  it. 

"Mr.  vVcodccuvt,"  said  I,  "you  will  be  glad 
lo  know  fi'^m  my  lips  before  I  say  Good  night, 
that  in  the  future,  whi:,h  if,  clear  and  bright 
before  me,  I  am  most  happy  most  fortunate, 
have  notliing  to  regret  or  to  desire." 

It  was  indeed  a  glad  nearing  to  him,  he 
replied. 

'•  From  my  childhood  I  have  been,"  sai.^  I, 
"  the  object  of  the  untiring  goodness  of  the  oest 
of  human  beings ;  to  whom  I  am  so  bound  by 
every  tie  of  attachment,  gratitude,  and  love, 
that  nothing  I  couia  do  in  the  compass  of  a 
life  could  express  the  feeiinj^s  of  a  single  day." 

"  I  share  those  feelings/' he  returr.ed;  "you 
speak  of  Mr.  Jarnd)-cc." 

"  You  .^now  his  virtues  well,"  said  I,  "  but  few 
can  know  ihe  greatness  of  his  character  as  I  know 
it.  All  its  highest  and  best  qualities  have  been 
levealed  to  me  in  nothing  more  brightly  than  in 
the  shaping  cut  of  that  future  in  which  I  am  so 
happy.  And  if  j^our  highest  homage  and  respect 
had  not  been  his  already, — which  I.  know  they 
are, — they  would  have  been  his,  I  think,  on  this 
assurance,  and  in  the  feeling  it  would  have 
awakened  in  you  towards  him  for  my  sake." 

He  fervently  replied  that  indeed,  indeed 
ihey  would  have  been.  I  gave  him  my  hand 
again. 

"  Good  night,"  I  said;  "good-bye." 

"The  first,  until  we  meet  to-morrow:  the 
second,  as  a  farewell  to  this  theme  between  us 
for  ever  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Good  night;  good-bye  !" 

He  left  me,  and  I  stood  at  the  dark  win- 
tlow  watching  the  street.  His  love,  in  all  its 
constancy  and  generosity,  had  come  so  sud- 
denly upon  me,  that  he  had  not  left  me  a 
minute  when  my  fortitude  gave  way  again, 
and  the  street  was  blotted  out  by  my  rushing 
tears. 

But  they  were  not  tears  of  regret  and  sorrow. 
Xo.     He  had  called  me  the  beloved  of  his  life, 


and  had  said  I  would  be  evermore  as  dear  to 
him  as  I  was  then ;  and  I  felt  as  if  my  heart 
would  not  hold  the  triumph  of  having  heard 
those  words.  My  first  wild  thought  had  died 
away.  It  was  not  too  late  to  hear  them,  for  it 
was  not  too  late  to  be  animated  by  them  to  be 
good,  true,  grateful,  and  contented.  How  easy 
my  path ;  how  much  easier  than  his  ! 


CHAPTER  LXII. 

ANOTHER   .DISCOVERY. 

HAD  not  the  courage  to  see  any 
one  that  night.  I  had  not  even  the 
courage  to  see  myself,  for  I  was 
afraid  that  my  tears  might  a  little 
reproach  me.  I  went  up  to  my  room 
in  the  dark,  and  prayed  in  the  dark, 
and  lay  down  in  the  dark  to  sleep.  I 
had  no  need  of  any  light  to  read  my 
Guardian's  letter  by,  for  I  knew  it  by  heart.  T 
took  it  from  the  place  where  I  kept  it,  and 
repeated  its  contents  by  its  own  clear  light 
of  integrity  and  love,  and  went  to  sleep  with  it 
on  my  pillow. 

I  was  up  very  early  in  the  morning,  and  called 
Charley  to  come  for  a  walk.  We  bought  flowers 
for  the  breakfast-table,  and  came  back  and 
arranged  them,  and  were  as  busy  as  possible. 
AA^e  were  so  early  that  I  had  good  time  stiil  for 
Charley's  lesson,  before  breakfast ;  Charley  (who 
was  not  in  the  least  improved  in  the  old  defective 
article  of  grammar)  came  through  it  with  great 
applause ;  and  we  were  altogether  very  notable. 
When  my  Guardian  appeared,  he  said,  "  Why, 
little  woman,  you  look  fresher  than  your 
flowers!"  And  Mrs.  Woodcourt  repeated  and 
translated  a  passage  from  the  Mewlinnwillinwodd, 
expressive  of  my  being  like  a  mountain  with  the 
sun  upon  it. 

This  was  all  so  pleasant,  that  I  hope  it  made 
me  more  like  the  mountain  than  I  had  been 
before.  After  breakfast  I  waited  my  opportu- 
nity, and  peeped  about  a  litde,  until  I  saw  my 
Guardian  in  his  own  room — the  room  of  last 
night — by  himself.  Then  I  made  an  excuse  to 
go  in  with  my  housekeeping  keys,  shutting  the 
door  after  me. 

"Well,  Dame  Durden  ?"  said  my  Guardian; 
the  post  had  brought  him  several  letters,  and  he 
was  writing.     "  You  want  money  !" 
"  No,  indeed,  I  have  plenty  in  hand." 
"  There  never  was  such    a  Dame   Durden," 
said  my  Guardian,  "  for  making  money  last." 


A  GENTLEMAN  IN  THE  DISCOUNTING  LINE. 


419 


He  had  laid  down  his  pen,  and  leaned  back 
in  his  cliair  looking  at  me.  I  have  often  spoken 
of  his  bright  face,  but  I  thought  I  had  never  seen 
it  look  so  bright  and  good.  There  was  a  high 
happiness  upon  it,  which  made  me  think,  '•  He 
has  been  doing  some  great  kindness  this  morn- 
ing.-"' 

"  There  never  was,"  said  my  Guardian,  mus- 
ing as  he  smiled  upon  me,  "  such  a  Dame  Bur- 
den for  making  money  last." 

He  had  never  yet  altered  his  old  manner.  I 
loved  it,  and  him,  so  much,  that  when  I  now 
went  up  to  him  and  took  my  usual  chair,  which 
was  always  put  at  his  side — for  sometimes  I  read 
to  him,  and  sometimes  I  talked  to  him,  and 
sometimes  I  silently  worked  by  him — I  hardly 
liked  to  disturb  it  by  laying  my  hand  on  his 
breast.     But  I  found  I  did  not  disturb  it  at  all. 

"  Deair  Guardian,"  said  I,  "  I  want  to  speak 
to  you.     Have  I  been  remiss  in  anything?" 

"  Remiss  in  anything,  my  dear  ! " 

''  Have  I  not  been  what  I  have  meant  to  be, 
since — I  brought  the  answer  to  your  letter. 
Guardian  ?  " 

"  You  have  been  everything  I  could  desire, 
my  love." 

"  I  am  very  glad  indeed  to  hear  tha^,'  I  re- 
turned. '■  You  know,  you  said  to  me,  was  this 
the  mistress  of  Bleak  House?  And  I  said, 
yes." 

*'  Yes,"  said  my  Guardian,  nr.-dding  his  head. 
He  had  put  his  arm  about  \\v%  as  if  there  v;ere 
something  to  protect  me  fro:.).  :  ar.d  looked  in 
my  face,  smiling. 

"Since  then,''  said  I,  ''we  have  ne\ f r  spoken 
on  the  subject  except  once." 

"  And  then  I  said,  Bleak  House  was  thinning 
fast ;  and  .so  it  was,  my  dear." 

"And  /said,"  I  timidly  reminded  him,  "but 
its  mistress  remaiiied." 

He  still  held  me,  in  the  same  protecting 
manner,  and  with  the  same  bright  goodness  in 
his  face. 

"  Dear  Guardian,"  said  I,  "  I  know  how  you 
iiave  ielt  all  that  has  happened,  and  how  con- 
siderate you  have  been.  As  so  much  time  has 
passed,  and  as  you  spoke  only  this  morning  of 
my  being  so  well  again,  perhaps  you  expect  me 
to  renew  the  subject.  Perhaps  I  ought  to  do 
su.  I  will  be  the  mistress  of  Bleak  House  when 
you  i)lease." 

"See,"  he  returned  gaily,  "what  a  sympathy 
there  must  be  between  us  !  I  have  had  nothing 
else,  poor  Rick  excepted — it's  a  large  exception 
— in  my  mind.  "When  you  came  in,  I  was  full 
of  it.  When  shall  we  give  Bleak  House  its 
mistress,  little  woman?" 


"  When  you  please." 

"Next  month?" 

"  Next  month,  dear  Guardian." 

"  The  day  on  which  I  take  the  happiest  and 
best  step  of  my  life — the  day  on  which  I  shall 
be  a  man  more  exulting  and  more  enviable  than 
any  other  man  in  the  world — the  day  on  which 
I  give  Bleak  House  its  little  mistress — shall  be 
next  month,  then,"  said  my  Guardian. 

I  put  my  arms  round  Isis  neck  and  kissed 
him,  just  as  I  had  done  on  the  day  when  I 
brought  my  answer. 

A  servant  came  to  the  door  to  announce  Mr. 
Bucket,  which  was  quite  unnecessary,  for  Mr. 
Bucket  was  already  looking  in  over  the  servant's 
shoulder.  "  Mr.  Jarndyce  and  Miss  Summer- 
son,"  said  he,  rather  out  of  breath,  "  with  all 
apologies  for  intruding,  ivill  you  allow  me  to 
order  up  a  person  that's  on  the  stairs,  and  that 
objects  to  being  left  there  in  case  of  becoming 
the  subject  of  observations  in  his-  absence  ? 
Thank  you.  Be  so  good  as  chair  that  there 
Member  in  this  direction,  will  you?  "  said  Mr. 
Bucket,  beckoning  over  the  banisters. 

This  singular  request  produced  an  old  man  in 
a  black  -kull-cap,  unable  to  walk,  who  was  car- 
ried up  by  a  couple  of  bearers,  and  deposited  in 
the  room  near  the  door.  Mr.  Bucket  imme- 
diatel)'  '"{ot  rid  of  the  bearers,  mysteriously  shut 
the  door,  s.).^  oolted  it. 

"  Now  yoa  see,  Mr.  Jarndyce,'"  he  tiien  began, 
putting  down  his  hat,  uid  opening  iiis  subject 
with  a  flourish  of  bis  well-remembered  finger, 
"■  you  know  me,  and  Miss  Summerson  knows 
me.  This  gentleman  likewise  knows  me,  and 
his  name  is  Smallweed.  The  discounting  line 
is  his  line  principally,  and  he's  wh".t  you  may 
call  a  dealer  in  bills.  That's  about  what  jv.v 
are,  you  know,  ain't  yoii  ? "  said  Mr.  Bucket, 
stopping  a  litUe  to  address  the  gentleman  in 
(jueslion,  who  was  exceedingly  suspicious  of 
him. 

He  seemed  about  to  dispute  this  designation 
of  himself,  when  he  was  seized  with  a  violent 
fit  of  coughing. 

"  Now,  Moral,  you  know  !  "  said  Mr.  Bucket, 
improving  th(i  accident.  "  Don't  you  contradict 
when  there  ain't  no  occasion,  and  you  won't  be 
took  in  that  way.  Now,  Mr.  Jarndyce,  I  address 
myself  to  you.  I've  been  negotiating  ^\  ith  this 
gentleman  on  behalf  of  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock, 
Baronet ;  and  one  way  and  another  I've  been  in 
and  out  and  about  his  premises  a  deal.  His 
l">remises  are  the  premises  formerly  occupied  by 
Krook,  Marine  Store  Dealer — a  relation  of  this 
gentleman's,  that  you  saw  in  his  lifetime,  if  I 
don't  mistake  ?  " 
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My  Guardian  replied  "  Yes." 

*'  Well  !  You  are  to  understand,"  said  Mr, 
Bucket,  "  that  this  gentleman  he  come  into 
Krook's  property,  and  a  good  deal  of  Magpie 
property  there  was.  Vast  lots  of  waste  paper 
among  the  rest.  Lord  bless  you,  of  no  use  to 
nobody ! " 

The  cunning  of  Mr.  Bucket's  eye,  and  the 
masterly  manner  in  which  he  contrived,  \\ithout 
a  look  or  a  word  against  which  his  watchful 
auditor  could  protest,  to  let  us  know  that  he 
stated  the  case  according  to  previous  agreement, 
anil  could  say  much  more  of  Mr.  Smallweed,  if 
he  thought  it  advisable,  deprived  us  of  any 
merit  in  quite  understanding  him.  His  diffi- 
culty was  increased  by  Mr.  Smalhveed's  being 
deaf  as  well  as  suspicious,  and  watching  his  face 
with  the  closest  attention. 

"  Among  them  odd  heaps  of  old  papers,  this 
gentleman,  when  he  comes  into  the  property, 
naturally  begins  to  rummage,  don't  you  see?'" 
said  Mr.  Backet. 

"  To  which  ?  Say  that  again,"  cried  INIr. 
Smallweed,  in  a  shrill,  sharp  voice. 

"  To  rummage,''  repeated  Mr.  Bucket.  "  Being 
a  prudent  man,  and  accustomed  to  take  care 
of  your  own  affairs,  you  begin  to  rummage 
among  the  papers  as  you  have  come  into ;  don't 
you  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  do,"  cried  Mr.  Smallweed. 

"  Of  course  you  do,"  said  Mr.  Bucket,  conver- 
sationally, "  and  much  to  blame  you  would  be 
if  you  didn't.  And  so  you  chance  to  find,  you 
know,"  Mr.  Bucket  went  on,  stooping  over  him 
with  an  air  of  cheerful  raillery  which  Mr.  Small- 
weed  by  no  means  reciprocated,  "  and  so  you 
chance  to  find,  you  know,  a  paper,  with  the  sig- 
nature of  Jarndyce  to  it.     Don't  you?" 

Mr.  Smallweed  glanced  with  a  troubled  eye 
at  us,  and  grudgingly  nodded  assent. 

"  And  coming  to  look  at  that  paper,  at  your 
full  leisure  and  convenience — all  in  good  time, 
for  you're  not  curious  to  read  it,  and  why  should 
you  be? — what  do  you  find  it  to  be  but  a  Will, 
you  see.  That's  the  drollery  of  it,"  said  Mr. 
Bucket,  with  the  same  lively  air  of  recalling  a 
joke  for  the  enjoyment  of  Mr.  Smallweed,  who 
still  had  the  same  crest-fallen  appearance  of  not 
enjoying  it  at  all ;  "  what  do  you  find  it  to  be 
but  a  Will  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  that  it's  good  as  a  will,  or  as 
anything  else,"  snarled  Mr.  Smallweed. 

Mr.  Bucket  eyed  the  old  man  for  a  moment 
^e  had  slipped  and  shrunk  down  in  his  chair 
into  a  mere  bundle — as  if  he  were  much  dis- 
posed to  pounce  upon  him;  nevertheless,  he 
continued    to   bend   over   him  with  the    same 


agreeable  air,  keeping  the  corner  of  one  of  his 
eyes  upon  us. 

"Notwithstanding •which,"  said  Mr.  Bucket, 
"  you  get  a  little  doubtful  and  uncomfortable  in 
your  mind  about  it,  having  a  very  tender  mind 
of  your,  own." 

"  Eh  ?  What  do  you  say  I  have  got  of  my 
own  ?  "  asked  I\Ir.  Smallweed,  with  his  hand  to 
his  ear. 

"  A  very  tender  mind." 

"  Ho  !     Well,  go  on,"  said  Mr.  Smallweed. 

"  And  as  you've  heard  a  good  deal  mentioned 
regarding  a  celebrated  Chancery  will  case,  of  the 
same  name  ;  and  as  you  know  what  a  card 
Krook  was  for  buying  all  manner  of  old  pieces 
of  furnitur,  and  books,  and  papers,  and  what 
not,  and  never  liking  to  part  with  'em,  and 
always  a  going  to  teach  himself  to  read  ;  you 
begin  to  think — and  you  never  was  more  correct 
in  your  born  days — '  Ecod,  if  I  don't  look 
about  me,  I  may  get  into  trouble  regarding  this 
will.'" 

"  Now,  mind  how  you  put  it.  Bucket,"  cried 
the  old  man  anxiously,  with  his  hand  at  his  ear. 
"  Speak  up ;  none  of  your  brimstone  tricks. 
Pick  me  up  ;  I  want  to  hear  better.  O  Lord,  I 
am  shaken  to  bits  !  " 

Mr.  Bucket  had  certainly  picked  him  up  at 
a  dart.  However,  as  soon  as  he  could  be  heard 
through  Mr.  Smalhveed's  coughing,  and  his 
vicious  ejaculations  of  "  O  my  bones  !  O  dear  ! 
I've  no  breath  in  my  body  !  I'm  worse  than 
the  chattering,  clattering,  brimstone  pig  at 
home  ! "  Mr.  Bucket  proceeded,  in  the  same 
convivial  manner  as  before. 

"  So,  as  I  happen  to  be  in  the  habit  of  com- 
ing about  your  premises,  you  take  me  into  your 
confidence,  don't  you  ?  " 

I  think  it  would  be  impossible  to  make  an 
admission  with  more  ill-will,  and  a  worse  grace, 
than  Mr.  Smallweed  displayed  when  he  admitted 
this ;  rendering  it  perfectly  evident  that  Mr. 
Bucket  was  the  very  last  person  he  would  have 
thought  of  taking  into  his  confidence,  if  he  could 
by  any  possibility  have  kept  him  out  of  it. 

"  And  I  go  into  the  business  with  you, — very 
pleasantwe  are  over  it ;  and  I  confirm  you  in  your 
well-founded  fears,  that  you  will-get-yourself- 
in-to-a-most  precious  line  if  you  don't  come  out 
with  that  there  will,"  said  Mr.  Bucket,  emphati- 
cally ;  "  and  accordingly  you  arrange  with  me 
that  it  shall  be  delivered  up  to  this  present  Mr. 
Jarndyce,  on  no  conditions.  If  it  should  prove 
to  be  valuable,  you  trusting  yourself  to  him  for 
your  reward  ;  that's  about  where  it  is,  ain't  it  ?  " 

"  That's  what  was  agreed,"  Mr.  Smallweed 
assented,  with  the  same  bad  grace. 
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"  In  consequence  of  which,"  said  Mr.  Bucket, 
dismissing  his  agreeable  manner  all  at  once,  and 
becoming  strictly  business-like,  "you've  got  that 
will  upon  your  person  at  the  present  time  ;  and 
the  only  thing  that  remains  for  you  to  do  is, 
just  to  Out  with  it !  " 

Having  given  us  one  glance  out  of  the 
watching  corner  of  his  eye,  and  having  given 
his  nose  one  triumphant  rub  with  his  forefinger, 
Mr.  Bucket  stood  with  his  eyes  fastened  on  his 
confidential  friend,  and  his  hand  stretched  forth 


ready  to  take  the  paper  and  present  it  to  my 
Guardian.  It  was  not  produced  without  much 
reluctance,  and  many  declarations  on  the  part 
of  Mr.  Smallweed  that  he  was  a  poor  industrious 
man,  and  that  he  left  it  to  Mr.  Jarndyce's 
honour  not  to  let  him  lose  by  his  honesty. 
Little  by  little  he  very  slowly  took  from  a 
breast-pocket  a  stained  discoloured  paper,  which 
was  much  singed  upon  the  outside,  and  a  little 
burnt  at  the  edges,  as  if  it  had  long  ago  been 
thrown  upon  a  fire,  and  hastily  snatched  off 


"GET   our   WITH   VOU. 


IF   WE  ain't  good    enough    1  uR   VOU,    Go   AND   PROCURE    SOMEBODY  THAT   IS   GOOD 
ENOUGH.      GO  ALONG  AND   FIND   'EM." 


again.  Mr,  Bucket  lost  no  time  in  transferring 
this  paper,  with  the  dexterity  of  a  conjurer,  from 
Mr.  Smallweed  to  Mr,Jarndyce. .  As  he  gave 
it  to  my  Guardian,  he  whispered  behind  his 
fingers  : 

"  Hadn't  settled  how  to  make  their  market  of 
it.  Quarrelled  and  hinted  about  it.  I  laid  out 
twenty  pound  u])on  it.  First,  the  avaricious 
grandchildren  split  upon  him,  on  account  of 
their  objections  to  his  living  so  unreasonably 
long,  and  then  they  split  on  one  another.  Lord ! 
Bleak  House,  28, 


there  ain't  one  of  the  family  that  wouldn't  sell 
the  other  for  a  pound  or  t^vo,  except  the  old 
lady — and  she's  only  out  ot  it  because  she's  too 
weak  in  her  mind  to  drive  a  bargain." 

"Mr.  Bucket,"  said  my  Guardian  aloud, 
"  whatever  the  worth  of  this  paper  may  be  to 
any  one,  my  obligations  are  great  to  you  ;  and 
if  it  be  of  any  worth,  I  hold  myself  bound  to 
see  Mr.  Smallweed  remunerated  accordingly." 

"  Not  according  to  your  merits  you  know," 
said  Mr.  Bucket,  in  friendly  explanation  to  Mr. 
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Smalhveed. .  "  Don't  you  be  afraid  of  that.    Ac- 
cording to  its  value." 

"That  is  what  I  mean,"  said  my  Guardian. 
"You  may  observe,  Mr.  Bucket,  that  I  abstain 
from  examining  this  paper  myself.  The  plain 
truth  is,  I  have  forsworn  and  abjured  the  whole 
business  these  many  years,  and  my  soul  is  sick 
of  it.  But  ]\Iiss  Summerson  and  I  will  imme- 
diately place  the  paper  in  the  hands  of  my 
solicitor  in  the  cause,  and  its  existence  shall  be 
made  known  without  delay  to  all  other  parties 
interested." 

"Mr.  Jarndyce  can't  say  fairer  than  that, 
you  understand,"  observed  ]\Ir.  Bucket,  to  his 
fellow-visitor.  "  And  it  being  now  made  clear 
to  you  that  nobody's  a  going  to  be  wronged — 
which  must  be  a  great  relief  to  your  mind — we 
may  proceed  with  the  ceremony  of  chairing  you 
home  again," 

He  unbolted  the  door,  called  in  the  bearers, 
wished  us  good  morning,  and  with  a  look  full  of 
meaning,  and  a  crook  of  his  finger  at  parting, 
went  his  Ava}-. 

We  went  our  way  too,  which  was  to  Lincoln's 
Inn,  as  quickly  as  possible.  Mr.  Kenge  was 
disengaged;  and  we  found  him  at  his  table  in 
his  dusty  room,  with  the  inexpressive-looking 
books,  and  the  piles  of  papers.  Chairs  having 
been  placed  for  us  by  Mr.  Guppy,  Mr.  Kenge 
expressed  the  surprise  and  gratification  he  felt  at 
the  unusual  sight  of  Mr.  Jarndyce  in  his  office. 
He  turned  over  his  double  e}'e-glass  as  he  spoke, 
and  was  more  Conversation  Kenge  than  ever. 

"  I  hope,"  said  J\Ir.  Kenge,  "  that  the  genial 
influence  of  Miss  Summerson,"  he  bowed  to  me, 
"  may  have  induced  Mr.  Jarndyce,"  he  bowed 
to  him,  "  to  forego  some  little  of  his  animosity 
towards  a  Cause  and  towards  a  Court  which  are 
— shall  I  say,  which  take  their  place  in  the 
stately  vista  of  the  pillars  of  our  profession  ?  " 

"  I  am  inclined  to  think,"  returned  my  Guar- 
dian, "  that  Miss  Summerson  has  seen  too  much 
of  the  effects  of  the  Court  and  the  Cause  to 
exert  any  influence  in  their  favour.  Neverthe- 
less, they  are  a  part  of  the  occasion  of  my  being 
here.  ]\Ir.  Kenge,  before  I  lay  this  paper  on 
your  desk  and  Imve  done  with  it,  let  me  tell  you 
how  it  has  come  into  my  hands." 

He  did  so  shortly  and  distinctly.  "  It  could 
not,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Kenge,  "have  been  stated 
more  plainly  and  to  the  purpose,  if  it  had  been 
a  case  at  law."  "  Did  you  ever  know  English 
law,  or  equity  either,  plain  and  to  the  purpose  ?  " 
said  my  Guardian.     "  O  fie  !  "  said  Mr.  Kenge. 

At  first  he  had  not  seemed  to  attach  much 
importance  to  the  paper,  but  when  he  saw  it  he 
appeared  more   interested,   and  when   he  had 


opened  and  read  a  little  of  it  through  his  eye- 
glass, he  became  amazed.  "  Mr.  Jarndyce,"  he 
said,  looking  off  it,  "  you  have  perused  this  ?  " 

"  Not  I !  "  returned  my  Guardian. 

"  But,  my  dear  sir,"  said  Mr.  Kenge,  "  it  is  a 
Will  of  later  date  than  any  in  the  suit.  It 
appears  to  be  all  in  the  Testator's  handwriting. 
It  is  duly  executed  and  attested.  And  even  if 
intended  to  be  cancelled,  as  might  possibly  be 
supposed  to  be  denoted  by  these  marks  of  fire,  it 
is  not  cancelled.  Here  it  is,a  perfect  instrument ! " 

"  Well !  "  said  my  Guardian.  "  What  is  that 
to  me  ?  " 

"  Mr.  Guppy  !  "  cried  Mr.  Kenge,  raising  his 
voice. — "  I  beg  your  pardon,  I\Ir.  Jarndyce." 

"  Sir." 

"  Air.  Vholes  of  Symond's  Inn.  My  com- 
pliments. Jarndyce*  and  Jarndyce.  Glad  to 
speak  with  him." 

Mr.  Gupi^y  disappeared. 

"  You  ask  me  what  is  this  to  you,  Mr.  Jarn- 
dyce. If  you  had  perused  this  document,  you 
would  have  seen  that  it  reduces  your  interest  con- 
siderably, though  still  leaving  it  a  very  handsome 
one,  still  leaving  it  a  very  handsome  one,"  said. 
Mr.  Kenge,  waving  his  hand  jDcrsuasively  and 
blandly.  "You  w^ould  further  have  seen,  that 
the  interests  of  INIr.  Richard  Carstone,  and  of 
Miss  Ada  Clare,  now  Mrs.  Richard  Carstone, 
are  very  materially  advanced  by  it." 

"  Kenge,"  said  my  Guardian,  "  if  all  the 
flourishing  wealth  that  the  suit  brought  into 
this  vile  court  of  Chancery  could  fall  to  my 
two  young  cousins,  I  should  be  well  contented. 
But  do  you  ask  me  to  believe  that  any  good  is 
to  come  of  Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce  ?  " 

"  O  really,  Mr.  Jarndyce  !  Prejudice,  pre- 
judice. My  dear  sir,  this  is  a  very  great 
countiy,  a  very  great  country.  Its  system  of 
equity  is  a  very  great  system,  a  very  great  system. 
Really,  really !  " 

My  Guardian  said  no  more,  and  Mr.  Vholes 
arrived.  He  was  modestly  impressed  by  Mr. 
Kenge's  professional  eminence. 

"  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Vholes  ?  Will  you 
be  so  good  as  to  take  a  chair  here  by  me,  and 
look  over  this  paper  ?  " 

]\Ir.  Vholes  did  as  he  was  asked,  and  seemed 
to  read  it  every  word.  He  was  not  excited  by 
it ;  but  he  Avas  not  excited  by  anything.  When 
he  had  w^ell  examined  it,  he  retired  with  Mr. 
Kenge  into  a  window,  and  shading  his  mouth 
Avitli  his  black  glove,  spoke  to  him  at  some 
length.  I  was  not  surprised  to  observe  Mr. 
Kenge  inclined  to  dispute  what  he  said  before 
he  had  said  much,  for  I  knew  that  no  two 
people  ever  did  agree  about  anything  in  Jam- 


dycc  and  Jarndycc.  But  he  seemed  to  get  the 
better  of  Mr.  Kenge  too,  in  a  conversation  that 
sounded  as  if  it  were  almost  composed  of  the 
words,  "  Receiver-General,"  "  Acountant-Gene- 
ral,"  "  Report,"  ''■  Estate,"  and  "  Costs."  When 
they  had  finished,  they  came  back  to  Mr. 
Kenge's  table,  and  spoke  aloud. 

"  Well !  But  this  is  a  very  remarkable  docu- 
ment, Mr.  Vholes  ?  "  said  !Mr.  Kenge. 

Mr.  Vholes  said,  "  Very  much  so." 

"  And  a  very  important  document,  Mr. 
Vholes  ?  "  said  INIr.  Kenge. 

Again  Mr.  Vholes  said,  '•'  Very  much  so." 

"  And  as  you  say,  Mr.  \''holes,  when  the  Cause 
is  in  the  paper  next  Term,  this  document  will  be 
an  unexpected  and  interesting  feature  in  it,"  said 
Mr.  Kenge,  looking  loftily  at  my  Guardian. 

Mr.  Vholes  was  gratified,  as  a  smaller  prac- 
titioner striving  to  keep  respectable,  to  be  con- 
firmed in  any  opinion  of  his  own  by  such  an 
authority. 

"And  when,"  asked  my  Guardian,  rising  after 
a  pause,  during  which  Mr.  Kenge  had  rattled 
his  money,  and  Mr.  Vholes  had  picked  his 
pimples,  "  when  is  next  Term  ?  " 

"  Next  Term,  Mr.  Jarndyce,  will  be  next 
month,"  said  Mr.  Kenge.  "  Of  course  we  shall 
at  once  proceed  to  do  what  is  necessary  with 
this  document,  and  to  collect  the  necessary 
evidence  concerning  it ;  and  of  course  you  will 
receive  our  usual  notification  of  the  Cause  being 
in  the  paper." 

"  To  which  I  shall  pay,  of  course,  my  usual 
attention." 

"  Still  bent,  my  dear  sir,"  said  Mr.  Kenge, 
showing  us  through  the  outer  office  to  the  door, 
"  still  bent,  even  with  your  enlarged  mind,  on 
echoing  a  popular  prejudice?  We  area  pros- 
perous community,  Mr.  Jarndyce,  a  very  pros- 
perous community.  We  are  a  great  country, 
Mr.  Jarndyce,  we  are  a  very  great  country.  This 
is  a  great  system,  Mr.  Jarndyce,  and  would  you 
wish  a  great  country  to  have  a  little  system? 
Now,  really,  really  !  " 

He  said  this  at  the  stair-head,  gently  moving  his 
right  hand  as  if  it  were  a  silver  trowel,  with  which 
to  spread  the  cement  of  his  words  on  the  structure 
of  the  system,  and  consolidate  it  for  a  thousand 
asfes. 


CHAPTER  LXIIL 

STEEL  AND   IRON. 


GEORGE'S   shooting-gallery   is   to   let,  and 
the  stock  is  sokl  oft",  and  George  himself  is 
at  Chesney  AVold,  attending  on  Sir  Leicester  in 


his  rides,  and  riding  very  near  his  bridle-rein, 
because  of  the  uncertain  hand  with  which  he 
guides  his  horse.  But  not  to-daj-  is  George  so 
occupied.  He  is  journeying  to-day  into  the  iron 
country  farther  north,  to  look  about  him. 

As  he  comes  into  the  iron  country  farther 
north,  such  fresh  green  woods  as  those  of  Ches- 
ney Wold  are  left  behind  ;  and  coalpits  and 
ashes,  high  chimneys  and  red  bricks,  blighted 
verdure,  scorching  fires,  and  a  heavy  never 
lightening  cloud  of  smoke,  become  the  features 
of  the  scenery.  Among  such  objects  rides  the 
trooper,  looking  about  him,  and  always  looking 
for  something  he  has  come  to  find. 

At  last,  on  the  black  canal  bridge  of  a  busy 
town,  with  a  clang  of  iron  in  it,  and  more  fires 
and  more  smoke  than  he  has  seen  yet,  the 
trooper,  swart  with  the  dust  of  the  coal  roads, 
checks  his  horse,  and  asks  the  workman  does 
he  know  the  name  of  Rounccwell  thereabouts  ? 

*'  Why,  master,"  quoth  the  workman,  '•  do  I 
know  my  own  name  ?  " 

"  'Tis  so  well  known  here,  is  it,  comrade  ? " 
asked  the  trooper. 

"  Rouncewells  ?     Ah  !  you're  right." 

"And  where  might  he  be  now?"  asks  the 
trooper,  with  a  glance  before  him. 

"  The  bank,  the  factory,  or  the  house  ? "  the 
workman  wants  to  know. 

"  Hum  !  Rouncewells  is  so  great  apparently," 
mutters  the  trooper,  stroking  his  chin,  "  that  I 
have  as  good  as  half  a  mind  to  go  back  again. 
Why  I  don't  know  which  I  want.  Should  I 
find  Mr.  Rouncewell  at  the  factory,  do  you 
think?" 

"  'Tain't  easy  to  say  where  }-ou'd  find  him — 
at  this  time  of  the  day  you  might  find  either  liim 
or  his  son  there,  if  he's  in  town ;  but  his  con- 
tracts take  him  away." 

And  which  is  the  factory  ?  "\^^ly,  he  sees 
those  chimneys — the  tallest  ones  I  Yes,  he  sees 
f/ici/i.  WqW  !  let  him  keep  his  eye  on  those 
chimneys,  going  on  as  straight  as  ever  he  can, 
and  presently  he'll  see  'em  down  a  turning  on 
the  left,  shut  in  by  a  great  brick  wall  which 
forms  one  side  of  the  street.  That's  Rounce- 
wells. 

The  trooper  thanks  his  informant,  and  rides 
slowly  on,  looking  about  him.  He  does  not 
turn  back,  but  puts  up  his  horse  (and  is  much 
disposed  to  groom  him  too)  at  a  public- 
house  where  some  of  Rouncewell' s  hands  are 
dining,  as  the  hostler  tells  him.  Some  of 
Rouncewell's  hands  have  just  knocked  off  for 
dinner  time,  and  seem  to  be  invading  the  whole 
town.  They  are  ver}-  sinewy  and  strong,  are 
Rouncewell's  hands^-a  little  sooty  too. 
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He  comes  to  a  gateway  in  the  brick  wall, 
looks  in,  and  sees  a  great  perplexity  of  iron 
lying  about,  in  every  stage,  and  in  a  vast  variety 
of  shapes ;  in  bars,  in  wedges,  in  sheets  ;  in 
tanks,  in  boilers,  in  axles,  in  wheels,  in  cogs,  in 
cranks,  in  rails;  twisted  and  wrenched  into 
eccentric  and  perverse  forms,  as  separate  parts 
of  machinery ;  mountains  of  it  broken  up,  and 
rusty  in  its  age  ;  distant  furnaces  of  it  glowing 
and  bubbling  in  its  youth  ;  bright  fireworks  of  it 
showering  about,  under  the  blows  of  the  steam 
hammer  ;  red-hot  iron,  white-hot  iron,  cold-black 
iron ;  an  iron  taste,  an  iron  smell,  and  a  IJabel 
of  iron  sounds. 

"  This  is  a  place  to  make  a  man's  head  ache, 
too  ! '"  says  the  trooper,  looking  about  him  ior  a 
counting-house.  "  Who  comes  here  ?  This  is 
very  like  me  before  I  was  set  up.  This  ought 
to  be  my  nephew,  if  likenesses  run  in  families. 
Your  servant,  sir." 

"  Yours,  sir.     Are  you  looking  for  any  one?  " 

"  Excuse  me.  Young  I\Ir.  Rouncewell,  I 
believe  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  I  was  looking  for  your  father,  sir.  I  wished 
to  have  a  word  with  him." 

The  young  man,  telling  him  he  is  fortunate  in 
his  choice  of  a  time,  for  his  father  is  there,  leads 
the  way  to  the  ofiice  where  he  is  to  be  found. 
"  Very  like  me  before  I  was  set  up— -devilish 
like  me !  "  thinks  the  trooper,  as  he  follows. 
They  come  to  a  building  in  the  yard ;  with  an 
office  on  an  upper  floor.  At  sight  of  the  gen- 
tleman in  the  office,  Mr.  George  turns  very  red. 

"What  name  shall  I  say  to  my  father?"  asks 
the  young  man. 

George,  full  of  the  idea  of  iron,  in  desperation 
answers  "Steel,"  and  is  so  presented.  He  is 
left  alone  with  the  gentleman  in  the  office,  who 
sits  at  a  table  with  account-books  before  him, 
and  some  sheets  of  paper,  blotted  with  hosts  of 
figures  and  drawings  of  cunning  shapes.  It  is  a 
bare  office,  with  bare  windows,  looking  on  the 
iron  view  below.  Tumbled  together  on  the 
table  are  some  pieces  of  iron,  purposely  broken 
to  be  tested,  at  various  periods  of  their  service, 
in  various  capacities.  There  is  iron-dust  on 
everything ;  and  the  smoke  is  seen,  through  the 
windows,  rolling  heavily  out  of  the  tall  chimneys, 
to  mingle  with  the  smoke  from  a  vaporous 
Babylon  of  other  chimneys. 

"  I  am  at  your  service,  Mr.  Steel,"  says  the 
gentleman,  when  his  visitor  has  taken  a  rusty 
chair. 

"Well,  I^Ir.  Rouncewell,"  George  replies, 
leaning  forward,  with  his  left  arm  on  his  knee, 
and   his  hat  in  his  hand;   and  very  chary  of 


meeting  his  brother's  eye  ;  '•  I  am  not  without 
my  expectations,  that  in  the  present  visit  I  may 
prove  to  be  more  free  than  welcome.  I  have 
served  as  a  dragoon  in  my  day ;  and  a  comrade 
of  mine  that  I  was  once  rather  partial  to,  was, 
if  I  don't  deceive  myself,  a  brother  of  yours.  I 
believe  you  had  a  brother  who  gave  his  family 
some  trouble,  and  ran  away,  and  ne\'er  did  any 
good  but  in  keeping  away?" 

"  Are  you  quite  sure,"  returns  the  ironmaster, 
in  an  altered  voice,  "  that  your  name  is  Steel  ?  " 

The  trooper  falters,  and  looks  at  him.  His 
brother  starts  up,  calls  him  by  his  name,  and 
grasps  him  by  both  hands. 

"  You  are  too  quick  for  me ! "  cries  the 
trooper,  with  the  tears  springing  out  of  his  eyes. 
"  How  do  you  do,  my  dear  old  fellow?  I  never 
could  have  thought  you  would  have  been  half 
so  glad  to  see  me  as  all  this.  How  do  you  do, 
my  dear  old  fellow,  how  do  you  do  !  " 

They  shake  hands,  and  embrace  each  other, 
over  and  over  again  ;  the  trooper  still  coupling 
his  "  How  do  you  do,  my  dear  old  fellow  !"  with 
his  protestation  that  he  never  thought  his  brother 
would  have  been  half  so  glad  to  see  him  as  all 
this ! 

"So  fixr  from  it,"  he  declares,  at  the  end  of  a 
full  account  of  what  has  preceded  his  arrival 
there,  "  I  had  very  little  idea  of  making  myself 
known.  I  thought,  if  you  took  by  any  means 
forgivingly  to  my  name,  I  might  gradually  get 
myself  up  to  the  point  of  writing  a  letter.  But 
I  should  not  have  been  surprised,  brother,  if  you 
had  considered  it  anything  but  welcome  news 
to  hear  of  me." 

"  We  will  show  you  at  home  what  kind  of 
news  we  think  it,  George,"  returns  his  brother. 
"  This  is  a  great  day  at  home,  and  you  could 
not  have  arrived,  you  bronzed  old  soldier,  on  a 
better.  I  make  an  agreement  Avith  my  son 
Watt  to-day,  that  on  this  day  twelvemonth  he 
shall  marry  as  pretty  and  as  good  a  girl  as  you 
have  seen  in 'all  yeur  travels.  She  goes  to  Ger- 
many to-morrow,  with  one  of  your  nieoes,  for  a 
little  polishing  up  in  her  education.  We  make 
a  feast  of  the  event,  and  you  will  be  made  the 
hero  of  it." 

Mr.  George  is  so  entirely  overcome  at  first  by 
this  prospect,  that  he  resists  the  proposed  honour 
with  great  earnestness.  Being  overborne,  how- 
ever, by  his  brother  and  his  nephew— concerning 
whom  he  renews  his  protestations  that  he  never 
could  have  thought  they  would  have  been  half 
so  glad  to  see  him — he  is  taken  home  to  an 
elegant  house,  in  all  the  arrangements  of  which 
there  is  to  be  observed  a  pleasant  mixture  of 
the  originally  simple  habits  of  the   father  and 
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mother,  with  such  as  are  suited  to  their  altered 
station  and  the  higher  fortunes  of  their  children. 
Here,  Mr.  George  is  much  dismayed  by  the 
graces  and  accomplishments  of  his  nieces  that 
are ;  and  by  the  beauty  of  RoSa,  his  niece  that 
is  to  be ;  and  by  the  affectionate  salutations  of 
these  young  ladies,  which  he  receives  in  a  sort 
of  dream.  He  is  sorely  taken  aback,  too,  by 
the  dutiful  behaviour  of  his  nephew  ;  and  has  a 
woful  consciousness  upon  him  of  being  a  scape- 
grace. However,  there  is  great  rejoicing,  and  a 
very  hearty  company,  and  infinite  enjoyment ; 
and  Mr.  George  comes  bluff  and  martial  through 
it  all ;  and  his  pledge  to  be  present  at  the  mar- 
riage and  give  away  the  bride,  is  received  with 
universal  favour.  A  whirling  head  has  Mr. 
George  that  night,  when  he  lies  down  in  the 
state-bed  of  his  brother's  house,  to  think  of  all 
these  things,  and  to  see  the  images  of  his  nieces 
(awful  all  the  evening  in  their  floating  muslins), 
waltzing,  after  the  German  manner,  over  his 
counterpane. 

The  brothers  are  closeted  next  morning  in  the 
ironmaster's  room ;  where  the  elder  is  proceed- 
ing, in  his  clear  sensible  way,  to  show  how  he 
thinks  he  may  best  dispose  of  George  in  his 
business,  when  George  squeezes  his  hand  and 
stops  him. 

"  Brother,  I  thank  you  a  million  times  for 
your  more  than  brotherly  welcome,  and  a  million 
times  more  to  that  for  your  more  than  brotherly 
intentions.  But  my  plans  are  made.  Before  I 
say  a  word  as  to  them,  I  wish  to  consult  you 
upon  one  family  point.  How,"  says  the  trooper, 
folding  his  arms,  and  looking  with  indomitable 
firmness  at  his  brother,  "  how  is  my  mother  to 
be  got  to  scratch  me  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  sure  that  I  understand  you, 
George,"  replies  the  ironmaster. 

"  I  say,  brother,  how  is  my  mother  to  be  got 
to  scratch  me?  She  must  be  got  to  do  it, 
somehow.'' 

"Scratch  you  out  of  her  will,  I  think  you 
mean  ?  " 

"  Of  course  I  do.  In  short,"  says  the  trooper, 
folding  his  arms  more  resolutely  yet,  "  I  mean 
— to — scratch  me  ? '' 

"  My  dear  George,"  returns  his  brother,  "  is 
it  so  indispensable  that  you  should  undergo  that 
process  ? " 

"  Quite  !  Absolutely  !  I  couldn't  be  guilty 
of  the  meanness  of  coming  back  without  it.  I 
should  never  be  safe  not  to  be  off  again.  I  have 
not  sneaked  home  to  rob  your  children,  if  not 
yourself,  brother,  of  your  rights.  I,  who  forfeited 
mine,  long  ago  !  If  I  am  to  remain,  and  hold 
up  my  head,  I  must  be  scratched.    Come.    You 


are  a  man  of  celebrated  penetration  and  intelli- 
gence, and  you  can  tell  me  how  it's  to  be  brought 
about." 

"  I  can  tell  you,  George,"  replies  the  iron- 
master, deliberately, ''  how  it  is  not  to  b-  brought 
about,  which  I  hope  may  answer  the  purpose  as 
well.  Look  at  our  mother,  think  of  her,  recall 
her  emotion  when  she  recovered  you.  Do  you 
believe  there  is  a  consideration  in  the  world  that 
would  induce  her  to  take  such  a  step  against  her 
favourite  son  ?  Do  you  believe  there  is  any 
chance  of  her  consent,  to  balance  against  the 
outrage  it  would  be  to  her  (loving  dear  old 
lady !)  to  propose  it  ?  If  you  do,  you  are  wrong. 
No,  George  !  You  must  make  up  your  mind  to 
remain  ^///scratched.  1  think,"  there  is  an 
amused  smile  on  the  ironmaster's  face,  as  he 
watches  his  brother,  who  is  pondering,  deeply 
disappointed,  "  I  think  you  may  manage  almost 
as  well  as  if  the  thing  were  done,  though."' 

'•  How,  brother  ?  " 

"  Being  bent  upon  it,  you  can  dispose  by  will 
of  anything  you  have  the  misfortune  to  inherit, 
in  any  way  you  like,  you  know." 

"  That's  true  ! "  says  the  trooper,  pondering 
again.  Then  he  wistfully  asks,  with  his  hand  on 
his  brother's,  "  Would  you  mind  mentioning  that, 
brother,  to  your  wife  and  family  ?  " 

"  Not  at  all." 

"Thank  you.  You  wouldn't  object  to  say, 
perhaps,  that  although  an  undoubted  vagabond, 
I  am  a  vagabond  of  the  harum-scarum  order, 
and  not  of  the  mean  sort  ?  " 

The  ironmaster,  repressing  his  amused  smile, 
assents. 

"  Thank  you.  Thank  you.  It's  a  weight  off 
my  mind,"  says  the  trooper,  with  a  heave  of  his 
chest  as  he  unfolds  his  arms,  and  puts  a  hand  on 
each  leg  ;  "  though  I  had  set  my  heart  on  being 
scratched,  too  ! " 

The  brothers  are  very  like  each  other,  sitting 
face  to  face ;  but  a  certain  massive  simplicity, 
and  absence  of  usage  in  the  ways  of  the  world, 
is  all  on  the  trooper's  side. 

"  Well,"  he  proceeds,  throwing  off  his  disap- 
pointment, "next  and  last,  those  plans  of  mine. 
You  have  been  so  brotherly  as  to  propose  to  me 
to  fall  in  here,  and  take  my  place  among  the 
products  of  your  perseverance  and  sense.  I 
thank  you  heartily.  Its  more  than  brotherly, 
as  I  said  before ;  and  I  thank  you  heartily  for  it," 
shaking  him  a  long  time  by  the  hand.  "  But 
the  truth  is,  brother,  I  am  a — I  am  a  kind  of  a 
Weed,  and  it's  too  late  to  plant  me  in  a  regular 
garden." 

"  My  dear  George,"  returns  the  elder,  concen- 
trating his  strong  steady  brow  upon  him,  and 
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smiling  confidently  ;  "  leave  that  to  me,  and  let 
me  try." 

George  shakes  his  head.  "  You  could  do  it, 
I  have  not  a  doubt,  if  anybody  could ;  but  it's 
not  to  be  done.  Not  to  be  done,  sir !  Whereas 
it  so  falls  out,  on  the  other  hand,  that  I  am  able 
to  be  of  some  trifle  of  use  to  Sir  Leicester  Ded- 
lock  since  his  illness — brought  on  by  family 
sorrows;  and  that  he  would  rather  have  that 
help  from  our  mother's  son  than  from  anybody 
else." 

"  Well,  my  dear  George,"  returns  the  other, 
with  a  very  slight  shade  upon  his  open  face,  "  if 
you  prefer  to  serve  in  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock's 
household  brigade " 

"  There  it  is,  brother !  "  cries  the  trooper, 
checking  him,  with  his  hand  upon  his  knee 
again  :  "  there  it  is.  You  don't  take  kindly  to 
that  idea;  I  don't  mind  it.  You  are  not  used 
to  being  officered ;  I  am.  Everything  about 
you  is  in  perfect  order  and  discipline;  every- 
thing about  me  requires  to  be  kept  so.  We  are 
not  accustomed  to  carry  things  with  the  same 
hand,  or  to  look  at  'em  from  the  same  point.  I 
don't  say  much  about  my  garrison  manners, 
because  I  found  myself  pretty  well  at  my  ease 
last  night,  and  they  wouldn't  be  noticed  here,  I 
dare  say,  once  and  away.  But  I  shall  get  on 
best  at  Chesney  Wold — where  there's  more  room 
for  a  Weed  than  there  is  here ;  and  the  dear  old 
lady  will  be  made  happy  besides.  Therefore  I 
accept  of  Sir  Leicester  Dedlock's  proposals. 
When  I  come  over  next  year  to  give  away  the 
bride,  or  whenever  I  come,  I  shall  have  the 
sense  to  keep  the  household  brigade  in  ambus- 
cade, and  not  to  manoeuvre  it  on  your  ground. 
I  thank  you  heartily  again,  and  am  proud  to 
think  of  the  Rouncewells  as  they'll  be  founded 
by  you." 

"  You  know  yourself,  George,"  says  the  elder 
brother,  returning  the  grip  of  his  hand,  "  and 
perhaps  you  know  me  better  than  I  know 
myself.  Take  your  way.  So  that  we  don't 
quite  lose  one  another  again,  take  your  way." 

"  No  fear  of  that !"  returns  the  trooper.  "Now, 
before  I  turn  my  horse's  head  home'ards,  brother, 
I  will  ask  you — if  you'll  be  so  good — to  look 
over  a  letter  for  me.  I  brought  it  with  me  to 
send  from  these  parts,  as  Chesney  Wold  might 
be  a  painful  name  just  now  to  the  person  it's 
written  to.  I  am  not  much  accustomed  to  cor- 
respondence myself,  and  I  am  particular  respect- 
ing this  present  letter,  because  I  want  'it  to  be 
both  straightforward  and  delicate." 

Herewith  he  hands  a  letter,  closely  written  in 
somewhat  pale  ink  but  in  a  neat  round  hand,  to 
the  ironmaster,  who  reads  as  follows  : 


"IMiss  Esther  Summerson, 

"  A  communication  having  been  made  to  mc 
l)y  Inspector  Buclcct  of  a  letter  to  myself  being  found 
among  the  papers  of  a  certain  person,  I  take  the  liberty 
to  make  known  to  you  that  it  was  but  a  few  lines  of 
instruction  from  abroad,  when,  where,  and  how  to  deliver 
an  enclosed  letter  to  a  young  and  beautiful  lady,  then 
unmarried  in  England.     I  duly  observed  the  same. 

"I  further  take  the  liberty  to  make  kno\\'n  to  you, 
that  it  was  got  from  mc  as  a  proof  of  hand-writing  only, 
and  that  otherwise  I  would  not  have  given  it  up  as 
appearing  to  be  the  most  harmless  in  my  possession, 
without  being  previously  shot  through  the  heart. 

"  I  further  take  the  liberty  to  mention,  that  if  I  could 
have  supposed  a  certain  unfortunate  gentleman  to  have 
been  in  existence,  I  never  could  and  never  would  have 
rested  until  I  had  discovered  his  retreat,  and  shared  my 
last  farthing  with  him,  as  my  duty  and  my  inclination 
would  have  equally  been.  But  he  was  (officially)  reported 
drowned,  and  assuredly  went  over  the  side  of  a  transport- 
ship  at  night  in  an  Irisli  harbour,  within  a  few  hours  of 
her  arrival  from  the  AVest  Indies,  as  I  have  myself  heard 
both  from  officers  and  men  on  board,  and  know  to  have 
been  (officially)  confirmed. 

"  I  further  take  the  liberty  to  state  that  in  my  humble 
quality  as  one  of  the  rank  and  file,  I  am,  and  shall  ever 
continue  to  be,  your  thoroughly  devoted  and  admiring 
servant,  and  that  I  esteem  the  qualities  you  possess  above 
all  others,  far  beyond  the  limits  of  the  present  dispatch. 

"  I  have  the  honour  to  be, 

"George." 

"  A  httle  formal,"  observes  the  elder  brother, 
refolding  it  with  a  puzzled  face. 

"  But  nothing  that  might  not  be  sent  to  a  pat- 
tern young  lady?"  asks  the  younger. 

"  Nothing  at  all." 

Therefore  it  is  sealed,  and  deposited  for  post- 
ing among  the  iron  correspondence  of  the  day. 
This  done,  Mr.  George  takes  a  hearty  farewell 
of  the  family  party,  and  prepares  to  saddle  and 
mount.  His  brother,  however,  unwilling  to  part 
with  him  so  soon,  proposes  to  ride  with  him  in 
a  light,  open  carriage  to  the  place  where  he  will 
bait  for  the  night,  and  there  remain  with  him 
until  morning  :  a  servant  riding,  for  so  much  of 
the  journey,  on  the  thorough-bred  old  grey  from 
Chesney  Wold.  The  offer  being  gladly  accepted, 
is  followed  by  a  pleasant  ride,  a  pleasant  dinner, 
and  a  pleasant  breakfast,  all  in  brotherly  com- 
munion. Then  they  once  more  shake  hands 
long  and  heartily,  and  part;  the  ironmaster 
turning  his  face  to  the  smoke  and  fires,  and  the 
trooper  to  the  green  country.  Early  in  the 
afternoon,  the  subdued  sound  of  his  heavy  mili- 
tary trot  is  heard  on  the  turf  in  the  avenue,  as  he 
rides  on  with  imaginary  clank  and  jingle  of 
accoutrements  under  the  old  elm-trees. 
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CHAPTER  LXIV. 

ESTHER'S    NARRATIVE. 

OON  after  I  had  had  that  conversa- 
tion with  my  Guardian,  he  put  a 
sealed  paper  in  my  hand  one  morn- 
ing, and  said,  "  This  is  for  next 
month,  my  dear."  I  found  in  it 
two  hundred  pounds. 
I  now  began  very  quietly  to  make  such 
preparations  as  I  thought  were  necessary. 
Regulating  my  purchases  by  my  Guardian's  taste, 
which  I  knew  very  well  of  course,  I  arranged  my 
wardrobe  to  please  him,  and  hoped  I  should  be 
highly  successful.  I  did  it  all  so  quietly,  be- 
cause I  was  not  quite  free  from  my  old  appre- 
hension that  Ada  would  be  rather  sorry,  and 
because  my  Guardian  was  so  quiet  himself.  I 
had  no  doubt  that  under  all  the  circumstances 
we  should  be  married  in  the  most  private  and 
simple  manner.  Perhaps  I  should  only  have  to 
say  to  Ada,  "  Would  you  like  to  come  and  see 
me  married  to-morrow,  my  pet  ?  "  Perhaps  our 
wedding  might  even  be  as  unpretending  as  her 
own,  and  I  might  not  find  it  necessary  to  say 
anything  about  it  until  it  was  over.  I  thought 
that  if  I  were  to  choose,  I  would  like  this  best. 

The  only  exception  I  made  was  Mrs.  Wood- 
court.  I  told  her  that  I  was  going  to  be  mar- 
ried to  my  Guardian,  and  that  we  had  been 
engaged  some  time.  She  highly  approved.  She 
could  never  do  enough  for  me ;  and  was  remark- 
ably softened  now,  in  comparison  with  what  she 
had  been  when  we  first  knew  her.  There  was 
no  trouble  she  would  not  have  taken  to  have 
been  of  use  to  me ;  but  I  need  hardly  say  that 
I  only  allowed  her  to  take  as  little,  as  gratified 
her  kindness  without  tasking  it. 

Of  course  this  was  not  a  time  to  neglect  my 
Guardian ;  and,  of  course,  it  was  not  a  time  for 
neglecting  my  darling.  So  I  had  plenty  of  occu- 
pation— which  I  was  glad  of;  and  as  to  Charley, 
she  was  absolutely  not  to  be  seen  for  needle- 
work. To  surround  herself  with  great  heaps  of 
it — baskets  full  and  tables  full — and  do  a  little, 
and  spend  a  great  deal  of  time  in  staring  with 
her  round  eyes  at  what  there  was  to  do,  and 
persuade  herself  that  she  was  going  to  do  it,  were 
Charley's  great  dignities  and  delights. 

Meanwhile,  I  must  say,  I  could  not  agree 
with  my  Guardian  on  the  subject  of  the  Will, 
and  I  had  some  sanguine  hopes  of  Jamdyce  and 
Jamdyce.  Which  of  us  was  right  will  soon 
appear,  but  I  certainly  did  encourage  expecta- 
tions. In  Richard,  the  discovery  gave  occasion 
for  a  burst  of  business  and  agitation  that  buoyed 


him  up  for  a  little  time ;  but  he  had  lost  the 
elasticity  even  of  hope  now,  and  seemed  to  me 
to  retain  only  its  feverish  anxieties.  From  some- 
thing my  Guardian  said  one  day,  when  we  were 
talking  about  this,  I  understood  that  my  mar- 
riage would  not  take  place  until  after  the  Terra- 
time  we  had  been  told  to  look  forward  to  ;  and 
I  thought  the  more,  for  that,  how  rejoiced  I 
should  be  if  I  could  be  married  when  Richard 
and  Ada  were  a  little  more  prosperous. 

The  Term  was  very  near  indeed,  when  my 
Guardian  was  called  out  of  town,  and  went  down 
into  Yorkshire  on  IMr.  AVoodcourt's  business. 
He  had  told  me  beforehand  that  his  presence 
there  would  be  necessary.  I  had  just  come  in 
one  night  from  my  dear  giri's,  and  was  sitting  in 
the  midst  of  all  my  new  clothes,  looking  at  them 
all  around  me,  and  thinking,  when  a  letter  from 
my  Guardian  was  brought  to  me.  It  asked  me 
to  join  him  in  the  country ;  and  mentioned  by 
what  stage-coach  my  place  was  taken,  and  at 
what  time  in  the  morning  I  should  have  to  leave 
town.  It  added  in  a  postscript  that  I  Avould  not 
be  many  hours  from  Ada. 

I  expected  few  things  less  than  a  journey  at 
that  time,  but  I  was  ready  for  it  in  half  an  hour, 
and  set  off  as  appointed  early  next  morning.  I 
travelled  all  day,  wondering  all  day  what  I  could 
be  wanted  for  at  such  a  distance ;  now  I  thought 
it  might  be  for  this  purpose,  and  now  I  thought 
it  might  be  for  that  purpose  ;  but  I  was  never, 
never,  never  near  the  truth. 

It  was  night  when  I  came  to  my  journey's 
end,  and  found  my  Guardian  waiting  for  me. 
This  was  a  great  relief,  for  towards  evening  I 
had  begun  to  fear  (the  more  so  as  his  letter  was 
a  very  short  one)  that  he  might  be  ill.  How- 
ever, there  he  was,  as  well  as  it  was  possible  to 
be ;  and  when  I  saw  his  genial  face  again  at  its 
brightest  and  best,  I  said  to  myself,  he  has  been 
doing  some  other  great  kindness.  Not  that  it 
required  much  penetration  to  say  that,  because  I 
knew  that  his  being  there  at  all  was  an  act  of 
kindness. 

Supper  was  ready  at  the  hotel,  and  when  we 
were  alone  at  table  he  said : 

"  Full  of  curiosity  no  doubt,  little  woman,  to 
know  why  I  have  brought  you  here?" 

"Well,  Guardian,"  said  I,  "without  thinking 
myself  a  Fatima,  or  you  a  Blue  Beard,  I  am  a 
little  curious  about  it." 

"  Then  to  insure  your  night's  rest,  my  love," 
he  returned  gaily,  "  I  won't  wait  until  to-morrow 
to  tell  you.  I  have  \Qxy  much  wished  to  ex- 
press to  Woodcourt,  somehow,  my  sense  of  his 
humanity  to  poor,  unfortunate  Jo,  his  inestimable 
services  to  my  young  cousins,  and  his  value  to 
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us  all.  When  it  was  decided  that  he  should 
settle  here,  it  came  into  my  head  that  I  might 
ask  his  acceptance  of  some  unpretending  and 
suitable  little  place,  to  lay  his  own  head  in.  I, 
therefore,  caused  such  a  place  to  be  looked  out 
for,  and  such  a  place  was  found  on  very  easy 
terms,  and  I  have  been  touching  it  up  for  him 
and  making  it  habitable.  However,  when  I 
walked  over  it  the  day  before  yesterday,  and  it 
was  reported  ready,  I  found  that  I  was  not 
housekeeper  enough  t®  know  whether  things 
were  all  as  they  ought  to  be.  So  I  sent  off  for 
the  best  little  housekeeper  that  could  possibly 
be  got,  to  come  and  give  me  her  advice  and 
opinion.  And  here  she  is,"  said  my  Guardian^ 
"  laughing  and  crying  both  together  ! " 

Because  he  was  so  dear,  so  good,  so  admirable. 
I  tried  to  tell  him  what  I  thought  of  him,  but  I 
could  not  articulate  a  word. 

"  Tut,  tut !"  said  my  Guardian,  "  You  make 
too  much  of  it,  little  woman.  Why  how  you 
sob.  Dame  Burden,  how  you  sob  !" 

"  It  is  with  exquisite  pleasure,  Guardian — 
with  a  heart  full  of  thanks." 

"  Well,  well,"  said  he,  "  I  am  delighted  that  you 
approve.  I  thought  you  would.  I  meant  it  as 
a  pleasant  surprise  for  the  little  mistress  of  Bleak 
House." 

I  kissed  him,  and  dried  my  eyes.  "  I  know 
now  !"  said  I.  "  I  have  seen  this  in  your  face 
a  long  while." 

"No;  have  you  really,  my  dear?"  said  he. 
"What  a  Dame  Durden  it  is  to  read  a  face  !" 

He  was  so  quaintly  cheerful  that  I  could  not 
long  be  otherwise,  and  was  almost  ashamed  of 
having  been  otherwise  at  all.  When  I  went  to 
bed,  I  cried.  I  am  bound  to  confess  that  I 
cried  ;  but  I  hope  it  was  with  pleasure,  though  I 
am  not  quite  sure  it  was  with  pleasure.  I 
repeated  every  word  of  the  letter  twice  over. 

A  most  beautiful  summer  morning  succeeded  ; 
and  after  breakfast  we  went  out  arm  in  arm, 
to  see  the  house  of  which  I  was  to  give  my 
mighty  housekeeping  opinion.  We  entered  a 
flower-garden  by  a  gate  in  a  side  wall,  of  which 
he  had  the  key ;  and  the  first  thing  I  saw,  was, 
that  the  beds  and  flowers  were  all  laid  out 
according  to  the  manner  of  my  beds  and  flowers 
at  home. 

"  You  see,  my  dear,"  observed  my  Guardian, 
standing  still,  with  a  delighted  face,  to  watch 
my  looks ;  "  knowing  there  could  be  no  better 
plan,  I  borrowed  yours." 

We  went  on  by  a  pretty  little  orchard,  where 
the  cherries  were  nestling  among  the  green 
leaves,  and  the  shadows  of  the  apple-trees  were 
sporting  on  the  grass,  to  the  house  itself,— a 


cottage,  quite  a  rustic  cottage  of  doll's  rooms  ; 
but  such  a  lovely  place,  so  tranquil  and  so 
beautiful,  with  such  a  rich  and  smiling  country 
spread  around  it ;  with  water  sparkling  away 
into  the  distance,  here  all  overhung  with  sum- 
mer-growth, there  turning  a  humming  mill ;  at 
its  nearest  poin-t  glancing  through  a  meadow  by 
the  cheerful  town,  where  cricket-players  were 
assembling  in  bright  groups,  and  a  flag  was 
flying  from  a  white  tent  that  rippled  in  the 
sweet  west  wind.  And  still,  as  we  went  through 
the  pretty  rooms,  out  at  the  little  rustic  verandah 
doors,  and  underneath  the  tiny  wooden  colon- 
nades, garlanded  with  woodbine,  jasmine,  and 
honeysuckle,  I  saw,  in  the  papering  on  the 
walls,  in  the  colours  of  the  furniture,  in  the 
arrangement  of  all  the  pretty  objects,  my  little 
tastes  and  fancies,  my  little  methods  and  in- 
ventions which  they  used  to  laugh  at  while  they 
praised  them,  my  odd  ways  everywhere. 

I  could  not  say  enough  in  admiration  of  what 
was  all  so  beautiful,  but  one  secret  doubt  arose 
in  my  mind,  when  I  saw  this.  I  thought,  O 
w^ould  he  be  the  happier  for  it !  Would  it  not 
have  been  better  for  his  peace  that  I  should  not 
have  been  so  brought  before  him  ?  Because, 
although  I  was  not  what  he  thought  me,  still  he 
loved  me  very  dearly,  and  it  might  remind  him 
mournfully  of  what  he  believed  he  had  lost.  I 
did  not  wish  him  to  forget  me, — perhaps  he  might 
not  have  done  so,  without  these  aids  to  his 
memory, — but  my  way  was  easier  than  his,  and 
I  could  have  reconciled  myself  even  to  that,  so 
that  he  had  been  the  happier  for  it. 

"  And  now,  litde  woman,"  said  my  Guardian, 
whom  I  had  never  seen  so  proud  and  joyful  as 
in  showing  me  these  things,  and  watching  my 
appreciation  of  them,  "  now,  last  of  all,  for  the 
name  of  this  house." 

"  What  is  it  called,  dear  Guardian  ?  " 

"  My  child,"  said  he,  "  come  and  see.' 

He  took  me  to  the  porch,  which  he  nad 
hitherto  avoided,  and  said,  pausing  before  we 
went  out : 

"  My  dear  child,  don't  you  guess  the  name  ?  " 

"  No  ! "  said  I. 

We  went  out  of  the  porch ;  and  he  showed 
me  written  over  it.  Bleak  House. 

He  led  me  to  a  seat  among  the  leaves  close 
by,  and  sitting  down  beside  me,  and  taking  my 
hand  in  his,  spoke  to  me  thus  : 

"  My  darling  girl,  in  what  there  has  been 
between  us,  I  have,  I  hope,  been  really  solicit- 
ous for  your  happiness.  When  I  wrote  you  the 
letter  to  which  you  brought  the  answer,"  smiling 
as  he  referred  to  it,  "  I  had  my  own  too  much 
in  view;  but  I  had  yours  too.     Whether,  under 
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different  circumstances,  I  might  ever  have  re- 
newed the  old  dream  I  sometimes  dreamed 
when  you  were  very  young,  of  making  you  my 
wife  one  day,  I  need  not  ask  myself.  I  did 
renew  it,  and  I  A\Tote  my  letter,  and  you 
brought  your  answer.  You  arc  following  what 
I  say,  my  child  ? '' 

I  was  cold,  and  I  trembled  violently ;  but 
not  a  word  he  uttered  was  lost.  As  I  sat 
looking  fixedly  at  him,  and  the  sun's  rays 
descended,    softly  shining  through  the  leaves, 


[  upon  his  bare  head,  I  felt  as  if  the  brightness 
I   on   him   must   be   like   the   brightness  of  the 
Angels. 

"  Hear  me,  my  love,  but  do  not  speak.  It  is 
for  me  to  speak  now.  When  it  was  that  I 
began  to  doubt  whether  what  I  had  done  would 
really  make  you  happy,  is  no  matter.  AVood- 
court  came  home,  and  I  soon  had  no  doubt 
at  all." 

I  clasped  him  round  the  neck,  and  hung  my 
head  upon  his  breast,  and  wept.     "  I^ie  lightly, 
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confidently,  here,  my  child,"  said  he,  pressing 
me  gently  to  him.  "  I  am  your  Guardian  and 
your  father  now.     Rest  confidently  here." 

Soothingly,  like  the  gentle  rustling  of  the 
leaves  ;  and  genially,  like  the  ripening  weather ; 
and  radiantly  and  beneficently,  like  the  sun- 
shine ;  he  went  on. 

"  Understand  me,  my  dear  girl.  I  had  no 
doubt  of  your  being  contented  and  happy  with 
me,  being  so  dutiful  and  so  devoted  ;  but  I  saw 
with  whom  you  would  be  happier.  That  I 
penetrated  his  secret  when  Dame  Durden  was 
blind  to  it,  is  no  wonder  ;  for  I  knew  the  good 
that  could  never  change  in  her,  better  far  than 


she  did.  Well  I  I  have  long  been  in  Allan 
Woodcourt's  confidence,  although  he  was  not, 
until  yesterday,  a  few  hours  before  you  came 
here,  in  mine.  But  I  would  not  have  my 
Esther's  bright  example  lost ;  I  would  not  have 
a  jot  of  my  dear  girl's  virtues  unobserved  and  un- 
honourod  ;  I  would  not  have  her  admitted  on 
suftcrance  into  the  line  of  Morgan  ap-Kerrig, 
no,  not  for  the  weight  in  gold  of  all  the  moun- 
tains in  Wales  ! '' 

He  stopped  to  kiss  me  on  the  forehead,  and 
I  sobbed  and  wept  afresh.  For  I  felt  as  if  I 
could  not  bear  the  painful  delight  of  his  praise. 

"  Hush,  little  woman  !     Don't  cry  ;  this  is  to 
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be  a  day  of  joy.  I  have  looked  forward  to  it," 
he  said,  exultingly,  "  for  months  on  months  ! 
A  few  words  more,  Dame  Trot,  and  I  have  said 
my  say.  Determined  not  to  throw  away  one 
atom  of  my  Esther's  worth,  I  took  Mrs.  'Wood- 
court  into  a  separate  confidence.  '  Now,  madam, 
said  I,  *I  clearly  perceive— and  indeed  I  know 
to  boot — that  your  son  loves  my  ward.  I  am 
further  very  sure  that  my  ward  loves  your  son, 
but  will  sacrifice  her  love  to  a  sense  of  duty  and 
affection,  and  will  sacrifice  it  so  completely,  so 
entirely,  so  religiously,  that  you  should  never 
suspect  it,  though  you  watched  her  night  and 
day.'  Then  I  told  her  all  our  story — ours — 
yours  and  mine.  '  Now,  madam,'  said  I,  '  come 
you,  knowing  this,  and  live  with  us.  Come  you, 
and  see  my  child  from  hour  to  hour ;  set  what 
you  see,  against  her  pedigree,  which  is  this,  and 
this ' — for  I  scorned  to  mince  it — '  and  tell  me 
•what  is  the  true  legitimacy,  when  you  shall  have 
quite  made  ujd  your  mind  on  that  subject.' 
Why,  honour  to  her  old  Welsh  blood,  my 
dear ! "  cried  my  Guardian,  with  enthusiasm, 
"  I  believe  the  heart  it  animates  beats  no  less 
warmly,  no  less  admiringly,  no  less  lovingly, 
towards  Dame  Durden  than  my  own  !  " 

He  tenderly  raised  my  head,  and  as  I  clung 
to  him,  kissed  me  in  his  old  fatherly  way  again 
and  again.  What  a  light,  now,  on  the  protecting 
manner  I  had  thought  about ! 

"  One  more  last  word.  When  Allan  Wood- 
court  spoke  to  you,  my  dear,  he  spoke  with  my 
knowledge  and  consent — but  I  gave  him  no 
encouragement,  not  I,  for  these  surprises  were 
my  great  reward,  and  I  was  too  miserly  to  part 
with  a  scrap  of  it.  He  was  to  come,  and  tell 
me  all  that  passed  ;  and  he  did.  I  have  no 
more  to  say.  My  dearest,  Allan  Woodcourt 
stood  beside  your  father  when  he  lay  dead — 
stood  beside  your  mother.  This  is  Bleak 
House.  This  day  I  give  this  house  its  little 
mistress ;  and  before  God,  it  is  the  brightest 
day  in  all  my  life  !  " 

He  rose,  and  raised  me  with  him.  We  were 
no  longer  alone.  My  husband — I  have  called 
him  by  that  name  full  seven  happy  years  now 
— stood  at  my  side. 

"  Allan,"  said  my  Guardian,  "  take  from  me, 
a  willing  gift,  the  best  Avife  that  ever  a  man  had. 
What  more  can  I  say  for  you,  than  that  I  know 
you  deserve  her  ?  Take  with  her  the  litde  home 
she  brings  )^ou.  You  know  w^iat  she  will  make 
it,  Allan  ;  you  know  what  she  has  made  its  name- 
sake. Let  me  share  its  felicity  sometimes,  and 
what  do  I  sacrifice  ?     Nothing,  nothing." 

He  kissed  me  once  again ;  and  now  the  tears 
were  in  his  eyes,  as  he  said  more  softly : 


"  Esther,  my  dearest,  after  so  many  years, 
there  is  a  kind  of  parting  in  this  too.  I  know 
that  my  mistake  has  caused  you  some  distress. 
Forgive  your  old  Guardian,  in  restoring  him  to 
his  old  place  in  your  affections ;  and  blot  it  out 
of  your  memory.     Allan,  take  my  dear  !  " 

He  moved  away  from  under  the  gi-een  roof  of 
leaves,  and  stopping  in  the  sunlight  outside,  and 
turning  cheerfully  towards  us,  said  : 

"  I  shall  be  found  about  here  somewhere. 
It's  a  West  wind,  little  woman,  due  West !  Let 
no  one  thank  me  any  more  ;  for  I'm  going  to 
revert  to  my  bachelor  habits,  and  if  anybody 
disregards  this  warning,  I'll  run  away,  and  never 
come  back ! " 

What  happiness  was  ours  that  day,  what  joy, 
what  rest,  what  hope,  what  gratitude,  what 
bliss !  We  were  to  be  married  before  the 
month  was  out ;  but  when  we  were  to  come 
and  take  possession  of  our  own  house,  was  to 
depend  on  Richard  and  Ada. 

We  all  three  went  home  together  next  day. 
As  soon  as  we  arrived  in  town,  Allan  went 
straight  to  see  Richard,  and  to  carry  our  joyful 
news  to  him  and  my  darling.  Late  as  it  was,  I 
meant  to  go  to  her  for  a  few  minutes  before 
lying  down  to  sleep  ;  but  I  went  home  with  my 
Guardian  first,  to  make  his  tea  for  him,  and  to 
occupy  the  old  chair  by  his  side  ;  for  I  did  not 
like  to  think  of  its  being  empty  so  soon. 

When  we  came  home,  we  found  that  a  young 
man  had  called  three  times  in  the  course  of  that 
one  day,  to  see  me  ;  and  that,  having  been  told, 
on  the  occasion  of  his  third  call,  that  I  was  not 
expected  to  return  before  ten  o'clock  at  night, 
he  had  left  word,  "  that  he  would  call  about 
then."     He  had  left  his  card  three  times,     Mr. 

GUPPY. 

As  I  naturally  speculated  on  the  object  of 
these  visits,  and  as  I  always  associated  some- 
thing ludicrous  with  the  visitor,  it  fell  out  that 
in  laughing  about  ]\Ir.  Guppy  I  told  my  Guar- 
dian of  his  old  proposal,  and  his  subsequent  re- 
tractation. "  After  that,"  said  my  Guardian, 
"we  will  certainly  receive  this  hero."  So,  in- 
structions were  given  that  Mr.  Guppy  should 
be  shown  in  when  he  came  again ;  and  they 
were  scarcely  given  when  he  did  come  again. 

He  was  embarrassed  when  he  found  my 
Guardian  with  me,  but  recovered  himself,  and 
said,  "  How  de  do,  sir  ?  " 

"  How  do  you  do,  sir  ?  "  returned  my  Guar- 
dian. 

"Thank  you,  sir,  I  am  tolerable,"  returned 
INIr.  Guppy.  "  Will  you  allow  me  to  introduce 
my  mother,  Mrs.  Guppy  of  the  Old  Street  Road, 
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and  my  particular  friend,  Mr.  Weevle  ?  That  is 
to  say,  my  friend  has  gone  by  the  name  of 
"Weevle,  but  his  name  is  really  and  truly  Jobling." 

]\Iy  Guardian  begged  them  to  be  seated,  and 
they  all  sat  down. 

"  Tony,"  said  Mr.  Guppy  to  his  friend,  after  an 
awkward  silence,     "  Will  you  open  the  case  ?" 

"  Do  it  yourself,"  returned  the  friend,  rather 
tartly. 

"  Well,  Mr.  Jarndyce,  sir,''  Mr.  Guppy,  after 
a  moment's  consideration,  began ;  to  the  great 
diversion  of  his  mother,  which  she  displayed  by 
nudging  Mr.  Jobling  with  her  elbow,  and  wink- 
ing at  me  in  a  most  remarkable  manner  ;  "  I 
had  an  idea  that  I  should  see  jMiss  Summerson 
by  herself,  and  was  not  quite  prepared  for  your 
esteemed  presence.  But  Miss  Summerson  has 
mentioned  to  you,  perhaps,  that  something  has 
passed  between  us  on  former  occasions  ?  " 

"  Miss  Summerson,"  returned  my  Guardian 
smiling,  "has  made  a  communication  to  that 
effect  to  me." 

"  That,"  said  Mr.  Guppy,  "  makes  matters 
easier.  Sir,  I  have  come  out  of  my  articles  at 
Kenge  and  Carboy's,  and  I  believe  with  satis- 
faction to  all  parties.  I  am  no\V  admitted  (after 
undergoing  an  examination  that's  enough  to 
badger  a  man  blue,  touching  a  pack  of  nonsense 
that  he  don't  want  to  know)  on  the  roll  of  at- 
torneys, and  have  taken  out  my  certificate,  if  it 
would  be  any  satisfaction  to  you  to  see  it." 

"  Thank  you,  Mr.  Guppy,"  returned  my 
Guardian.  "  I  am  quite  willing — I  believe  I 
use  a  legal  phrase — to  admit  the  certificate." 

Mr.  Guppy  therefore  desisted  from  taking 
something  out  of  his  pocket,  and  proceeded 
without  it. 

"  I  have  no  capital  myself,  but  my  mother 
lias  a  little  property,  which  takes  the  form  of  an 
annuity;'"'  here  Mr.  Guppy's  mother  rolled  her 
head  as  if  she  never  could  sufficiently  enjoy  the 
observation,  and  put  her  handkerchief  to  her 
mouth,  and  again  winked  at  me  ;  "  and  a  few 
pounds  for  expenses  out  of  pocket  in  conduct- 
ing business,  Avill  never  be  wanting,  free  of 
interest,  which  is  an  advantage,  you  know,"  said 
Mr.  Guppy,  feelingl)-. 

"  Certainly  an  advantage,"  returned  my  Guar- 
dian. 

"  I  Itavc  some  connection,"  pui^sucd  Mr. 
Guppy,  "  and  it  lays  in  the  direction  of  Walcot 
Square,  ],ambeth.  I  have  therefore  taken  a 
ouse  in  that  locality,  which,  in  the  opinion  of 
my  friends,  is  a  hollow  bargain  (taxes  ridiculous, 
and  use  of  fixtures  included  in  the  rent),  and 
intend  setting  up  professionally  for  myself  there, 
forthwith." 


Here  Mr.  Guppy's  mother  fell  into  an  extra- 
ordinary passion  of  rolling  her  head,  and  smil- 
ing waggishly  at  anybody  who  would  look  at  her. 
"  It's  a  six-roomer,  exclusive  of  kitchens," 
said  Mr.  Guppy,  "  and  in  the  opinion  of  my 
friends,  a  commodious  tenement.  When  I 
mention  my  friends,  I  refer  principally  to  my 
friend  Jobling,  who  I  believe  has  known  me," 
Mr.  Guppy  looked  at  him  with  a  sentimental 
air,  "  from  boyhood's  hour  ?  " 

Mr.  Jobling  confirmed  this  with  a  sliding 
movement  of  his  legs. 

^  INIy  friend  Jobling  will  render  me  his  assist- 
ance in  the  capacity  of  clerk,  and  will  live  in  the 
ouse,"  said  Mr.  Guppy.  "My  mother  will  like- 
wise live  in  the  ouse,  when  her  present  quarter 
in  the  Old  Street  Road  shall  have  ceased  and 
expired ;  and  consequently  there  will  be  no  want 
of  society.  JMy  friend  Jobling  is  naturally 
aristocratic  by  taste;  and  besides  being  ac- 
quainted with  the  movements  of  the  upper 
circles,  fully  backs  me  in  the  intentions  1  am 
now  developing." 

Mr.  Jobling  said  "  certainly,"  and  withdrew  a 
little  from  the  elbow  of  Mr.  Guppy's  mother. 

"  Now,  I  have  no  occasion  to  mention  to  you, 
sir,  you  being  in  the  confidence  of  Miss  Sum- 
merson," said  Mr.  Guppy,  "  (mother,  I  wish 
)-ou'd  be  so  good  as  to  keep  still),  that  Miss 
Summerson's  image  was  formerly  imprinted  on 
my  art,  and  that  1  made  her  a  proposal  of  mar- 
riage." 

'•  That  I  have  heard,"  returned  my  Guardian. 
"  Circumstances,"  pursued  ^Ir.  Guppy,  "  over 
which  I  had  no  control,  but  quite  the  contrary, 
weakened  the  impression  of  that  image  for  a 
time.  At  which  time,  Miss  Summerson's  con- 
duct was  highly  genteel ;  I  may  even  add,  mag- 
nanimous." * 

My  Guardian  patted  me  on  the  shoulder,  and 
seemed  much  amused. 

"  Now,  sir,"  said  Afr.  Guppy,  "  I  have  got 
into  that  state  of  mind  myself,  that  I  wish  for  a 
reciprocity  of  magnanimous  behaviour.  I  wish 
to  prove  to  Miss  Summerson  that  I  can  rise  to 
a  heighth,  of  which  jierhaps  she  hardly  thought 
me  capable.  I  find  that  the  image  which  I  did 
supjiose  had  been  eradicated  from  my  art.  is  Jtot 
eradicated.  Its  influence  over  me  is  still  tre- 
menjous  ;  and  yielding  to  it  I  am  willing  to 
overlook  the  circumstances  over  which  none  of 
us  have  had  any  control,  and  to  renew  those 
]iroposals  to  Miss  Summerson  which  I  had  the 
honour  to  make  at  a  former  period.  I  beg  to 
lay  the  ouse  in  Walcot  Square,  the  business,  and 
myself,  before  Miss  Summerson  for  her  accept- 
ance." 
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"  Very  magnanimous,  indeed,  sir,"  observed 
my  Guardian. 

"  Well,  sir,"  returned  Mr.  Guppy,  Avith  can- 
dour, '"'  my  Avish  is  to  be  magnanimous.  I  do 
not  consider  that  in  making  this  offer  to  Miss 
Summerson,  I  am  by  any  means  throwing  myself 
away  ;  neither  is  that  the  opinion  of  my  friends. 
Still  there  are  circumstances  which  I  submit  may 
be  taken  into  a(ftount  as  a  set-off  against  any 
little  drawbacks  of  mine,  and  so  a  fair  and  equi- 
table balance  arrived  at." 

"  I  take  upon  myself,  sir,"  said  my  Guardian, 
laughing  as  he  rang  the  bell,  "  to  reply  to  -^^x 
proposals  on  behalf  of  Miss  Summerson.  She 
is  very  sensible  of  your  handsome  intentions,  and 
wishes  you  good  evening,  and  wishes  you  well." 

"  Oh  !  "  said  Mr.  Guppy,  with  a  blank  look. 
"  Is  that  tantamount,  sir,  to  acceptance,  or  rejec- 
tion, or  consideration  ?  " 

"To  decided  rejection,  if  you  please,"  re- 
turned my  Guardian. 

Mr.  Guppy  looked  incredulously  at  his  friend, 
and  at  his  mother,  who  suddenly  turned  very 
angry,  and  at  the  floor,  and  at  the  ceiling. 

"  Indeed  ?  "  said  he.  "  Then,  Jobling,  if  you 
was  the  friend  you  represent  yourself,  I  should 
think  you  might  hand  my  mother  out  of  the 
gangway,  instead  of  allowing  h*er  to  remain  where 
she  ain't  wanted." 

But  Mrs.  Guppy  positively  refused  to  come 
out  of  the  gangway.  She  wouldn't  hear  of  it. 
"  Why,  get  along  with  you,"  said  she  to  my 
Guardian,  '•'  what  do  you  mean  ?  Ain't  my  son 
good  enough  for  you  ?  You  ought  to  be  ashamed 
of  yourself     Get  out  with  you  !  " 

"  My  good  lady  !"  returned  my  Guatdian,  "  it 
is  hardly  reasonable  to  ask  me  to  get  out  of  my 
own  room." 

"  I  do#t  care  for  that,"  said  Mrs.  Guppy. 
"  Get  out  with  you.  If  we  ain't  good  enough 
for  you,  go  and  procure  somebody  that  is  good 
enough.     Go  along  and  find  'em." 

I  was  quite  unprepared  for  the  rapid  manner 
in  which  Mrs.  Guppy's  power  of  jocularity 
merged  into  a  power  of  taking  the  profoundest 
offence. 

"  Go  along  and  find  somebody  that's  good 
enough  for  you,"  repeated  ]\Irs.  Guppy.  "  Get 
out ! "  Nothing  seemed  to  astonish  T^Ir.  Guppy's 
mother  so  much,  and  to  make  her  so  very  indig- 
nant, as  our  not  getting  out.  "  Why  don't  you 
get  out  ? "  said  j^lrs.  Guppy.  "  What  are  you 
stopping  here  for  ?  " 

"  Mother,"  interposed  her  son,  always  getting 
before  her,  and  pushing  her  back  with  one 
shoulder,  as  she  sidled  at  my  Guardian,  "  n'Ul 
you  hold  your  tongue  ?" 


"  No,  William,"  she  returned  ;  "  I  won't ! 
Not  unless  he  gets  out,  I  won't !  " 

However,  Mr.  Gu[)py  and  Mr.  Jobling  to- 
gether closed  on  Mr.  Guppy's  mother  (who 
began  to  be  quite  abusive^,  and  took  her,  very 
much  against  her  will,  down-stairs  ;  her  voice 
rising  a  stair  higher  every  time  her  figure  got  a 
stair  lower,  and  insisting  that  we  should  imme- 
diately go  and  find  somebody  who  was  good 
enough  for  us,  and  above  all  things  that  we 
should  get  out. 


was 
still 


CHAPTER  LXV. 

BEGINNING   THE   WORLD. 

HE  term  had  commenced,  and  my 
Guardian  found  an  intimation  from 
Mr.  Kenge  that  the  Cause  would 
come  on  in  two  days.  As  I  had 
sufficient  hopes  of  the  will  to  be  in  a 
flutter  about  it,  Allan  and  I  agreed 
to  go  down  to  the  Court  that  morning. 
Richard  was  extremely  agitated,  and 
so.  weak  and  low,  fiipugh  his  illness  was 
of  the  mind,  that  my  dear  girl  indeed 
had  sore  occasion  to  be  supported.  But  she 
looked  forward — a  very  little  way  now — to  the 
help  that  was  to  come  to  her,  and  never 
drooped. 

It  was  at  Westminster  that  the  Cause  was  to 
come  on.  It  had  come  on  there,  I  dare  say, 
a  hundred  times  before,  but  I  could  not  divest 
myself  of  an  idea  that  it  might  lead  to  some 
result  now.  We  left  home  directly  after  break- 
fast, to  be  at  Westminster  Hall  in  good  time ; 
and  walked*  down  there  through  the  lively 
streets — so  happily  and  strangely  it  seemed  ! — 
together. 

As  we  were  going  along,  planning  what  we 
should  do  for  Richard  and  Ada,  I  heard  some- 
body calling  "  Esther !  My  dear  Esther  ! 
Esther  !"  And  there  was  Caddy  Jellyby,  with 
her  head  out  of  the  window  of  a  little  carriage 
which  she  hired  now  to  go  about  in  to  her  pupils 
(she  had  so  many),  as  if  she  wanted  to  embrace 
me  at  a  hundred  yards'  distance.  I  had  written 
her  a  note  to  tell  her  of  all  that  my  Guardian 
had  done,  but  had  not  had  a  moment  to  go  and 
see  her.  Of  course  we  turned  back ;  and  the 
affectionate  girl  was  in  that  state  of  rapture,  and 
was  so  overjoyed  to  talk  about  the  night  when 
she  brought  me  the  flowers,  and  was  so  deter- 
mined to  squeeze  my  face  (bonnet  and  all) 
between  her  hands,  and  go  on  in  a  wild  manner 
altogether,    calling   me   all   kinds   of    precious 
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names,  and  telling  Allan  I  had  done  I  don't 
know  Avhat  for  her,  that  I  was  just  obliged  to 
get  into  the  liccie  camape  and  calm  her  down, 
by  letting  her  say  and  do  exactly  what  she  liked. 
Allan,  standing  at  the  window,  was  as  pleased 
as  Caddy,  and  I  was  as  pleased  as  either  of 
them ;  and  I  wonder  that  I  got  away  as  I  did, 
rather  than  that  I  came  oft",  laughing,  and  red, 
and  anything  but  lidy,  and  looking  after  Caddy, 
who  looked  after  us  oat  of  the  coach-window  as 
long  as  she  could  see  us. 

This  made  us  some  quarter  of  an  hour  late, 
and  when  we  came  to  \\'estminster  Hall  we 
found  that  the  day's  business  was  begun.  Worse 
than  that,  we  found  such  an  unusual  crowd  in 
the  Court  of  Chancery  that  it  Avas  full  to  the 
door,  and  we  could  neither  see  nor  hear  what 
was  passing  within.  It  appeared  to  be  some- 
thing droll,  for  occasionally  there  was  a  laugh, 
and  a  cry  of  "Silence!"  It  appeared  to  be 
something  interesting,  for  every  one  was  push- 
ing and  striving  to  get  nearer.  It  appeared  to 
be  something  that  made  the  professional  gentle- 
men very  merr)-,  for  there  were  several  young 
counsellors  in  wigs  and  whiskers  on  the  outside 
of  the  crowd,  and  when  one  of  them  told  the 
others  about  it,  they  put  their  hands  in  their 
pockets,  and  quite  doubled  themselves  up  with  * 
laughter,  and  went  stamping  about  the  pavement 
of  the  hall. 

We  asked  a  gentleman  by  us,  if  he  knew  what 
cause  was  on  ?  He  told  us  Jarndyce  and  Jarn- 
dyce.  We  asked  him  if  he  knew  what  was 
doing  in  it?  He  said,  really  no  he  did  not, 
nobody  ever  did ;  but  as  well  as  he  could  make 
out  it  was  over.  Over  for  the  day?  we  asked 
him.     No,  he  said ;  over  for  good. 

Over  for  good  ! 

When  we  heard  this  unaccountable  answer, 
we  looked  at  one  another  (juite  lost  in  aipaze- 
ment.  Could  it  be  possible  that  the  Will  had 
set  things  right  at  last,  and  that  Richard  and 
Ada  were  going  to  be  rich  ?  It  seemed  too  good 
to  be  true.     Alas  it  was  ! 

Our  suspense  was  short ;  for  a  break  up  soon 
took  place  in  the  crowd,  and  the  people  came 
streaming  out  looking  flushed  and  hot,  and 
bringing  a  cjuantity  of  bad  air  with  them. 
Still  they  were  all  exceedingly  amused,  and  were 
more  like  people  coming  out  from  a  Farce  or  a 
Juggler  than  from  a  court  of  Justice.  We  stood 
aside,  watching  for  any  countenance  we  knew; 
and  presently  great  bundles  of  paper  began  to 
be  carried  out — bundles  in  bags,  bundles  too 
large  to  be  got  into  any  bags,  immense  masses 
of  papers  of  all  shapes  and  no  shapes,  which 
the  bearers  staggered  under,  and  threw  down 


for  the  time  being  anyhow,  on  the  Hall  pave- 
ment, while  they  went  back  to  bring  out  more. 
Even  these  clerks  were  laughing.  We  glanced 
at  these  papers,  and  seeing  Jarndyce  and  Jarn- 
dyce everywhere,  asked  an  ofticial-looking  per- 
son who  was  standing  in  the  midst  of  them, 
whether  the  cause  was  over.  "  Yes,"  he  said  ; 
'*  it  was  all  up  with  it  at  last ! "  and  burst  out 
laughing  too. 

At  this  juncture,  we  perceived  Mr.  Kenge 
coming  out  of  court  with  an  aftable  dignity  upon 
liiin,  listening  to  Mr.  Vholes,  who  was  deferen- 
tial, and  carried  his  own  bag.  Mr.  Vholes  was 
the  first  to  see  us.  '•  Here  is  Miss  Summerson, 
sir,"  he  saitl.     "  And  Mr.  Woodcourt." 

"  O  indeed  !  Yes.  Truly  ! "  said  Mr.  Kenge, 
raising  his  hat  to  me  with  polished  politeness. 
"How  do  you  do?  Glad  to  see  you.  Mr. 
Jarndyce  is  not  here  ?" 

No.     He  never  came  there,  I  reminded  him. 

"  Really,"  returned  Islx.  Kenge,  "  it  is  as  well 
that  he  is  not  here  to-day,  for  his — shall  I  say,  in 
my  good  friend's  absence,  his  indomitable  singu- 
larity of  opinion? — might  have  been  strength- 
ened, perhaps  ;  not  reasonably,  but  might  have 
been  strengthened." 

"  Pray  what  has  been  done  to-day?"  asked 
Allan. 

'"I  beg  your  pardon?"  said  Mr.  Kenge,  with 
excessive  urbanity. 

"  What  has  been  done  to-day  ?" 

"  What  has  been  done,"  repeated  Mr.  Kenge. 
"  Quite  so.  Yes.  Why,  not  much  has  been 
done;  not  much.  We  have  been  checked — 
brought  up  sudtlenly,  I  would  say — upon  the — 
shall  I  term  it  tlireshold?" 

"  Is  thi^  Will  considered  a  genuine  document, 
sir?"  said  Allan  ;  "will  you  tell  us  that?" 

"  Most  certainly,  if  I  could,"  said  Mr.  Kenge ; 
"  but  we  have  not  gone  into  that,  we  have  not 
gone  into  that." 

"  We  have  not  goif^nt©  that,"  repeated  Mr. 
Vholes,  as  if  his  low  inward  voice  were  an 
echo. 

"  You  are  to  reflect,  Mr.  Woodcourt,"  ob- 
served Mr.  Kenge,  using  his  silver  trowel,  per- 
suasively and  smoothingly,  "  that  this  has  been 
a  great  cause,  that  this  has  been  a  protracted 
cause,  that  this  has  been  a  complex  cause. 
Jarndyce  "Snd  Jarnd\ce  has  been  termed,  not 
inaptly,  a  Monument  of  Chancery  practice." 

"  And  Patience  has  sat  upon  it  a  long  time," 
said  Allan. 

''  Very  well  indeed,  sir,"  returned  Mr.  Kenge, 
with  a  certain  condescending  laugh  he  had. 
"  Very  well !  You  are  further  to  reflect,  Mr. 
Woodcourt,"    becoming   dignified    to    severity. 
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"  that  on  the  numerous  difficulties,  contingen- 
cies, masterly  fictions,  and  forms  of  procedure 
in  this  great  cause,  there  has  been  expended 
study,  ability,  eloquence,  knowledge,  intellect, 
Mr.  Woodcourt,  high  intellect.  For  many  years, 
the — a — I  would  say  the  flower  of  the  Bar,  and 
the — a — I  would  presume  to  add,  the  matured 
autumnal  fruits  of  the  Woolsack — have  been 
lavished  upon  Jarndyce  and  Jarndyce.  If  the 
public  have  the  benefit,  and  if  the  country  have 
the  adornment,  of  this  great  Grasp,  it  must  be 
paid  for,  in  money  or  money's  worth,  sir."       • 

"  ]\Ir.  Kenge,"  said  Allan,  appearing  enlight- 
ened all  in  a  moment.  "  Excuse  me,  our  time 
presses.  Do  I  understand  that  the  whole 
estate  is  found  to  have  been  absorbed  in 
costs?" 

"Hem  !  I  believe  so,"  returned  oNIr.  Kenge, 
"  Mr.  Vholes,  what  do  you  say  ?  " 

"  I  believe  so,"  said  Mr.  Vholes. 

"And  that  thus  the  suit  lapses  and  melts 
away  ?  " 

"  Probably,"  returned  j\Ir.  Kenge.  "  Mr. 
Vholes  ?  " 

"  Probably,"  said  Islx.  Vholes. 

"  J\ly  dearest  life,"  whispered  Allan,  "  this 
will  break  Richard's  heart !  " 

There  was  such  a  shock  of  apprehension  in 
his  face,  and  he  knew  Richard  so  perfectly,  and 
I  too  had  seen  so  much  of  his  gradual  decay, 
that  what  my  dear  girl  had  said  to  me  in  the 
fulness  of  her  foreboding  love,  sounded  like  a 
knell  in  my  ears, 

"  In  case  you  should  be  wanting  Mr.  C,  sir," 
said  ]\Ir.  Vholes,  coming  after  us,  "  you'll  find 
him  in  court.  I  left  him  there  resting  himself  a 
little.  Good  day,  sir;  good  da}-.  Miss  Summer- 
son."  As  he  gave  me  that  slowly  devouring 
look  of  his,  while  twisting  up  the  strings  of  his 
bag,  before  he  hastened  with  it  after  Mr.  Kenge, 
the  benignant  shadow  of  whose  conversational 
presence  he  seemed-afraid  to  leave,  he  gave  one 
gasp  as  if  he  had  swallowed  the  last  morsel  of 
this  client,  and  his  black  buttoned-up  unwhole- 
some figure  glided  away  to  the  low  door  at  the 
end  of  the  Hall, 

"  My  dear  love,"  said  Allan,  '•'  leave  to  me, 
for  a  little  while,  the  charge  you  gave  me.  Go 
home  with  this  intelligence,  and  come  to  Ada's 
by-and-by !  " 

I  would  not  let  him  take  me  to  a  coach,  but 
entreated  him  to  go  to  Richard  without  a 
moment's  delay,  and  leave  me  to  do  as  he 
wished.  Hurrying  home,  I  found  my  Guardian, 
and  told  him  gradually  with  what  news  1  had 
returned.  "  Little  woman,"  said  he,  quite  un- 
moved for  himself,  "  to  have  done  with  the  suit 


on  any  terms,  is  a  greater  blessing  than  I  had 
looked  for.     But  my  jjoor  young  cousins  ! " 

^Ve  talked  about  them  all  the  morning,  and 
discussed  what  it  was  possible  to  do.  In  the 
afternoon,  my  Guardian  walked  with  me  to 
Symond's  Inn,  and  left  me  at  the  door,  I  went-* 
up-stairs.  When  my  darling  heard  my  footstejjs, 
she  came  out  into  the  small  passage  and  threw 
her  arms  round  my  neck ;  but  she  composed 
herself  directly,  and  said  that  Richard  had 
asked  for  me  several  times,  Allan  had  found 
him  sitting  in  a  corner  of  the  court,  she  told  me, 
like  a  stone  figure.  On  being  roused,  he  had 
broken  away,  and  made  as  if  he  would  have 
spoken  in  a  fierce  voice  to  the  judge.  He  was 
stopped  by  his  mouth  being  full  of  blood,  and 
Allan  had  brought  him  home. 

He  was  lying  on  the  sofa  with  his  eyes  closed, 
when  I  went  in.  There  were  restoratives  on  the 
table ;  the  room  was  made  as  airy  as  possible, 
and  was  darkened,  and  was  very  orderly  and 
quiet,  Allan  stood  behind  him,  watching  him 
gravely.  His  face  appeared  to  me  to  be  quite 
destitute  of  colour,  and,  now  that  I  saw  him 
without  his  seeing  me,  I  fully  saw,  for  the  first 
time,  how  worn  away  he  was.  But  he  looked 
handsomer  than  I  had  seen  him  look  for  many 
a  day, 

I  sat  down  by  his  side  m  silence.  Opening 
his  eyes  by-and-by,  he  said,  in  a  weak  voice,  but 
with  his  old  smile, 

"  Dame  Durden,  kiss  me,  my  dear  ! " 

It  was  a  great  comfort  and  surprise  to  me  to 
find  him  in  his  low  state  cheerful  and  looking 
forward.  He  was  happier,  he  said,  in  our 
intended  marriage,  than  he  could  find  words  to 
tell  me,  ]\Iy  husband  had  been  a  guardian 
angel  to  him  and  Ada,  and  he  blessed  us  both, 
and  wished  us  all  the  joy  that  life  could  yield 
us.  I  almost  felt  as  if  my  own  heart  would  have 
broken,  wh'fen  I  saw-  him  take  my  husband's 
hand,  and  hold  it  to  his  breast. 

We  spoke  of  the  future  as  much  as  possible, 
and  he  said  several  times  that  he  must  be  present 
at  our  marriage  if  he  could  stand  upon  his  feet, 
Ada  would  contrive  to  take  him,  somehow,  he 
said,  "  Yes,  surely,  dearest  Richard  !  "  But  as 
my  darling  answered  him  thus  hopefully,  so 
serene  and  beautiful,  with  the  help  that  was  to 
come  to  her  so  near, — I  knew^ — I  knew ! 

It  was  not  good  for  him  to  talk  too  much ; 
and  when  he  was  silent,  we  were  silent  too. 
Sitting  beside  him,  I  made  a  pretence  of  working 
for  my  dear,  as  he  had  always  been  used  to  joke 
about  my  being  busy.  Ada  leaned  upon  his 
pillow,  holding  his  head  upon  her  arm._  He 
dozed  often ;  and  whenever  he  awoke  without 
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seeing  him,  said,  first  of  all,  "  Where  is  Wood- 
court  ?  " 

Evening  had  come  on,  Avhen  I  Hfted  up  my 
eyes,  and  saw  my  Guardian  standing  in  the  httle 
hall.  "Who  is  that,  Dame  Durden?"  Richard 
asked  me.  The  door  was  behind  him,  but  he 
had  observed  in  my  face  that  some  one  was 
there. 

1  looked  to  Allan  for  advice,  and  as  he  nodded 
"  Yes,"  bent  over  Richard  and  told  him.  My 
Guardian  saw  what  passed,  came  softly  by  me  in 
a  moment,  and  laid  his  hand  on  Richard's. 
"Osir,"  said  Richard,  "you  are  a  good  man, 
you  are  a  good  man  !  "  and  burst  into  tears  for 
the  first  time. 

My  Guardian,  the  picture  of  a  good  man, 
sat  down  in  my  place,  keeping  his  hand  on 
Richard's. 

"  My  dear  Rick,"  said  he,  "  the  clouds  have 
Cleared  away,  and  it  is  bright  now.  We  can  see 
now.  We  were  all  bewildered,  Rick,  more  or 
less.  What  matters  !  And  how  are  you,  my 
dear  boy  ?  ' 

"  I  am  very  weak,  sir,  but  I  hope  I  shall  be 
stronger.     I  have  to  begin  the  world." 

"  Ay,  truly  ;  Avell  said  !  "  cried  my  Guardian. 

"  I  will  not  begin  it  in  the  old  way  now,"  said 
Richard  with  a  sad  smile.  "  I  have  learned  a 
lesson  now,  sir.  It  was  a  hard  one ;  but  you 
shall  be  assured,  indeed,  that  I  have  learned  it." 

"  Well,  well,"  said  my  Guardian,  comforting 
him  ;  "  well,  well,  well,  dear  boy  !  " 

"I  was  thinking,  sir,"  resumed  Richard,  "that 
there  is  nothing  on  earth  I  should  so  much  like 
to  see  as  their  house — Dame  Durden's  and 
Woodcourt's  house.  If  I  could  be  moved 
there  when  I  begin  to  recover  my  strength,  I 
feel  as  if  I  should  get  well  there,  sooner  than 
anywhere." 

"Why,  so  have  I  been  thinking,  too.  Rick," 
said  my  Guardian,  "  and  our  little  woman  like- 
wise; she  and  I  have  been  talking  of  it,  this 
very  day.  I  dare  say  her  husband  won't  object. 
What  do  you  think  ?  " 

Richard  smiletl ;  and  lifted  u[)  his  arm  to 
touch  him,  as  he  stootl  behind  the  head  of  his 
couch. 

"  I  say  nothing  of  Ada,''  said  Richard,  "  but 
I  think  of  her,  and  have  thought  of  her  very 
much.  Look  at  her !  see  her  here,  sir,  bending 
over  this  ])illow  when  she  has  so  much  neeil  to 
rest  upon  it  herself,  my  dear  love,  my  poor 
girl  1  " 

He  clasped  her  in  his  arms,  and  none  of  us 
spoke.  He  gradually  released  her ;  and  she 
looked  upon  us,  and  looked  up  to  Heaven,  and 
moved  her  lips. 


"  When  I  get  down  to  Bleak  House,"  said 
Richard,  "  I  shall  have  much  to  tell  you,  sir, 
and  you  will  have  much  to  show  me.  You  will 
go,  won't  you  ?  " 

"  Undoubtedly,  dear  Rick." 

"  Thank  you ;  like  you,  like  you,"  said 
Richard.  "  Uut  it's  all  like  you.  They  have 
been  telling  me  how  you  planned  it,  and  how 
you  remembered  all  Esther's  familiar  tastes  and 
ways.  It  will  be  like  coming  to  the  old  Bleak 
House  again." 

"  And  you  will  come  there  too,  I  hope,  Rick. 
I  am  a  solitary  man  now,  you  know,  and  it  will 
be  a  charity  to  come  to  me.  A  charity  to  come 
to  me,  my  love  ! "  he  repeated  to  Ada,  as  he 
gently  passed  his  hand  over  her  golden  hair, 
and  put  a  lock  of  it  to  his  lips.  (I  think  he 
vowed  within  himself  to  cherish  her  if  she  were 
left  alone.) 

"  It  was  all  a  troubled  dream  ?  "  said  Richard, 
clasping  both  my  Guartlian's  hands  eagerly. 

"  Nothing  more.  Rick  ;  noUiing  more." 

"And  you,  being  a  good  man,  can  pass  it  as 
such,  and  forgive  and  pity  the  dreamer,  and  be 
lenient  and  encouraging  when  he  wakes  ?  " 

"  Indeed  I  can.  What  am  I  but  another 
dreamer.  Rick?" 

"  I  will  begin  the  world  ! "  said  Richard,  with 
a  light  in  his  eyes. 

My  husband  drew  a  little  nearer  towards  Ada, 
and  1  saw  him  solemnly  lift  up  his  hand  to  warn 
my  Guardian. 

"When  shall  I  go  from  this  place,  to  that 
pleasant  country  where  the  old  times  are,  where 
I  shall  have  strength  to  tell  what  Ada  has  been 
to  me,  where  I  shall  be  able  to  recall  my  many 
faults  and  blindnesses,  where  I  shall  ])repare 
myself  to  be  a  guide  to  my  unborn  child  ? ''  said 
Richard.     "  W  hen  shall  I  go  ?  " 

"  Dear  Rick,  when  you  are  strong  enough," 
returned  my  Guardian. 

"Ada,  my  darling  !  " 

He  sought  to  raise  himself  a  little.  Allan 
raised  him  so  that  she  couUl  hold  him  on  her 
bosom  :  which  was  what  he  wanted. 

"  I  have  done  you  many  wrongs,  my  own.  I 
have  fallen  like  a  poor  stray  shallow  on  your  way, 
I  have  married  you  to  poverty  and  trouble,  I  have 
scattered  your  means  to  the  winds.  You  will 
forgive  me  all  this,  my  Ada,  before  I  begin  the 
world  ?  " 

A  smile  irradiated  his  face,  as  she  bent  to 
kiss  him.  He  slowly  laid  his  face  down  upon 
her  bosom,  drew  his  arms  closer  round  her  neck, 
and  with  one  parting  sob  began  the  world. 
Not  this  world,  O  not  this !  The  world  that 
sets  this  ri^ht. 
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When  all  was  still,  at  a  late  hour,  poor  crazed 
Miss  FJite  came  weeping  to  me,  and  told  me 
that  she  had  given  her  birds  their  liberty. 


CHAPTER  LXVI. 

DOWN    IN     LINCOLNSHIRE. 

HERE  is  a  hush  upon  Chesney 
Wold  in  these  altered  days,  as  there 
is  upon  a  portion  of  the  family  his- 
tory. The  story  goes,  that  Sir  Lei- 
cester paid  some  who  could  have 
spoken  out,  to  hold  their  peace ;  but 
jjp>  it  is  a  lame  story,  feebly  whispering  and 
"  y  creeping  about,  and  any  brighter  spark 
of  life  it  shows  soon  dies  away.  It  is  known  for 
certain  that  the  handsome  Lady  Dedlock  lies  in 
the  mausoleum  in  the  park,  where  the  trees  arch 
darkly  overhead,  and  the  owl  is  heard  at  night 
making  tlie  woods  ring ;  but  whence  she  was 
brought  home,  to  be  laid  among  the  echoes  of 
that  solitary  place,  or  how  she  died,  is  all 
mystery.  Some  of  her  old  friends,  principally  to 
be  found  among  the  peachy-cheeked  charmers 
with  the  skeleton  throats,  did  once  occasionally 
say,  as  they  toyed  in  a  ghastly  manner  with 
large  fans — like  charmers  reduced  to  flirting 
with  grim  Death,  after  losing  all  their  other 
beaux — did  once  occasionally  say,  when  the 
World  assembled  together,  that  they  wondered 
the  ashes  of  the  ■  Dedlocks,  entombed  in  the 
mausoleum,  never  rose  against  the  profanation 
of  her  company.  But  the  dead-and-gone  Ded- 
locks take  it  very  calmly,  and  have  never  been 
known  to  object. 

Up  from  among  the  fern  in  the  hollow,  and 
winding  by  the  bridle-road  among  the  trees, 
comes  sometimes  to  this  lonely  spot  the  sound 
of  horses'  hoofs.  Then  may  be  seen  Sir  Leices- 
ter— invalided,  bent,  and  almost  blind,  but  of 
worthy  presence  yet — riding  with  a  stalwart  man 
beside  him,  constant  to  his  bridle-rein.  W'hen 
they  come  to  a  certain  spot  before  the  mauso- 
leum door.  Sir  Leicester's  accustomed  horse 
stops  of  his  own  accord,  and  Sir  Leicester,  pull- 
ing off  his  hat,  is  still  for  a  few  moments  before 
they  ride  away. 

War  rages  yet  with  the  audacious  Boythorn, 
though  at  uncertain  intervals,  and  nowhody,  and 
now  coolly  ;  flickering  like  an  unsteady  fire.  The 
tmth  is  said  to  be,  that  when  Sir  Leicester  came 
down  to  Lincolnshire  for  good,  Mr.  Boythorn 
showed  a  manifest  desire  to  abandon  his  right 
of  way,    and   do  whatever  Sir  Leicester  would : 


which  Sir  Leicester,  conceiving  to  be  a  conde- 
scension to  his  illness  or  misfortune,  took  in 
such  high  dudgeon,  and  was  so  magnificently 
aggrieved  by,  that  I\Ir.  Bo3'thorn  found  himself 
under  the  necessity  of  committing  a  flagrant  tres- 
pass to  restore  his  neighbour  to  himself.  Simi- 
larly IVIr.  Boythorn  continues  to  post  tremendous 
placards  on  the  disputed  thoroughfare,  and  (with 
his  bird  upon  his  head)  to  hold  forth  vehemently 
against  Sir  Leicester  in  the  sanctuary  of  his  own 
home  ;  similarly,  also,  he  defies  him  as  of  old 
in  the  little  church,  by  testifying  a  bland  uncon- 
sciousness of  his  existence.  But  it  is  whispered 
that  when  he  is  most  ferocious  towards  his  old 
foe,  he  is  really  most  considerate  ;  and  that  Sir 
Leicester,  in  the  dignity  of  being  implacable, 
little  supposes  how  much  he  is  humoured.  As 
little  does  he  think  how  near  together  he  and 
his  antagonist  have  suffered,  in  the  fortunes  of 
two  sisters,  and  his  antagonist,  who  knows  it 
now,  is  not  the  man  to  tell  him.  So  the  quarrel 
goes  on  to  the  satisfaction  of  both. 

In  one  of  the  lodges  of  the  park;  that  lodge 
>\ithin  sight  of  the  house  where,  once  upon  a 
time,  when  the  waters  were  out  down  in  Lin- 
colnshire, my  Lady  used  to  see  the  Keeper's 
child ;  the  stalwart  man,  the  trooper  formerly, 
is  housed.  Some  relics  of  his  old  calling  hang 
upon  the  walls,  and  these  it  is  the  chosen  re- 
creation of  a  little  lame  man  about  the  stable- 
yard  to  keep  gleaming  bright.  A  busy  little 
man  he  always  is,  in  the  polishing  at  harness- 
house  doors,  of  stirrup-irons,  bits,  curb-chains, 
harness-bosses,  anything  in  the  way  of  a  stable- 
yard  that  will  take  a  polish  :  leading  a  life  of 
friction.  A  shaggy  little  damaged  man,  withal, 
not  unlike  an  old  dog  of  some  mongrel  breed, 
who  has  been  considerably  knocked  about,  •  He 
answers  to  the  name  of  Phil. 

A  goodly  sight  it  is  to  see  the  grand  old 
housekeeper  (harder  of  hearing  now)  going  to 
church  on  the  arm  of  her  son,  and  to  observe 
— which  few  do,  for  the  house  is  scant  of  com- 
pany in  these  times — the  relations  of  both  to- 
wards Sir  Leicester,  and  his  towards  them.  They 
have  visitors  in  the  high  summer  weather,  when 
a  grey  cloak  and  umbrella,  unknown  to  Chesney 
Wold  at  other  periods,  are  seen  among  the 
leaves  ;  when  two  young  ladies  are  occasionally 
found  gamboling,  in  sequestered  saw-pits,  and 
such  nooks  of  the  park;  and  when  the  smoke 
of  two  ])ipes  wreathes  away  in  the  fragrant 
evening  air,  from  the  trooper's  door.  Then  is  a 
fife  heard  trolling  within  the  lodge,  on  the  in- 
spiring topic  of  the  British  Grenadiers  ;  and,  as 
the  evening  closes  in,  a  gruft'  inflexible  voice  is 
heard  to  say,  while  two  men  pace  together   up 


THE  ALTERED  PLACE  IN  LINCOLNSHIRE. 


437 


and  down,  "  But  I  never  own  to  it  before  the 
old  f^irl.      Discipline  must  be  maintained." 

The  greater  part  of  the  house  is  shut  up,  and 
it  is  a  show-house  no  longer  ;  yet  Sir  Leicester 
holds  his  shrunken  state  in  the  long  drawing- 
room  for  all  that,  and  reposes  in  his  old  place 
before  my  Lady's  picture.  Closed  in  by  night 
with  broad  screens,  and  illumined  only  in  that 
part,  the  light  of  the  drawing-room  seems  gra- 
dually contracting  and  dwindling  until  it_  shall 
be  no  more.     A  little  more,  in  truth,  and  it  will 


be  all  extinguished  for  Sir  Leicester  j  and  the 
damp  door  in  the  mausoleum  which  shuts  so 
tight,  and  looks  so  obdurate,  will  have  opened 
and  received  him.  . 

Volumnia,  growing  with  the  flight  of  tmie 
pinker  as  to  the  red  in  her  face,  and  yellower 
as  to  the  white,  reads  to  Sir  Leicester  m  the 
long  evenings,  and  is  driven  to  various  arti- 
fices to  conceal  her  yawns  :  of  which  the  chief 
and  most  efficacious  is  the  insertion  of  the 
pearl  necklace   between  her  rosy  lips.     Long- 
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winded  treatises  on  the  Buffy  and  Boodle  ques- 
tion, showing  how  Buffy  is  immaculate  and 
Boodle  villainous,  and  how  the  country  is  lost 
by  being  all  Boodle  and  no  Buffy,  or  saved  by 
being  all  Buffy  and  no  Boodle  (it  must  be  one 
of  the  two,  and  cannot  be  anything  else),  are  the 
staple  of  her  reading.  Sir  Leicester  is  not  par- 
ticular what  it  is,  and  does  not  appear  to  follow 
it  very  closely  ;  further  than  that  he  always  comes 
broad  awake  the  moment  Volumnia  ventures  to 
leave  off,  and.  sonorously  repeating  her  last  word, 
Bleak  House,  29.  


begs  with  some  dis]-.loasure  to  know  if  she  finds 
herself  fatigued  ?  However,  Volumnia,  in  the 
course  of  her  binl-like  hopping  about  and  peck- 
ing at  papers,  has  lighted  on  a  memorandum 
concerning  herself,  in  the  event  of  "  anything 
happening"  to  her  kinsman,  which  is  handsome 
comjiensation  for  an  extensive  course  of  reading, 
and  holds  even  the  dragon  Boredom  at  bay. 

The  cousins  generally  are  rather  shy  of  Chesney 
Wold  in  its  dulness,  but  take  to  it  a  little  in  the 
shooting  season,  when  guns  are  heard  in  the 
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plantations,  and  a  few  scattered  beaters  and 
keepers  wait  at  the  old  places  of  appointment, 
for  low-spirited  twos  and  threes  of  cousins.  The 
debilitated  cousin,  more  debilitated  by  the 
dreariness  of  the  place,  gets  into  a  fearful  state  of 
depression,  groaning  under  penitential  sofa- 
pillows  in  his  gunless  hours,  and  protesting  that 
such  fernal  old  gaol's — nough  t'sew  fler  up — 
frever. 

The  only  great  occasions  for  A^'olumnia,  in  this 
changed  aspect  of  the  i^lace  in  Lincolnshire,  are 
those  occasions,  rare  and  widely  separated,  when 
something  is  to  be  done  for  the  county,  or  the 
country,  in  the  way  of  gracing  a  public  ball. 
Then,  indeed,  does  the  tuckered  sylph  come  out 
in  fairy  form,  and  proceed  with  joy  under 
cousinly  escort  to  the  exhausted  old  assembly- 
room,  fourteen  heavy  miles  off;  which,  during 
three  hundred  and  sixty-four  days  and  nights  of 
every  ordinary  year,  is  a  kind  of  Antipodean  lum- 
ber-room, full  of  old  chairs  and  tables,  upside 
down.  Then,  indeed,  does  she  captivate  all 
hearts  by  her  condescension,  by  her  girlish 
vivacity,  and  by  her  skipping  about  as  in  the 
days  when  the  hideous  old  general  with  the 
mouth  too  full  of  teeth,  had  not  cut  one  of  them 
at  two  guineas  each.  Then  does  she  twirl  and 
twine,  a  pastoral  nymph  of  good  family,  through 
the  mazes  of  the  dance.  Then  do  the  swains 
appear  with  tea,  with  lemonade,  with  sandwiches, 
with  homage.  Then  is  she  kind  and  cruel, 
stately  and  unassuming,  various,  beautifully  Avil- 
ful.  Then  is  there  a  singular  kind  of  parallel 
between  her  and  the  little  glass  chandeliers  of 
another  age,  embellishing  that  assembly-room ; 
which,  with  their  meagre  stems,  their  spare  little 
drops,  their  disappointing  knobs  where  no  drops 
are,  their  bare  little  stalks  from  v/hich  knobs 
and  drops  have  both  depai'ted,  and  their  little 
feeble  prismatic  twinkling,  all  seem  Volumnias. 
For  the  rest,  Lincolnshire  life  to  Volumnia  is 
a  vast  blank  of  overgrown  house  looking  out 
upon  trees,  sighing,  wringing  their  hands,  bowing 
their  heads,  and  casting  their  tears  upon  the 
window-panes,  in  monotonous  depression.  A 
labyrinth  of  grandeur,  less  the  property  of  an 
old  family  of  human  beings  and  their  ghostly 
likenesses,  than  of  an  old  family  of  echoings  and 
thunderings  which  start  out  of  their  hundred 
graves  at  every  sound,  and  go  resounding  through 
the  building.  A  waste  of  unused  passages  and 
staircases,  in  which  to  drop  a  comb  upon  a  bed- 
room floor  at  night  is  to  send  a  stealthy  footfall 
on  an  errand  through  the  house.  A  place  where 
few  people  care  to  go  about  alone  ;  where  a 
maid  screams  if  an  ash  drops  from  the  fire,  takes 
to  crying  at  all  times  and  seasons,  becomes  the 


victim  of  a  low  disorder  of  the  spirits,  and  gives 
warning  and  departs. 

Thus  Chesney  Wold.  With  so  much  of  itself 
abandoned  to  darkness  and  vacancy  ;  with  so 
little  change  under  the  summer  shining  or  the 
wintry  lowering  ;  so  sombre  and  motionless 
always — no  flag  flying  now  by  day,  no  rows  of 
lights  sparkling  by  night ;  with  no  family  to 
come  and  go,  no  visitors  to  be  the  souls  of  pale 
cold  shapes  of  rooms,  no  stir  of  hfe  about  it ; — • 
passion  and  pride,  even  to  the  stranger's  eye, 
have  died  away  from  the  place  in  Lincolnshire, 
and  yielded  it  to  dull  repose. 


CHAPTER  LXVII. 

THE  CLOSE   OF  ESTHER'S  NARRATIVE. 

ULL  seven  happy  years  I  have  been 
the  mistress  of  Bleak  House.     The 
few  words   that  I   have  to  add  to 
what    I     have    written,    are     soon 
penned ;  then  I,  and  the  unknown 
friend  to  whom  I  write,  will  part  for 
ever.     Not  without  much  dear  remem- 
brance on  my  side.     Not  without  some, 
I  hope,  on  his  or  hers. 

They  gave  my  darling  into  my  arms,  and 
through  many  vv'eeks  I  never  left  her.  The 
little  child  who  was  to  have  done  so  much,  was 
bom  before  the  turf  was  planted  on  its  father's 
grave.  It  was  a  boy  ;  and  I,  my  husband,  and 
my  Guardian,  gave  him  his  father's  name. 

The  help  that  my  dear  counted  on,  did  come 
to  her ;  though  it  came,  in  the  Eternal  v/isdom, 
for  another  purpose.  Though  to  bless  and  re- 
store his  mother,  not  his  father,  was  the  errand 
of  this  baby,  its  power  was  mighty  to  do  it. 
When  I  saw  the  strength  of  the  weak  little 
hand,  and  how  its  touch  could  heal  my  darling's 
heart,  and  raise  up  hope  within  her,  I  felt  a  new 
sense  of  the  goodness  and  the  tenderness  of  God. 
They  throve ;  and  by  degrees  I  saw  my  dear 
girl  pass  into  my  country  garden,  and  walk  there 
with  her  infant  in  her  arms.  I  was  married  then. 
I  was  the  happiest  of  the  happy. 

It  was  at  this  time  that  my  Guardian  joined 
us,  and  asked  Ada  when  she  would  come  home  ? 
"  Botli  houses  are  your  home,  my  dear,"  said 
he,  "  but  the  older  Bleak  House  claims  priority. 
When  you  and  my  boy  are  strong  enough  to  do 
it,  come  and  take  possession  of  your  home." 

Ada  called  him  "her  dearest  cousin  John." 
But  he  said,  No,  it  must  be  Guardian  now.    He 
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was  her  Guardian  henceforth,  and  the  boy's; 
and  he  had  an  old  association  with  the  name. 
So  she  called  him  Guardian,  and  has  called  him 
Guardian  ever  since.  The  children  know  him  by 
no  other  name — I  say  the  children  ;  I  have  two 
little  daughters. 

It  is  difticult  to  believe  that  Charley  (round- 
eyed  still,  and  not  at  all  grammatical)  is  married 
to  a  miller  in  our  neighbourhood ;  yet  so  it  is ; 
and  even  now,  looking  up  from  my  desk  as  I 
write,  early  in  the  morning  at  my  summer  win- 
dow, I  see  the  very  mill  beginning  to  go  rovuid. 
I  hope  the  miller  will  not  spoil  Charley ;  but  he 
is  very  fond  of  her,  and  Charley  is  rather  vain  of 
such  a  match — for  he  is  well  to  do,  and  was  in 
great  request.  So  far  as  my  small  maid  is  con- 
cerned, I  might  suppose  Time  to  have  stood  for 
seven  years  as  still  as  the  mill  did  half  an  hour 
ago ;  since  little  Emma,  Charley's  sister,  is 
exactly  what  Charley  used  to  be.  As  to  Tom, 
Charley's  brother,  I  am  reall}'  afraid  to  say  what 
he  did  at  school  in  ciphering,  but  I  think  it  was 
Decimals.  He  is  apprenticed  to  the  miller,  what- 
ever it  was ;  and  is  a  good  bashful  fellow,  always 
falling  in  love  with  somebody,  and  being  ashamed 
of  it. 

Caddy  Jellyby  passed  her  very  last  holidays 
with  us,  and  was  a  dearer  creature  than  ever ; 
perpetually  dancing  in  and  out  of  the  house 
with  the  children,  as  if  she  had  never  given  a 
dancing-lesson  in  her  life.  Caddy  keeps  her 
own  little  carriage  now,  instead  of  hiring  one, 
and  lives  full  two  miles  further  westward  than 
Newman  Street.  She  works  very  hard,  her  hus- 
band (an  excellent  one)  being  lame,  and  able  to 
do  very  little.  Still,  she  is  more  than  contented, 
and  does  all  she  has  to  do  with  all  her  heart. 
Mr.  Jellyby  spends  his  evenings  at  her  new 
house  with  his  head  against  the  wall,  ais  he  used 
to  do  in  her  old  one.  I  have  heard  that  Mrs. 
Jellyby  was  understood  to  suffer  great  morti- 
fication, from  her  daughter's  ignoble  marriage 
and  pursuits  ;  but  I  hope  she  got  over  it  in 
time.  She  has  been  disappointed  in  Borrioboola- 
Gha,  which  turned  out  a  failure  in  consequence 
of  the  King  of  Borrioboola  wanting  to  sell 
everybody — who  survived  theclimate — for  Rum; 
but  she  has  taken  up  wMth  the  rights  of  women 
to  sit  in  Parliahient,  and  Caddy  tells  me  it  is  a 
mission  involving  more  correspondence  than  the 
old  one.  I  had'  almost  forgotten  Caddy's  poor 
little  girl.  She  is  not  such  a  mite  now ;  but 
she  is  deaf  and  dumb.  I  believe  there  never 
was  a  better  mother  than  Caddy,  who  learns,  in 
her  scanty  intervals  of  leisure,  innumerable  deaf 
and  dumb  arts,  to  soften  the  affliction  of  her 
child. 


As  if  I  were  never  to  have  done  with  Caddy, 
I  am  reminded  here  of  Peepy  and  old  Mr. 
Turveydrop.  Peepy  is  in  the  Custom-house, 
and  doing  extremely  well.  Old  Mr.  Turvey- 
drop, very  apoplectic,  still  exhibits  his  Deport- 
ment about  town  ;  still  enjoys  himself  in  the 
old  manner ;  is  still  believed  in,  in  the  old 
way.  He  is  constant  in  his  patronage  of  Peepy, 
and  is  understood  to  have  bequeathed  him  a 
favourite  French  clock  in  his  dressing-room — 
which  is  not  his  property. 

With  the  first  money  we  saved  at  home,  we 
■  added  to  our  pretty  house  by  throwing  out  a 
little  Growlery  expressly  for  my  Guardian ; 
which  we  inaugurated  with  great  splendour  the 
next  time  he  came  down  to  see  us.  I  try  to 
write  all  this  lightly,  because  my  heart  is  full  in 
drawing  to  an  end  ;  but  when  I  write  of  him,  my 
tears  Avill  have  their  way. 

I  never  look  at  him,  but  I  hear  our  poor  dear 
Richard  calling  him  a  good  man.  To  Ada  and 
her  pretty  boy,  he  is  the  fondest  father ;  to  me, 
he  is  what  he  has  e\er  been,  and  what  name  can 
I  give  to  that  ?  He  is  my  husband's  best  and 
dearest  friend,  he  is  our  children's  darling,  he  is 
the  object  of  our  deepest  love  and  veneration. 
Yet  while  I  feel  towards  him  as  if  he  were  a 
superior  being,  I  am  so  familiar  with  him,  and 
so  easy  with  him,  that  I  almost  wonder  at  my- 
self. I  have  never  lost  my  old  names,  nor  has 
he  lost  his  ;  nor  do  I  ever,  when  he  is  with  us, 
sit  in  any  other  place  than  in  my  old  chair  at  his 
side.  Dame  Trot,  Dame  Durden,  Little  Woman  ! 
— all  just  the  same  as  ever;  and  I  answer,  Yes, 
dear  Guardian  !  just  the  same. 

I  have  never  known  the  wind  to  be  in  the 
East  for  a  single  moment,  since  the  day  when  he 
took  me  to  the  porch  to  read  the  name.  I  re- 
marked to  him,  once,  that  the  wind  seemed 
never  in  the  east  now:  and  he  said,  No,  truly; 
it  had  finally  departed  from  that  quarter  on  that 
very  day. 

I  think  my  darling  girl  is  more  beautiful  than 
ever.  The  sorrow  that  has  been  in  her  face — 
for  it  is  not  there  now — seems  to  have  purified 
even  its  innocent  expression,  and  to  have  given 
it  a  diviner  quality.  Sometimes,  when  I  raise 
my  eyes  and  see  her,  in  the  l)lack  dress  that  she 
still  wears,  teaching  my  Richard,  I  feel — it  is 
difficult  to  express — as  if  it  were  so  good  to 
know  that  she  remembers  her  dear  Esther  in  her 
prayers. 

I  call  him  my  Richard  !  But  he  says  that  he 
has  two  mammas,  and  I  am  one. 

\<Q.  are  not  rich  in  the  bank,  but  we  have  al- 
ways prospered,  and  we  have  quite  enough.  I 
never  walk  out  with  my  husband,  but  I  hear  the 


440 


BLEAK  HOUSE. 


people  bless  him.  I  never  go  into  a  house  of 
any  degree,  but  I  hear  his  praises,  or  see  them 
in  grateful  eyes.  I  never  lie  down  at  night,  but 
I  know  that  in  the  course  of  that  day  he  has 
alleviated  pain,  and  soothed  some  fellow-creature 
in  the  time  of  need.  I  know  that  from  the  beds 
of  those  who  were  past  recovery,  thanks  ha\e 
often,  often  gone  up  in  the  last  hour,  for  his 
patient  ministration.     Is  not  this  to  be  rich  ? 

The  people  even  praise  Me  as  the  doctor's 
wife.  The  people  even  like  Me  as  I  go  about, 
and  make  so  much  of  me  that  I  am  quite 
abashed.  I  owe  it  all  to  him,  my  love,  my 
pride  !  They  like  me  for  his  sake,  as  I  do  every- 
thing I  do  in  life  for  his  sake. 

A  night  or  two  ago,  after  bustling  about  pre- 
paring for  my  darling  and  my  Guardian  and 
little  Richard,  who  are  coming  to-morrow,  I  was 
sitting  out  in  the  porch  of  all  places,  that  dearly 
memorable  porch,  when  Allan  came  home.  So 
he  said,  "  My  precious  little  woman,  what  are 
you  doing  here  ?  "  And  I  said,  "  The  moon  is 
shining  so  brightly,  Allan,  and  the  night  is  so 
delicious,  that  I  have  been  sitting  here,  thinking," 

"  What  have  you  been  thinking  about,  my 
dear?  "  said  Allan  then. 


"  How  curious  you  are  !  "  said  I.  "  I  am  al- 
most ashamed  to  tell  you,  but  I  will.  I  have 
been  thinking  about  my  old  looks — such  as  they 
were." 

"  And  what  have  you  been  thinking  about 
them,  my  busy  bee?"  said  Allan. 

"  I  have  been  thinking,  that  I  thought  it  was 
impossible  that  you  could  have  loved  me  any 
better,  even  if  I  had  retained  them." 

"  — Such  as  they  were  ?  "  said  Allan,  laugh- 
ing. 

"Such  as  they  were,  of  course." 

"  My  dear  Dame  Durden,"  said  Allan,  draw- 
ing my  arm  through  his,  "  do  you  ever  look  in 
the  glass  ?  " 

"  You  know  I  do  ;  you  see  me  do  it." 

"  And  don't  you  know  that  you  are  prettier 
than  you  ever  were  ?  " 

I  did  not  know  that ;  I  am  not  certain  that  I 
know  it  now.  But  I  know  that  my  dearest  little 
pets  are  very  pretty,  and  that  my  darling  is  very 
beautiful,  and  that  my  husband  is  very  handsome, 
and  that  my  Guardian  has  the  brightest  and 
most  benevolent  face  that  ever  was  seen ;  and 
that  they  can  very  well  do  without  much  beauty 
in  me — even  supposing . 
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THE    UNCOMMERCIAL   TRAVELLER. 


I. 


HIS  GENERAL  LINE  OF   BUSINESS. 

T-LOW  me  to  introduce  myself— first 
negatively. 

No   landlord    is    my   friend   and 
brother,  no  chambermaid  loves  me, 
no  waiter  worships  me,  no  boots  ad- 
mires and  envies  me.     No  round  of 
beef  or  tongue  or   ham  is   expressly 
cooked  for  me,  no  pigeon-pie  is  espe- 
cially made  for  mc,  no  hotel  advertisement  is 
l^crsonally  addressed  to  me,  no  hotel-room  tapes- 
tried with  great-coats  and  railway  wrappers  is 
The  Uncommercial  Traveller,  i. 


set  apart  for  me,  no  house  of  public  entertain- 
ment in  the  United  Kingdom  greatly  cares  for 
my  opinion  of  its  brandy  or  sherry.  When  I  g  > 
upon  my  journeys,  I  am  not  usually  rated  at  a 
low  figure  in  the  bill;  when  I  come  home  from 
my  journeys,  I  never  get  any  commission.  I 
know  nothing  about  prices,  and  should  have  no 
idea,  if  I  were  put  to  it,  how  to  wheedle  a  man 
into  ordering  something  he  doesn't  want.  -  As  a 
town  traveller,  I  am  never  to  be  seen  driving  a 
vehicle  externally  like  a  young  and  volatile 
l)ianoforte  van,  and  internally  like  an  oven  in 
which  a  number  of  flat  boxes  are  baking  in 
layers.  As  a  country  traveller,  I  am  rarely  to  be 
found  in  a  gig,  and  am  never  to  be  encountered 
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by  a  pleasure  train,  waiting  on  the  platform  of  a 
branch  station,  quite  a  Druid  in  the  midst  of  a 
bight  Stonchenge  of  samples. 

And  yet — proceeding  now  to  introduce  my- 
self positively — I  am  both  a  town  traveller  and 
a  country  traveller,  and  am  always  on  the  road, 
l-'iguratively  speaking,  I  travel  for  the  great 
Iiouse  of  Human  Interest  Brothers,  and  have 
rather  a  large  connection  in  the  fancy-goods 
v,-ay.  Literally  speaking,  I  am  always  wander- 
ing here  and  there  from  my  rooms  in  Covent 
Garden,  London — now  about  the  City  streets  : 
now  about  the  country  by-roads — seeing  many 
little  things,  and  some  great  things,  which,  be- 
cause they  interest  mc,  I  think  may  interest 
others. 

These  are  my  brief  credentials  as  the  Uncom- 
mercial Traveller. 


IL 


THE   SHIPWRECK. 

^EVER  had  I  seen  a  year  going  out, 
or  going  on,  under  quieter  circum- 
stances. Eighteen  hundred  and  fifty 
nine  had  but  another  day  to  live.,  and 
truly  its  end  was  Peace  on  that  sea- 
shore that  morning. 
So  settled  and  orderly  was  everything 
seaward,  in  the  bright  light  of  the  sun 
and  under  the  transparent  shadows  of  the  clouds, 
that  it  was  hard  to  imagine  the  bay  otherwise,  for 
years  past  or  to  come,  than  it  was  that  very  day. 
The  Tug-steamer  lying  a  little  off  the  shore,  the 
Lighter  lying  still  nearer  to  the  shore,  the  boat 
alongside  the  Lighter,  the  regularly-turning 
windlass  aboard  the  Lighter,  the  methodical 
figures  at  work,  all  slowly  and  regularly  heaving 
up  and  down  with  the  breathing  of  the  sea,  all 
seemed  as  much  a  part  of  the  nature  of  the  place 
as  the  tide  itself.  The  tide  was  on  the  flow,  and 
had  been  for  some  two  hours  and  a  half;  there 
was  a  slight  obstruction  in  the  sea  within  a  few 
yards  of  my  feet :  as  if  the  stump  of  a  tree,  with 
earth  enough  about  it  to  keep  it  from  lying  hori- 
zontally on  the  water,  had  slipped  a  little  from 
the  land  ;  and  as  I  stood  upon  the  beach,  and 
observed  it  dimpling  the  light  swell  that  was 
coming  in,  I  cast  a  stone  over  it. 

So  orderly,  so  quiet,  so  regular — the  rising 
and  falling  of  the  Tug-steamer,  the  Lighter,  and 
the  boat — the  turning  of  the  windlass — the 
coming  in  of  the  tide — that  I  myself  seemed, 
to  my  own  thinking,  anything  but  new  to  the 


spot.  Yet,  I  had  never  seen  it  in  my  life  a 
minute  before,  and  had  traversed  two  hundred 
miles  to  get  at  it.  That  very  morning  I  had 
come  .bowling  down,  and  struggling  up,  hill- 
country  roads;  looking  back  at  snowy  summits; 
meeting  courteous  peasants,  well  to  do,  driving 
fat  pigs  and  cattle  to  market;  noting  the  neat 
and  thrifty  dwellings,  with  their  unusual  quantity 
of  clean  white  linen  drying  on  the  bushes;  having 
Avindy  weather  suggested  by  every  cotter's  little 
rick,  with  its  thatch  straw-ridged  and  extra  straw- 
ridged  into  overhanging  compartments  like  the 
back  of  a  rhinoceros.  Had  I  not  given  a  lift  of 
fourteen  miles  to  the  Coast-guardsman  (kit  and 
all),  who  was  coming  to  his  spell  of  duty  there, 
and  had  we  not  just  now  parted  company  ?  So 
it  was ;  but  the  journey  seemed  to  glide  down 
into  the  placid  sea,  with  other  chafe  and  trouble, 
and  for  the  moment  nothing  was  so  calmly  and 
monotonously  real  under  the  sun-light  as  the 
gentle  rising  and  falling  of  the  water  with  its 
freight,  the  regular  turning  of  the  windlass 
aboard  the  Lighter,  and  the  slight  obstruction 
so  very  near  my  feet. 

Oh,  reader,  haply  turning  this  page  by  the 
fireside  at  Home,  and  hearing  the  night  wind 
rumble  in  the  chimney,  that  slight  obstruction 
was  the  uppermost  fragment  of  the  Wreck  of  the 
Royal  Charter,  Australian  trader  and  passenger 
ship,  Homeward  bound,  that  struck  here  on  the 
terrible  morning  of  the  twenty-sixth  of  this 
October,  broke  into  three  parts,  went  down 
with  her  treasure  of  at  least  five  hundred 
human  lives,  and  has  never  stirred  since  ! 

From  which  point,  or  from  which,  she  drove 
ashore,  stern  foremost ;  on  which  side,  or  on 
which,  she  passed  the  little  Island  in  the  bay, 
for  ages  henceforth  to  be  aground  certain  yards 
outside  her ;  these  are  rendered  bootless  ques- 
tions by  the  darkness  of  that  night  and  the 
darkness  of  death.     Here  she  went  down. 

Even  as  I  stood  on  the  beach  with  the  words 
"Here  she  went  down  !"  in  my  ears,  a  diver,  in 
his  grotesque  dress,  dipped  heavily  over  the  side 
of  the  boat  alongside  the  Lighter,  and  dropped 
to  the  bottom.  On  the  shore,  by  the  water's 
edge,  was  a  rough  tent,  made  of  fragments  of 
wreck,  where  other  divers  and  workmen  sheltered 
themselves,  and  where  they  had  kept  Christmas 
day  with  rum  and  roast  beef,  to  the  destruction 
of  their  frail  chimney.  Cast  up  among  the 
stones  and  boulders  of  the  beach  were  great 
spars  of  the  lost  vessel,  and  masses  of  iron 
twisted  by  the  fury  of  the  sea  into  the  strangest 
forms.  The  timber  was  already  bleached,  and 
iron  rusted;  and  even  these  objects  did  no 
violence  to  the  prevailing  air  the  whole  scene 
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wore,  of  having  been  exactly  the  same  for  years 
and  years. 

Yet,  only  two  short  months  had  gone  since  a 
man,  living  on  the  nearest  hill-top  overlooking 
the  sea,  being  blown  out  of  bed  at  about  day- 
break by  the  wind  that  had  begun  to  strip  his 
roof  off,  and  getting  upon  a  ladder  with  his 
nearest  neighbour  to  construct  some  temporary 
device  for  keeping  his  house  over  his  head,  saw 
from  the  ladder's  elevation,  as  he  looked  down 
by  chance  towards  the  shore,  some  dark  troubled 
object  close  in  with  the  land.  And  he  and  the 
other,  descending  to  the  beach,  and  finding  the 
sea  mercilessly  beating  over  a  great  broken  ship, 
had  clambered  up  the  stony  ways,  like  staircases 
without  stairs,  on  which  the  wild  village  hangs 
in  little  clusters,  as  fruit  hangs  on  boughs,  and 
had  given  the  alarm.  And  so,  over  the  hill- 
slopes,  and  past  the  water-fall,  and  down  the 
gullies  where  the  land  drains  off  into  the  ocean, 
the  scattered  quarrymen  and  fishermen  inhabit- 
ing that  part  of  Wales  had  come  running  to  the 
dismal  sight — their  clergyman  among  them. 
And  as  they  stood  in  the  leaden  morning 
stricken  with  pity,  leaning  hard  against  the 
wind,  their  breath  and  vision  often  failing  as  the 
sleet  and  spray  rushed  at  them  from  the  ever 
forming  and  dissolving  mountains  of  sea,  and  as 
the  wool  which  was  a  part  of  the  vessel's  cargo 
blew  in  with  the  salt  foam,  and  remained  upon 
the  land  when  the  foam  melted,  they  saw  the 
ship's  life-boat  put  off  from  one  of  the  heaps  of 
wreck ;  and  first  there  were  three  men  in  her, 
and  in  a  moment  she  capsized,  and  there  were 
but  two ;  and  again,  she  was  struck  by  a  vast 
mass  of  water,  and  there  was  but  one  ;  and 
again,  she  was  thrown  bottom  upward,  and  that 
one,  with  his  arm  struck  through  the  broken 
planks  and  waving  as  if  for  the  help  that  could 
never  reach  him,  went  down  into  the  deep. 

It  was  the  clergyman  himself  from  whom  I 
heard  this,  while  1  stood  on  the  shore,  looking 
in  his  kind  wholesome  face  as  it  turned  to  the 
spot  where  the  boat  had  been.  The  divers  were 
down  then,  and  busy.  They  were  "  lifting  "  to- 
day the  gold  found  yesterday — some  five-and- 
twenty  thousand  pounds.  Of  three  hundred  and 
fifty  thousand  pounds'  worth  of  gold,  three  hun- 
dred thousand  pounds'  worth,  in  round  num- 
bers, was  at  that  time  recovered.  The  great 
bulk  of  the  remainder  was  surely  and  steadily 
coming  up.  Some  loss  of  sovereigns  there 
would  be,  of  course ;  indeed,  at  first,  sove- 
reigns had  drifted  in  with  the  sand,  and  been 
scattered  far  and  wide  over  the  beach,  like  sea 
shells ;  but  most  other  golden  treasure  would 
be  found.     As  it  was  brought  up,  it  went  aboard 


the  Tug-steamer,  where  good  account  was  taken 
of  it.  So  tremendous  had  the  force  of  the  se.i 
been  when  it  broke  the  ship,  that  it  had  beaten 
one  great  ingot  of  gold  deep  into  a  strong  and 
heavy  piece  of  her  solid  iron-work  :  in  which, 
also,  several  loose  sovereigns,  that  the  ingot  had 
swept  in  before  it,  had  been  found,  as  firmly 
embedded  as  though  the  iron  had  been  liquid 
when  they  were  forced  there.  It  had  been  re- 
marked of  such  bodies  come  ashore,  too,  as  had 
been  seen  by  scientific  men,  that  they  had  been 
stunned  to  death,  and  not  suffocated.  Observa- 
tion, both  of  the  internal  change  that  had  been 
wrought  in  them,  and  of  their  external  expres- 
sion, showed  death  to  have  been  thus  merciful 
and  easy.  The  report  was  brought,  while  I  was 
holding  such  discourse  on  the  beach,  that  no 
more  bodies  had  come  ashore  since  last  night. 
It  began  to  be  very  doubtful  whether  many  more 
would  be  thrown  up  until  the  north-east  winds 
of  the.  early  spring  set  in.  Moreover,  a  great 
number  of  the  passengers,  and  particularly  the 
second-class  women  passengers,  were  known  to 
have  been  in  the  middle  of  the  ship  when  she 
parted,  and  thus  the  collapsing  A\Teck  would 
have  fallen  upon  them  after  yawning  open,  and 
would  keep  them  down.  A  diver  made  known, 
even  then,  that  he  had  come  upon  the  bod}-  of 
a  man,  and  had  sought  to  release  it  from  a  great 
superincumbent  weight;  but  that,  finding  he 
could  not  do  so  without  mutilating  the  remains, 
he  had  left  it  where  it  was. 

It  was  the  kind  and  wholesome  face  I  have 
made  mention  of,  as  being  then  beside  me,  that 
I  had  projjosed  to  myself  to  see  when  I  left 
home  for  Wales.  I  had  heard  of  that  clergy- 
man, as  having  buried  many  scores  of  the  ship- 
wrecked people;  of  his  having  opened  his- 
house  and  heart  to  their  agonised  friends ;  of 
his  having  used  a  most  sweet  and  patient 
diligence  for  weeks  and  weeks  in  the  perform- 
ance of  the  forlornest  oftices  that  ^Ia^  can 
render  to  his  kind  ;  of  his  having  most  tenderly 
and  thoroughly  devoted  himself  to  the  dead, 
and  to  those  who  were  sorrowing  for  the  dead. 
I  had  said  to  myself,  "  In  the  Christmas  season 
of  the  year,  I  should  like  to  see  that  man  ! " 
And  he  had  swung  the  gate  of  his  little  garden 
in  coming  out  to  meet  me,  not  half  an  hour  ago. 
So  cheerful  of  spirit  and  guiltless  of  aflfectation, 
as  true  practical  Christianity  ever  is  !  I  read 
more  of  the  New  Testament  in  the  fresh  frank 
face  going  up  the  village  beside  me,  in  five 
minutes,  than  I  have  read  in  anathematizing 
discourses  (albeit  put  to  press  with  enormous 
flourishing  of  trumpets)  in  all  my  life.  I  heard 
more  of  the  SacrcJ  Book  in  the  cordial  voice 
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that  had  nothing  to  say  about  its  owner,  than 
in  all  the  would-be  celestial  pairs  of  bellows  that 
have  ever  blown  conceit  at  me. 

We  climbed  towards  the  little  church  at  a 
cheery  pace,  among  the  loose  stones,  the  deep 
nnid,  the  wet  coarse  grass,  the  outlying  water, 
and  other  obstructions  from  which  frost  and 
snow  had  lately  thawed.  It  was  a  mistake  (my 
friend  was  glad  to  tell  me  on  the  way)  to  suppose 
that  the  peasantry  had  shown  any  superstitious 
avoidance  of  the  drowned ;  on  the  whole,  they 
had  done  very  well,  and  had  assisted  readily. 
Ten  shillings  had  been  paid  for  the  bringing  of 
each  body  up  to  the  church,  but  the  way  was 
steep,  and  a  horse  and  cart  (in  which  it  was 
wrapped  in  a  sheet)  were  necessary,  and  three 
or  four  men,  and,  all  things  considered,  it  was 
not  a  great  price.  The  people  were  none 
the  richer  for  the  wreck,  for  it  was  the  season 
of  the  herring  shoal — and  who  could  cast  nets 
for  fish,  and  "find  dead  men  and  women  in  the 
draught  ? 

He  had  the  church  keys  in  his  hand,  and 
opened  the  churchyard  gate,  and  opened  the 
church-door;  and  we  went  in. 

It  is  a  little  church  of  great  antiquity ;  there 
is  reason  to  believe  that  some  church  has 
occupied  the  spot  these  thousand  years  or  more. 
The  pulpit  was  gone,  and  other  things  usually 
belonging  to  the  church  were  gone,  owing  to  its 
living  congregation  having  deserted  it  for  the 
neighbouring  schoolroom,  and  yielded  it  up  to 
the  dead.  The  very  Commandments  had  been 
shouldered  out  of  their  places,  in  the  bringing 
in  of  the  dead ;  the  black  wooden  tables  on 
which  they  were  painted  Avere  askew;  and  on 
the  stone  pavement  below  them,  and  on  the 
stone  pavement  all  over  the  church,  were  the 
marks  and  stains  where  the  drowned  had  been 
laid  down.  The  eye,  with  little  or  no  aid  from  the 
imagination,  could  yet  see  how  the  bodies  had 
been  turned,  and  where  the  head  had  been,  and 
where  the  feet.  Some  fa. led  traces  of  the  wreck 
of  the  Australian  ship  may  be  discernible  on  the 
stone  pavement  of  this  little  church,  hundreds 
of  years  hence,  when  the  digging  for  gold  in 
Australia  shall  have  long  and  long  ceased  out  of 
the  land. 

Forty-four  shipwrecked  men  and  women  lay 
here  at  one  time,  awaiting  burial.  Here  with 
weeping  and  wailing  in  every  room  of  his  house, 
my  companion  worked  alone  for  hours,  solemnly 
surrounded  by  eyes  that  could  not  see  him,  and 
by  lips  that  could  not  speak  to  him,  patiently 
examining  the  tattered  clothing,  cutting  off 
buttons,  hair,  marks  from  linen,  anything  that 
might  lead  to  subsequent  identification,  studying 


faces,  looking  for  a  scar,  a  bent  finger,  a  crooked 
toe,  comparing  letters  sent  to  him  with  the  ruin 
about  him.  "  My  dearest  brother  had  bright 
grey  eyes  and  a  pleasant  smile,"  one  sister 
wrote.  Oh,  poor  sister  !  well  for  you  to  be  far 
from  here,  and  keep  that  as  your  last  remem- 
brance of  him ! 

The  ladies  of  the  clergyman's  family,  his  wife 
and  two  sisters-in-law,  came  in  among  the  bodies 
often.  It  grew  to  be  the  business  of  their  lives 
to  do  so.  Any  new  arrival  of  a  bereaved  woman 
would  stimulate  their  pity  to  compare  the  de- 
scription brought,  with  the  dead  realities.  Some- 
times they  would  go  back  able  to  say,  "  I  have 
found  him,"  or  "  I  think  she  lies  there."  Perhaps 
the  mourner,  unable  to  bear  the  sight  of  all  that 
lay  in  the  church,  would  be  led  in  blindfold. 
Conducted  to  the  spot  with  many  compassionate 
words,  and  encouraged  to  look,  she  would  say, 
with  a  piercing  cry,  "  This  is  my  boy  ! "  and 
drop  insensible  on  the  insensible  figure. 

He  soon  observed  that,  in  some  cases  of 
Avomen,  the  identification  of  persons,  though 
complete,  was  quite  at  variance  with  the  marks 
upon  the  linen ;  this  led  him  to  notice  that  even 
the  marks  upon  the  linen  were  sometimes  in- 
consistent with  one  another;  and  thus  he  came 
to  understand  that  they  had  dressed  in  great 
haste  and  agitation,  and  that  their  clothes  had 
become  mixed  together.  The  identification  oi' 
men  by  their  dress  was  rendered  extremel\' 
difticult,  in  consequence  of  a  large  proportion 
of  them  being  dressed  alike — in  clothes  of  one 
kind,  that  is  to  say,  supplied  by  slop-sellers  and 
outfitters,  and  not  made  by  single  garments,  but 
by  hundreds.  Many  of  the  men  were  bringing 
over  parrots,  and  had  receipts  upon  them  for  the 
price  of  the  birds ;  others  had  bills  of  exchange 
in  their  pockets,  or  in  belts.  Some  of  these 
documents,  carefully  unwrinkled  and  dried,  were 
little  less  fresh  in  appearance  that  day  than  the 
present  page  will  be,  under  ordinary  circum- 
stances, after  having  been  opened  three  or  four 
times. 

In  that  lonely  place  it  had  not  been  easy  to 
obtain  even  such  common  commodities  in  towns 
as  ordinary  disinfectants.  Pitch  had  been  burnt 
in  the  church,  as  the  readiest  thing  at  hand,  and 
the  frying-pan  in  which  it  had  bubbled  over  a 
brazier  of  coals  was  still  there,  with  its  ashes. 
Hard  by  the  Communion  Table  were  some  boots 
that  had  been  taken  off  the  drowned  and  pre- 
served— a  gold-digger's  boot,  cut  down  the  leg 
for  its  removal — a  trodden-down  man's  ankle- 
boot  with  a  buff  cloth  top— and  others — soaked 
and  sandy,  weedy  and  salt. 

From   the   church  we   passed   out   into   the 
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churchyard.  Here  there  lay,  at  that  time,  one 
hundred  and  forty-five  bodies  that  had  come 
ashore  from  the  wreck.  He  had  buried  them, 
when  not  identified,  in  graves  containing  four 
each.  He  had  numbered  each  body  in  a  register 
describing  it,  and  had  placed  a  corresponding 
number  on  each  coffin,  and  over  each  grave. 
Identified  bodies  he  had  buried  singly,  in  pri- 
vate graves,  in  another  part  of  the  churchyard. 
Several  bodies  had  been  exhumed  from  the 
graves  of  four,  as  relatives  had  come  from  a  dis- 
tance and  seen  his  register ;  and,  when  recog- 
nised, these  have  been  reburied  in  private  graves, 
£0  that  the  mourners  might  erect  sei)arate  head- 
stones over  the  remains.  In  all  such  cases  he 
had  performed  the  funeral  service  a  second  time, 
and  the  ladies  of  his  house  had  attended.  There 
had  been  no  offence  in  the  poor  ashes  when 
they  were  brought  again  to  the  light  of  day ;  the 
beneficent  Earth  had  already  absorbed  it.  The 
drowned  were  buried  in  their  clothes.  To  supply 
the  great  sudden  demand  for  coffins,  he  had  got 
all  the  neighbouring  people  handy  at  tools  to 
work  the  livelong  day,  and  Sunday  likewise. 
The  coffins  were  neatly  formed  ;  I  had  seen 
two,  waiting  for  occupants,  under  the  lee  of  the 
ruined  walls  of  a  stone  hut  on  the  beach,  within 
call  of  the  tent  where  the  Christmas  Feast  was 
held.  Similarly,  one  of  the  graves  for  four  was 
lying  open  and  ready  here,  in  the  churchyard. 
So  much  of  the  scanty  space  was  already  devoted 
to  the  wrecked  people,  that  the  villagers  had 
begun  to  express  uneasy  doubts  whether  they 
themselves  could  lie  in  their  own  ground,  with 
their  forefathers  and  descendants,  by-and-by. 
The  churchyard  being  but  a  step  from  the  clergy- 
man's dwelling-house,  we  crossed  to  the  latter ; 
the  white  surplice  was  hanging  up  near  the  door, 
ready  to  be  put  on  at  any  time,  for  a  funeral 
service. 

The  cheerful  earnestness  of  this  good  Chris- 
tian minister  was  as  consolatory  as  the  circum- 
stances out  of  which  it  shone  were  sad.  I  never 
have  seen  anything  more  delightfully  genuine 
than  the  calm  dismissal  by  himself  and  his  house- 
hold of  all  they  had  undergone,  as  a  simple  duty 
that  was  quietly  done  and  ended.  In  speaking 
of  it,  they  spoke  of  it  with  great  compassion  for 
the  bereaved  ;  but  laid  no  stress  upon  their  own 
hard  share  in  those  weary  weeks,  except  as  it 
had  attached  many  people  to  them  as  friends, 
and  elicited  many  touching  expressions  of  grati- 
tude. This  clergyman's  brother — himself  the 
clergyman  of  two  adjoining  parishes,  who  had 
buried  thirty-four  of  the  bodies  in  his  own  church- 
yard, and  who  had  done  to  them  all  that  his 
brother  had  done  as  to  the  larger  number — must 
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be  understood  as  included  in  the  family.  He 
was  there,  with  his  neatly-arranged  papers,  and 
made  no  more  account  of  his  trouble  than  any- 
body else  did.  Down  to  yesterday's  post  out- 
ward, my  clergyman  alone  had  written  one 
thousand  and  seventy-five  letters  to  relatives  and 
friends  of  the  lost  people.  In  the  absence  of 
self-assertion,  it  was  only  through  my  now  and 
then  delicately  putting  a  question  as  the  occa- 
sion arose,  that  I  became  informed  of  these 
things.  It  was  only  when  I  had  remarked  again 
and  again,  in  the  church,  on  the  awful  nature  of 
the  scene  of  death  he  had  been  required  so 
closely  to  familiarise  himself  with  for  the  sooth- 
ing of  the  living,  that  he  had  casually  said,  with- 
out the  least  abatement  of  his  cheerfulness, 
"  Indeed,  it  had  rendered  him  unable  for  a  time 
to  eat  or  drink  more  than  a  little  coft'ee  now  and 
then,  and  a  piece  of  bread." 

In  this  noble  modesty,  in  this  beautiful  sim- 
plicity, in  this  serene  avoidance  of  the  least 
attempt  to  "improve  "  an  occasion  which  might 
be  supposed  to  have  sunk  of  its  own  weight  into 
my  heart,  I  seemed  to  have  happily  come,  in  a 
few  steps,  from  the  churchyard  with  its  open 
grave,  which  was  the  type  of  Death,  to  the 
Christian  dwelling  side  by  side  with  it,  whicli 
was  the  type  of  Resurrection.  I  never  shall 
think  of  the  former  without  the  latter.  The  two 
will  always  rest  side  'oy  side  in  my  memory.  If 
I  had  lost  any  one  dear  to  me  in  this  unfortu- 
nate ship,  if  I  had  made  a  voyage  from  Australia 
to  look  at  the  grave  in  the  churchyard,  I  shouUl 
go  away  thankful  to  God  thlt  that  house  was  so 
close  to  it,  and  that  its  shrulow  by  day  and  its 
domestic  lights  by  night^ll  upon  the  earth  in 
which  its  Master  had  so  tenderly  laid  my  dear 
one's  head. 

The  references  that  naturally  rose  out  of  our 
conversation  to  the  descriptions  sent  down  of 
shipwrecked  persons,  and  to  the  gratitude  of  re- 
lations and  friends,  made  me  very  anxious  to  see 
some  of  those  letters.  I  was  i)resently  seated 
before  a  shipwreck  of  papers,  all  bordered  with 
black,  and  from  thcni  I  made  the  following  few 
extracts. 

A  mother  writes  : 

Rkverend  Sir, — Amongst  the  many  who 
perished  on  your  shore  was  numbered  my  be- 
loved son.  I  was  only  just  recovering  from  a 
severe  illness,  and  this  fearful  aftliction  has 
oiused  a  relapse,  so  that  I  am  unable  at  present 
to  go  to  identify  the  remains  of  the  loved  and 
lost.  My  darling  son  would  have  been  sixteen 
on  Christmas-day  next.  He  was  a  most  amiable 
and  obedient  child,  early  taught  the  way  of  sal- 
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vation.  We  fondly  hoped  that  as  a  British  sea- 
man he  might  be  an  ornament  to  his  profession, 
but,  "  it  is  well ; "  I  feel  assured  my  dear  boy  is 
now  with  the  redeemed.  Oh,  he  did  not  wish  to 
go  this  last  voyage  !  On  the  fifteenth  of  October 
I  received  a  letter  from  him  from  IN'Ielbourne, 
date  August  twelfth ;  he  wrote  in  high  spirits, 
and  in  conclusion  he  says :  "  Pray  for  a  fair 
breeze,  mamma,  and  I'll  not  forget  to  whistle 
for  it  !  and,  God  permitting,  I  shall  sec  you  and 
all  my  little  pets  again.  Good-bye,  dear  mother 
— good-bye,  dearest  parents.  Good-bye,  dear 
brother."  Oh,  it  was  indeed  an  eternal  fare- 
well !  I  do  not  apologise  for  thus  writing  you, 
for  oh  !  my  heart  is  so  very  sorrowful. 

A  husband  writes  : 

My  dear  kind  Sir, — Will  you  kindly  inform 
me  whether  there  are  any  initials  upon  the  ring 
and  guard  you  have  in  possession,  found,  as  the 
Standard  says,  last  Tuesday  ?  Believe  me,  my 
dear  sir,  when  I  say  that  1  cannot  express  my 
deep  gratitude  in  words  sufficiently  for  your 
kindness  to  me  on  that  fearful  and  appalling 
day.  Will  you  tell  me  what  I  can  do  for  you, 
and  will  you  write  me  a  consoling  letter  to  pre- 
vent my  mind  from  going  astray  ? 

A  widow  writes  : 

Left  in  such  a  state  as  I  am,  my  friends  and  I 
thought  it  best  that  my  dear  husband  should  be 
buried  where  he  Hes,  and,  much  as  I  should 
have  liked  to  have  had  it  otherwise,  I  must 
submit.  I  feel,  from  all  I  have  heard  of  you, 
that  you  will  see  it  done  decently  and  in  order. 
Little  does  it  signify  to  us,  when  the  soul  has 
departed,  where  this  poor  body  lies,  but  we  who 
are  left  behind  would  do  all  we  can  to  show  how 
we  loved  them.  This  is  denied  me,  but  it  is 
God's  hand  that  afflicts  us,  and  I  try  to  submit. 
Some  day  I  may  be  able  to  visit  the  spot,  and 
see  where  he  lies,  and  erect  a  simple  stone  to 
his  memory.  Oh  !  it  will  be  long,  long  before 
I  forget  that  dreadful  night !  Is  there  such  a 
thing  in  the  vicinity,  or  any  shop  in  Bangor,  to 
which  I  could  send  for  a  small  picture  of  IMoeHra 
or  Llanallgo  Church,  a  spot  now  sacred  to  me  ? 

Another  w'idow  writes : 

I  have  received  your  letter  this  morning,  and 
do  thank  you  most  kindly  for  the  interest  you 
have  taken  about  my  dear  husband,  as  well  for 
the  sentiments  yours  contains,  evincing  the 
spirit  of  a  Christian  who  can  sympathise  with 
those  who,  like  myself,  are  broken  down  with 
grief. 

May  God  bless  and  sustain  you,  and  all  in 


connection  with  you,  in  this  trial !  Time  may 
roll  on,  and  bear  all  its  sons  away,  but  your 
name  as  a  disinterested  person  will  stand  in 
history,  and,  as  successive  years  pass,  many  a 
widow  will  think  of  your  noble  conduct,  and  the 
tears  of  gratitude  flow  down  many  a  cheek,  the 
tribute  of  a  thankful  heart,  when  other  things 
are  forgotten  for  ever. 

A  father  writes  : 

I  am  at  a  loss  to  find  words  to  suflicientl}" 
express  my  gratitude  to  you  for  your  kindness 
to  my  son  Richard,  upon  the  melancholy  occa- 
sion of  his  visit  to  his  dear  brother's  body,  and 
also  for  your  ready  attention  in  pronouncing  our 
beautiful  burial  service  over  my  poor  unfor- 
tunate son's  remains.  God  grant  that  your 
prayers  over  him  may  reach  the  Mercy-Seat, 
and'  that  his  soul  may  be  received  (through 
Christ's  intercession)  into  heaven  ! 

His  dear  mother  begs  me  to  convey  to  3'ou 
her  heartfelt  thanks. 

Those  who  were  received  at  the  clergyman's 
house  write  thus  after  leaving  it : 

Dear  and  never-to-be-forgotten  Friends, 
— I  arrived  here  yesterday  morning  without  acci- 
dent, and  am  about  to  proceed  to  my  home  by 
railway. 

I  am  overpowered  when  I  think  of  you  and 
your  hospitable  home.  No  words  could  speak 
language  suited  to  my  heart.  I  refrain.  God 
reward  you  with  the  same  measure  you  have 
meted  with  ! 

I  enumerate  no  names,  but  embrace  you  all. 

]\Iy  beloved  Friends, — This  is  the  first  day 
that  I  have  been  able  to  leave  my  bedroom 
since  I  returned,  which  will  explain  the  reason 
of  my  not  writing  sooner. 

If  I  could  only  have  had  my  last  melancholy 
hope  realised  in  recovering  the  body  of  my 
beloved  and  lamented  son,  I  should  have 
returned  home  somewhat  comforted,  and  I 
think  I  could  then  have  been  comparatively 
resigned. 

I  fear  now  there  is  but  little  prospect,  and  I 
mourn  as  one  wdthout  hope. 

The  only  consolation  to  my  distressed  mind 
is  in  having  been  so  feelingly  allowed  by  you  to 
leave  the  matter  in  your  hands,  by  whom  I  well 
know  that  everything  will  be  done  that  can  be, 
according  to  arrangements  made  before  I  left 
the  scene  of  the  av/ful  catastroplie,  both  as  to 
the  identification  of  my  dear  son,  and  also  his 
interment. 

I  feel  most  anxious  to  hear  whether  anything 
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fresh  has  transpired  since  I  left  you :  will  you 
add  another  to  the  many  deep  obligations  I  am 
under  to  you  by  writing  to  me  ?  And  should 
the  body  of  my  dear  and  unfortunate  son  be 
identified,  let  me  hear  from  you  immediately, 
and  I  will  ccme  again. 

Words  cannot  express  the  gratitude  I  feel  I 
owe  to  you  all  for  your  benevolent  aid,  your 
kindness,  and  your  sympathy. 

My  dearly-reloved  Friends, — I  arrived  in 
safety  at  my  house  yesterday,  and  a  night's  rest 
has  restored  and  tranciuillised  me.  I  must  again 
repeat  that  language  has  no  words  by  which  I 
can  express  my  sense  of  obligation  to  you.  You 
are  enshrined  in  my  heart  of  hearts. 

I  have  seen  him  !  and  can  now  realise  my 
misfortune  more  than  I  have  hitherto  been  able 
to  do.  Oh,  the  bitterness  of  the  cup  I  drink  ! 
But  I  bow  submissive.  God  must  have  done 
right.  I  do  not  want  to  feel  less,  but  to  acqui- 
esce more  simply. 

There  were  some  Jewish  passengers  on  board 
the  Royal  Charter,  and  the  gratitude  of  the 
Jewish  people  is  feelingly  expressed  in  the 
"following  letter,  bearing  date  from  "  the  office 
of  the  Chief  Rabbi:" 

Reverend  Sir, — I  cannot  refrain  from  ex- 
pressing to  you  my  heartfelt  thanks  on  behalf 
of  those  of  my  flock  whose  relatives  have  unfor- 
tunately been  among  those  who  perished  at  the 
late  wreck  of  the  Royal  Charter.  You  have 
indeed,  like  Boaz,  "  not  left  ofi"  your  kindness 
to  the  living  and  the  dead." 

You-  have  not  alone  acted  kindly  towards  the 
living  by  receiving  them  hospitably  at  your 
house,  and  energetically  assisting  them  in  their 
mournful  duty,  but  also  towards  the  dead,  by 
exerting  yourself  to  have  our  co-religionists 
buried  in  our  ground,  and  according  to  our 
lites.  May  our  heavenly  Father  reward  you 
fjr  your  acts  of  humanity  and  true  philan- 
tlu'opy ! 

The  "  Old  Hebrew  congregation  of  Liver- 
pool "  thus  express  themselves  through  their 
secretary ; 

Reverend  Sir, — The  wardens  of  this  con- 
gregation have  learned  witli  great  pleasure  that, 
in  addition  to  those  indefatigable  exertions,  at 
the  scene  of  the  late  disaster  to  the  Royal 
Charter,  which  have  received  universal  recog- 
nition, you  have  very  benevolently  employed 
your  valuable  efforts  to  assist  such  members  of 
our  faith  as  have  sought  the  bodies  of  lost 
iriends  to  give  them  liurial  in  our  consecrated 


grounds,    with  the  observances   and  rites  pre- 
scribed by  the  ordinances  of  our  religion. 

The  wardens  desire  me  to  take  the  earliest 
available  opportunity  to  offer  to  you,  on  behalf 
of  our  community,  the  expression  of  their 
warm  acknowledgments  and  grateful  thanks, 
and  their  sincere  wishes  for  your  continued 
welfare  and  prosperity. 

A  Jewish  gentleman  writes  : 

Reverend  and  dear  Sir, — I  take  the  oppor- 
tunity of  thawking  you  right  earnestly  for  the 
promptness  you  displayed  in  answering  my  note 
with  full  particulars  concerning  my  much- 
lamented  brother,  and  I  also  herein  beg  to  ex- 
press my  sincere  regard  for  the  willingness  you 
displayed,  and  for  the  fiicility  you  afforded,  for 
getting  the  remains  of  my  poor  brother  e.xhumed. 
It  has  been  to  us  a  most  sorrowful  and  painful 
event,  but,  when  we  meet  with  such  friends  as 
yourself,  it  in  a  measure,  somehow  or  other, 
abates  that  mental  anguish,  and  makes  the 
suffering  so  much  easier  to  be  borne.  Con- 
sidering the  circumstances  connected  with  my 
poor  brother's  fate,  it  does,  indeed,  appear  a 
hard  one.  He  had  been  away,  in  all,  seven 
years;  he  returned  four  years  ago  to  see  his 
family.  He  was  then  engaged  to  a  very  amiable 
young  lady.  He  had  been  very  successful 
abroad,  and  was  now  returning  to  fulfil  his 
Sjicred  vow;  he  brought  all  his  property  with 
him  in  gold  uninsured.  We  hearc\  from  him 
when  the  ship  stopped  at  Queenstown,  when  he 
was  in  the  highest  of  hope,  and  in  a  few  short 
hours  afterwards  all  was  washed  away. 

Mournful  in  the  deepest  degree,  but  too 
sacred  for  quotation  here,  were  the  numerous 
references  to  those  miniatures  of  women  worn 
round  the  necks  of  rough  men  (and  found  there 
after  death),  those  locks  of  hair,  those  scraps  of 
letters,  those  many  many  slight  memorials  of 
hidden  tenderness.  One  man  cast  up  by  the 
sea  bore  about  him,  printed  on  a  perforated 
lace  card,  the  following  singular  (and  unavailing) 
charm. 

A   BLESSING. 

i\Iay  the  blessing  of  God  await  thee.  May 
the  sun  of  glory  shine  around  thy  bed ;  and 
may  the  gates  of  jjlenty,  honour,  and  happiness 
be  ever  open  to  thee.  May  no  sorrow  distress 
thy  days ;  may  no  grief  disturb  thy  nights.  May 
the  pillow  of  peace  kiss  thy  cheek,  and  the 
pleasures  of  imagination  attend  thy  dreams ; 
and  when  length  of  years  makes  thee  tired  of 
earthly  joys,  and  the  curtain  of  death  gently 
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closes  around  thy  last  sleep  of  human  existence, 
may  the  Angel  of  God  attend  thy  bed,  and  take 
care  that  the  expiring  lamp  of  life  shall  not  re- 
ceive one  rude  blast  to  hasten  on  its  extinction. 

A  sailor  had  these  devices  on  his  right  arm. 
"  Our  Saviour  on  the  Cross,  the  forehead  of  the 
Crucifix  and  the  vesture  stained  red  ;  on  the 
lower  part  of  the  arm,  a  man  and  woman  ;  on 
one  side  of  the  Cross,  the  appearance  of  a  half 
moon,  with  a  face  ;  on  the  other  side,  the  sun  ; 
on  the  top  of  the  Cross,  the  letters  I.H.S. ;  on 
the  left  arm,  a  man  and  woman  dancing,  with 
an  effort  to  delineate  the  female's  dress,  under 
which,  initials."  Another  seaman  "  had,  on  the 
lower  part  of  the  right  arm,  the  device  of  a 
sailor  and  a  female  ;  the  man  holding  the  Union 
Jack  with  a  streamer,  the  folds  of  which  waved 
over  her  head,  and  the  end  of  it  was  held  in  her 
hand.  On  the  upper  part  of  the  arm,  a  device 
of  Our  Lord  on  the  Cross,  with  stars  surround- 
ing the  head  of  the  Cross,  and  one  large  star  on 
the  side  in  Indian  ink.  On  the  left  arm,  a  flag, 
a  true  lover's  knot,  a  face,  and  initials."  This 
tattooing  was  found  still  plain,  below  the  dis- 
coloured outer  surface  of  a  mutilated  arm,  when 
such  surface  was  carefully  scraped  away  with  a 
knife.  It  is  not  improbable  that  the  pferpetua- 
tion  of  this  marking  custom  among  seamen  ma}^ 
be  referred  back  to  their  desire  to  be  identified, 
if  drov/ned  and  flung  ashore. 

It  was  some  time  before  I  could  sever  m3^5elf 
from  the  many  interesting  papers  on  the  table, 
and  then  I  broke  bread  and  drank  wine  with 
the  kind  family  before  I  left  them.  As  I  brought 
the  Coast-guard  down,  so  I  took  the  Postman 
back  with  his  leathern  wallet,  walking-stick, 
bugle,  and  terrier  dog.  Many  a  heart-broken 
letter  had  he  brought  to  the  Rectory  House 
within  two  months ;  many  a  benignantly  pains- 
taking answer  had  he  carried  back. 

As  I  rode  along,  I  thought  of  the  many  people, 
inhabitants  of  this  mother  country,  who  would 
make  pilgrimages  to  the  little  churchyard  in  the 
years  to  come ;  I  thought  of  the  many  people  in 
Australia  who  would  have  an  interest  in  such  a 
shipwreck,  and  would  find  their  way  here  when 
they  visit  the  Old  World  ;  I  thought  of  the 
writers  of  all  the  wreck  of  letters  I  had  left  upon 
the  table;  and  I  resolved  to  place  this  little 
record  where  it  stands.  Convocations,  Confer- 
ences, Diocesan  Epistles,  and  the  like,  will  do  a 
great  deal  for  Rel'gion,  I  dare  say,  and  Heaven 
send  they  may'!  but  I  doubt  if  they  will  ever  do 
their  Master's  service  half  so  well,  in  all  the  time 
they  last,  as  the  Heavens  have  seen  it  done  in 
this  bleak  spot  upon  the  rugged  coast  of  Wales. 


Had  I  lost  the  friend  of  my  life  in  the  wreck 
of  the  Royal  Charter;  had  I  lost  my  betrothed, 
the  more  than  friend  of  my  life  ;  had  I  lost  my 
maiden  daughter,  had  I  lost  my  hopeful  boy, 
had  I  lost  my  little  child  ;  I  would  kiss  the 
hands  that  worked  so  busily  and  gently  in  the 
church,  and  say,  "  None  better  could  ha\-e 
touched  the  form,  though  it  had  lain  at  home." 
I  could  be  sure  of  it,  I  could  be  thankful  for  it : 
I  could  be  content  to  leave  the  grave  near  the 
house  the  good  family  pass  in  and  out  of  every 
day,  undisturbed,  in  the  little  churchyard  where 
so  many  are  so  strangely  brouglit  together. 

AVithout  the  name  of  the  clergyman  to  whom 
— I  hope,  not  without  carrying  comfort  to  some 
heart  at  some  time — I  have  referred,  my  refer- 
ence would  be  as  nothing.  He  is  the  Reverend 
Stephen  Roose  Hughes,  of  Llanallgo,  near 
Moelfra,  Anglesey.  His  brother  is  the  Reverend 
Hugh  Robert  Hughes,  of  Penrhos,  Alligv/y. 


III. 


WAPPING  WORKHOUSE. 


Y  day's  no-business  beckoning  me  lo 
the    East-end    of   London,    I    had 
turned  my  face  to  that  point  of  tlie 
metropolitan    compass    on    leaving 
Covent  Garden,  and  had  got  past 
the    India  House,   thinking  in  my 
idle  manner  of  Tippoo  Sahib  and  Charles 
Lamb,  and  had  got  past  my  little  Wooden 
Midshipman,  after  affectionately  patting  him  on 
one  leg  of  his  knee-shorts  for  old  acquaintance' 
sake,  and  had  got  past  Aldgate  Pump,  and  had 
got  past  the  Saracen's  Head  (with  an  ignominious 
rash  of  posting-bills  disfiguring  his  swarthy  coun- 
tenance), and  had  strolled  up  the  empty  yard  of 
his  ancient  neighbour  the  Black  or  Blue  Boar,  or 
Bull,  who  departed  this  life  I  don't  know  when, 
and  whose  coaches  are  all  gone  I  don't  kno\^■ 
where ;  and  I  had  come  out  again  into  the  age 
of  railways,  and   I    had  got  past  Whitechai)el 
Church,    and   was — rather    inappropriately   for 
an  Uncommercial  Traveller — in  the  Comniercial 
Road.     Pleasantly  wallowing  in  the  abundant 
mud  of  that  thoroughfare,  and  greatly  enjoying 
the  huge  piles  of  building  belonging  to  the  sugar 
refiners,  the  little  masts  and  vanes  in  small  back- 
gardens  in  back-streets,  the  neighbouring  canals 
and  docks,  the  India  vans  lumbering  along  their 
stone   tramway,    and   the   pawnbrokers'    shops 
where   hard-up    Mates   had   pawned   so    many 
sextants   and    quadrants,    that    I   should   have 
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bought  a  few  cheap  if  I  had  the  least  notion 
how  to  use  them,  I  at  last  began  to  file  off  to 
the  right,  towards  Wapping. 

Not  tliat  I  intended  to  take  boat  at  Wapping 
Old  Stairs,  or  that  I  was  going  to  look  at  the 
locality,  because  I  believe  (for  I  don't)  in  the 
constancy  of  the  young  woman  who  told  her 
seagoing  lover,  to  such  a  beautiful  old  tune, 
that  she  had  ever  continued  the  same  since  she 
gave  him  the  'baccer-bo\  marked  with  his  name; 
1  am  afraid  he  usually  got  the  worst  of  those 
transactions,  and  \yas  frightfully  taken  in.  No, 
I  was  going  to  Wapping,  because  an  Eastern 
police  magistrate  had  said,  through  the  morning 
papers,  that  there  was  no  classification  at  the 
^Vapping  Workhouse  for  women,  and  that  it  was 
a  disgrace  and  a  shame,  and  divers  other  hard 
names,  and  because  I  wished  to  see  how  the  fact 
really  stood.  For,  that  Eastern  police  magis- 
trates are  not  always  the  wisest  men  of  the  East 
may  be  inferred  from  their  course  of  procedure 
respecting  the  fancy-dressing  and  pantomime- 
posturing  at  St.  George's  in  that  quarter :  which 
is  usually  to  discuss  the  matter  at  issue,  in  a 
state  of  mind  betokening  the  weakest  peri)lexity, 
with  all  parties,  concerned  and  unconcerned, 
and,  for  a  final  expedient,  to  consult  the  com- 
plainant as  to  what  he  thinks  ought  to  be  done 
with  the  defendant,  and  take  the  defendant's 
opinion  as  to  what  he  would  recommend  to  be 
done  with  himself. 

Long  before  I  reached  Wapping,  I  gave  my- 
self up  as  having  lost  my  way,  and,  abandoning 
myself  to  the  narrow  streets  in  a  Turkish  frame 
of  mind,  relied  on  predestination  to  bring  me 
somehow  or  other  to  the  place  I  wanted,  if  I 
were  ever  to  get  there.  When  I  had  ceased  for 
an  hour  or  so  to  take  any  trouble  about  the 
matter,  I  found  myself  on  a  swing-bridge,  look- 
ing down  at  some  dark  locks  in  some  dirty 
water.  Over  against  me  stood  a  creature  re- 
motely in  the  likeness  of  a  young  man,  with  a 
puffed  sallow  face,  and  a  figure  all  dirty  and 
shiny  and  slimy,  who  may  have  been  the 
youngest  son  of  his  filthy  old  father,  Thames, 
or  the  drowned  man  about  whom  there  was  a 
placard  on  the  granite  post  like  a  large  thimble, 
that  stood  between  us. 

I  asked  this  apparition  what  it  called  the 
place  ?  Unto  which  it  replied,  with  a  ghastly 
grin  and  a  sound  like  gurgling  water  in  its 
throat : 

"  Mr.  Baker's  trap." 

As  it  is  a  point  of  great  sensitiveness  with  me 
on  such  occasions  to  be  equal  to  the  intellectual 
pressure  of  the  conversation,  I  deeply  considered 
the  meaning  of  this  speech,  while  I  eyed  the 


apparition — then  engaged  in  hugging  and  suck- 
ing a  horizontal  iron  bar  at  the  top  of  the  locks. 
Inspiration  suggested  to  me  that  Mr.  Baker  was 
the  acting  coroner  of  that  neighbourhood. 

"  A  common  place  for  suicide,"  said  I,  look- 
ing down  at  the  locks. 

"  Sue  ? "  returned  the  ghost  with  a  stare. 
"Yes!  And  Poll.  Likewise  Emily.  And 
Nancy.  And  Jane ; "  he  sucked  the  iron 
between  each  name ;  "  and  all  the  bileing. 
Ketches  ofi:"  their  bonnets  or  shorls,  takes  a  run, 
and  headers  down  here,  they  doos.  Always  a 
headerin'  down  here,  they  is.    Like  one  o'clock." 

"  And  at  about  that  hour  of  the  morning,  I 
suppose  ?  " 

"Ah!"  said  the  apparition.  ''They  ain't 
partickler.  Two  'ull  do  for  tliem.  Three.  All 
times  o'  night.  On'y  mind  you  !  "  Here  the 
apparition  rested  his  profile  on  the  bar,  and 
gurgled  in  a  sarcastic  manner.  "  There  must 
be  somebody  comin'.  They  don't  go  a  headerin' 
down  here  wen  there  ain't  no  Bobby  nor  General 
Cove  fur  to  hear  the  splash." 

According  to  my  interpretation  of  these  words, 
I  was  myself  a  General  Cove,  or  member  of  the 
miscellaneous  public.  In  which  modest  charac- 
ter I  remarked  : 

"  They  are  often  taken  out,  are  they,  and 
restored  ?  " 

"  I  dunno  about  restored,"  said  the  appari- 
tion, who,  for  some  occult  reason,  very  mucli 
objected  to  that  word ;  "  they're  carried  into  the 
werkiss,  and  put  into  a  'ot  bath,  and  brought 
round.  But  I  dunno  about  restored,''  said  the 
apparition  ;  "  blow  that  I  " — and  vanished. 

As  it  had  shown  a  desire  to  become  offen- 
sive, I  was  not  sorry  to  find  myself  alone,  espe- 
cially as  the  "  werkiss  "  it  had  indicated  with  a 
twist  of  its  matted  head  was  close  at  hand.  So 
I  left  Mr.  Baker's  terrible  trap  (baited  wMth  a 
scum  that  was  like  the  soapy  rinsing  of  sooty 
chimneys),  and  made  bold  to  ring  at  the  work- 
house gate,  where  I  was  wholly  unexpected  and 
quite  unknown. 

A  very  bright  and  nimble  little  matron,  witli  a 
bunch  of  keys  in  her  hand,  responded  to  my 
request  to  see  the  House.  I  began  to  doubt 
whether  the  police  magistrate  was  ([uite  right  in 
his  facts,  when  I  noticed  her  quick  active  little 
figure  and  her  intelligent  eyes. 

The  traveller  (the  matron  intimated)  should 
see  the  worst  first.  He  was  welcome  to  see 
everything.     Such  as  it  was,  there  it  all  was. 

This  was  the  only  preparation  for  our  entering 
"the  Foul  wards."  They  were  in  an  old  build- 
ing squeezed  away  in  a  corner  of  a  paved  yard, 
quite  detached  from  the  more  modern  and  spa- 
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cious  main  body  of  the  workhouse.  They  were 
in  a  building  most  monstrously  behind  the  time 
— a  mere  series  of  garrets  or  lofts,  with  every 
inconvenient  and  objectionable  circumstance  in 
their  construction,  and  only  accessible  by  steep 
and  narrow  staircases,  infamously  ill  adapted  for 
the  passage  up-stairs  of  the  sick,  or  down-stairs 
of  the  dead. 

Abed  in  these  miserable  rooms,  here  on  bed- 
steads, there  (for  a  change,  as  I  understood  it) 
on  the  floor,  were  women  in  every  stage  of  dis- 
tress and  disease.  None  but  those  who  have 
attentively  observed  such  scenes  can  conceive 
the  extraordinary  variety  of  expression  still  latent 
under  the  general  monotony  and  uniformity  of 
colour,  attitude,  and  condition.  The  form  a  little 
coiled  up  and  turned  away,  as  though  it  had 
turned  its  back  on  this  world  for  ever ;  the  unin- 
terested face,  at  once  lead-coloured  and  yellow, 
looking  passively  upward  from  the  pillow  ;  the 
haggard  mouth  a  little  dropped,  the  hand  out- 
side the  coverlet,  so  dull  and  indiflerent,  so  light, 
and  yet  so  heavy ;  these  were  on  every  pallet : 
but  when  I  stopped  beside  a  bed,  and  said  ever 
so  slight  a  word  to  the  figure  lying  there,  the 
ghost  of  the  old  character  came  into  the  face, 
and  made  the  Foul  ward  as  various  as  the  fair 
world.  No  one  appeared  to  care  to  live,  but  no 
one  complained ;  all  who  could  speak  said  that 
as  much  was  done  for  them  as  could  be  done 
there,  that  the  attendance  was  kind  and  patient, 
that  their  suffering  was  very  heavy,  but  they  had 
nothing  to  ask  for.  The  wretched  rooms  were 
as  clean  and  sweet  as  it  is  possible  for  such 
rooms  to  be ;  they  would  become  a  pest-house 
in  a  single  week,  if  they  were  ill  kept.    , 

I  accompanied  the  brisk  matron  up  another 
barbarous  staircase,  into  a  better  kind  of  loft, 
devoted  to  the  idiotic  and  imbecile.  There  was 
at  least  Light  in  it,  whereas  the  windows  in  the 
former  wards  had  been  like  sides  of  school-boys' 
bird-cages.  There  was  a  strong  grating  over  the 
fire  here,  and  holding  a  kind  of  state  on  either 
side  of  the  hearth,  separated  by  the  breadth  of 
this  grating,  were  two  old  ladies  in  a  condition 
of  feeble  dignity,  which  was  surely  the  very  last 
and  lowest  reduction  of  self-complacency  to  be 
found  in  this  wonderful  humanity  of  ours.  They 
v/ere  evidently  jealous  of  each  other,  and  passed 
iheir  v/hole  time  (as  some  people  do  whose  fires 
are  not  grated)  in  mentally  disparaging  each 
other,  and  contemptuously  watching  their  neigh- 
bours. One  of  these  parodies  on  provincial 
gentlewomen  was  extremely  talkative,  and  ex- 
pressed a  strong  desire  to  attend  the  service  on 
Sundays,  from  which  she  represented  herself  to 
have  derived  the  greatest  interest  and  consola- 


tion when  allowed  that  privilege.  She  gossiped 
so  well,  and  looked  altogether  so  cheery  and 
harmless,  that  I  began  to  think  this  a  case  for 
the  Eastern  magistrate,  until  I  found  that,  on 
the  last  occasion  of  her  attending  chapel,  she 
had  secreted  a  small  stick,  and  had  caused  some 
confusion  in  the  responses  by  suddenly  pro- 
ducing it  and  belabouring  the  congregation. 

So,  these  two  old  ladies,  separated  by  the 
breadth  of  the  grating — otherwise  they  would 
fly  at  one  another's  caps — sat  all  day  long, 
suspecting  one  another,  and  contemplating  a 
world  of  fits.  For  everybody  else  in  the  room 
had  fits,  except  the  wards-woman  ;  an  elderl}^, 
able-bodied  pauperess,  with  a  large  upper  lip, 
and  an  air  of  repressing  and  saving  her  strength, 
as  she  stood  with  her  hands  folded  before  her, 
and  her  eyes  slowly  rolling,  biding  her  time  for 
catching  or  holding  somebody.  This  civil  per- 
sonage (in  whom  I  regretted  to  identify  a  reduccl 
member  of  my  honourable  friend  Mrs.  Gamp's 
family)  said,  "  They  has  'em  continiwal,  sii-. 
They  drops  Avithout  no  more  notice  than  if  thi'v 
was  coach  horses  dropped  from  the  moon,  sir. 
And,  when  one  drops,  another  drops,  and  some- 
times there'll  be  as  many  as  four  or  five  on  'em  at 
once,  dear  me,  a  rolling  and  a  tearin',  1  less  you  ! 
This  young  woman,  now,  has  'em  dreadful 
bad." 

She  turned  up  this  young  woman's  face  with 
her  hand  as  she  said  it.  This  young  woman 
was  seated  on  the  floor,  pondering  in  the  fore- 
ground of  the  afflicted.  There  was  nothing 
repellent  either  in  her  face  or  head.  Many, 
apparently  worse,  varieties  of  epilepsy  and 
hysteria  were  about  her,  but  she  was  said  to  be 
the  worst  here.  When  I  had  spoken  to  her  a 
little,  she  still  sat  with  her  face  turned  up,  pon- 
dering, and  a  gleam  of  the  mid-day  sun  shone 
in  upon  her. 

— Whether  this  young  woman,  and  the  rest  of 
these  so  sorely  troubled,  as  they  sit  or  lie  pon- 
dering in  their  confused  dull  way,  ever  get  mental 
glimpses,  among  the  motes  in  the  sun-light,  of 
healthy  people  and  healthy  things?  Whether 
this  young  woman,  brooding  like  this  in  the 
summer  season,  ever  thinks  that  somewhere 
there  are  trees  and  flowers,  even  mountains  and 
the  great  sea?  Whether,  not  to  go  so  far,  this 
young  woman  ever  has  any  dim  revelation  of 
that  young  woman — that  young  woman  who  is 
not  here,  and  never  will  come  here ;  who  is 
courted  and  caressed,  and  loved,  and  has  a 
husband,  and  bea;rs  children,  and_  lives  in  a 
home,  and  who  never  knows  what  it  is  to  have 
this  lashing  and  tearing  coming  upon  her  ?  And 
whether  this  young  woman,  God  help  her,  gives 
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Iierself  uj)  then,  and  droits  like  a  coach  horse 
from  the  moon? 

I  hardly  knew  wliether  the  voices  of  infant 
children,  penetrating  into  so  hopeless  a  place, 
made  a  sound  that  was  pleasant  or  painful  to 
me.  It  was  something  ta  be  reminded  that  the 
weary  world  was  not  all  aweary,  and  was  ever 
renewing  itself;  but,  this  young  woman  was  a 
child  not  long  ago,  and  a  child  not  long  hence 
might  be  such  as  she.  Howbeit,  the  active  step 
and  eye  of  the  vigilant  matron  conducted  me 
past  the  two  provincial  gentlewomen  (whose 
dignity  was  ruffled  by  the  children),  and  into 
the  adjacent  nursery. 

There  were  many  babies  here,  and  more  than 
one  hafldsome  young  mother.  There  were  ugly 
young  mothers  also,  and  sullen  young  mothers, 
and  callous  young  mothers.  Uut,  the  babies 
had  not  appropriated  to  themselves  any  bad  ex- 
pression yet,  and  might  have  been,  for  anything 
that  appeared  to  the  contrary,  in  their  soft  faces. 
Princes  Imperial  and  Princesses  Royal.  I  had 
tlie  pleasure  of  giving  a  poetical  commission  to 
the  baker's  man  to  make  a  cake  with  all  dispatch, 
and  toss  it  into  the  oven  for  one  red-headed 
young  pauper  and  myself,  and  felt  much  the 
better  for  it.  Without  that  refreshment  I  doubt 
if  I  should  have  been  in  a  condition  for  "  the 
Refractories,"  towards  whom  my  quick  little 
matron — for  whose  adaptation  to  her  office  I 
had  by  this  time  conceived  a  genuine  respect — 
drew  me  next,  and  marshalled  me  the  way  that 
I  was  going. 

The  Refractories  were  picking  Oakum,  in  a 
small  room  giving  on  a  yard.  They  sat  in  line 
on  a  form^  with  their  backs  to  a  ^v^ndow ;  before 
them,  a  table,  and  their  work.  The  oldest 
Refractory  was,  say,  twenty;  youngest  Refrac- 
tory, say,  sixteen.  I  have  never  yet  ascertained, 
in  the  course  of  my  uncommercial  travels,  why  a 
Refractory  habit  should  affect  the  tonsils  and 
uvula ;  but  I  have  always  observed  that  Refrac- 
tories of  both  sexes  and  every  grade,  between  a 
Ragged  School  and  the  Old  J^ailcy,  have  one 
voice,  in  which  the  tonsils  and  uvula  gain  a 
diseased  ascendancy. 

"  Five  pound,  indeed  !  I  hain't  a-going  fur  to 
pick  five  pound,"  said  the  Chief  of  the  Refrac- 
tories, keeping  time  to  herself  with  her  head  and 
chin.  "  More  than  enough  to  pick  what  we 
picks  now,  in  sich  a  place  as  this,  and  on  wot  we 
gets  here  ! " 

(This  was  in  acknowledgment  of  a  delicate 
intimation  that  the  amount  of  work  was  likely 
to  be  increased.  It  certainly  was  not  heavy 
then,  for  one  Refractory  had  already  done  her 
day's  task — it  was  barely  two  o'clock — and  was 


sitting  behind  it,  with  a  head  exactly  matching 

"A  pretty  'Ouse  this  is,  matron,  ain't  it?" 
said  Refractory  Two,  "where  a  pleeseman's 
called  in  if  a  gal  says  a  word  ! " 

'•'  And  wen  you're  sent  to  prison  for  nothink 
or  less!"  said  the  Chief,  tugging  at  her  oakum 
as  if  it  were  the  matron's  hair.  "  But  any  place 
is  better  than  this;  that's  one  thing,  and  be 
thankful!" 

A  laugh  of  Refractories,  led  by  Oakum  Head 
with  folded  arms — who  originated  nothing,  but 
who  was  in  command  of  the  skirmishers  outside 
the  conversation. 

"  If  any  place  is  better  than  this,"  said  my 
brisk  guide  in  the  calmest  manner,  "  it  is  a  pity 
you  left  a  good  place  when  you  had  one." 

"  Ho  no,  I  didn't,  matron ! "  returned  the 
Chief  with  another  pull  at  her  oakum,  and  a 
very  expressive  look  at  the  enemy's  forehead. 
"  Don't  say  that,  matron,  cos  it's  lies  !  " 

Oakum  Head  brought  up  the  skirmishers 
again,  skirmished,  and  retired. 

"  And  /  warn't  a-going,"  exclaimed  Refractory 
Two,  "  though  I  was  in  one  place  for  as  long  as 
four  year — /warn't  a-going  fur  to  stop  in  a  place 
that  warn't  fit  for  me — there  !  And  where  the 
family  weren't  'spectable  characters — there ! 
And  where  I,  fort'nately  or  hunfort'nately,  found 
that  the  people  weren't  what  tliey  pretended  to 
make  theirselves  out  to  be — there  !  And  where 
it  wasn't  their  faults,  by  chalks,  if  I  warn"t  made 
bad  and  ruinated.     Hah  !  " 

During  this  speech  Oakum  Head  had  again 
made  a  diversion  with  the  skirmishers,  and  had 
again  withdrawn. 

The  Uncommercial  Traveller  ventured  to 
remark  that  he  supposed  Chief  Refractory  and 
Number  Two  to  be  the  two  young  women  who 
had  been  taken  before  the  magistrate  ? 

"  Yes  !  "  said  the  Chief,  "  we  har !  and  the 
wonder  is,  that  a  pleeseman  ain't  'ad  in  now, 
and  we  took  oft"  agen.  You  can't  open  your  lips 
here  without  a  pleeseman."' 

Number  Two  laughed  (very  uvularly),  and  the 
skirmishers  followed  suit. 

"  I'm  sure  I'd  be  thankful,"'  protested  the 
Chief,  looking  sideways  at  the  Uncommercial, 
"  if  I  could  be  got  into  a  place,  or  got  abroad. 
I'm  sick  and  tired  of  this  precious  'Ouse,  I  am, 
with  reason." 

So  would  be,  and  so  was.  Number  Two.  So 
would  be,  and  so  was.  Oakum  Head.  So  would 
be,  and  so  were.  Skirmishers. 

The  Uncommercial  took  the  liberty  of  hinting 
that  he  hardly  thought  it  probable  that  any  lady 
or  gentleman,  in  want  of  a  likely  young  domestic 
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of  retiring  manners,  would  be  tempted  into  the 
enf,M<^ement  of  either  of  the  two  leading  Refrac- 
tories, on  her  own  presentation  of  herself  as  per 
sample. 

"  It  ain't  no  good  being  nothink  else  here," 
said  the  Chief. 


The  Uncommercial  thought  it  might  be  worth 
trying. 

"  Oh  no,  it  ain't ! "  said  the  Chief. 

"  Not  a  bit  of  good,"  said  Number  Two. 

"And  I'm  sure  I'd  be  very  thankful  to  be  got 
into  a  place,  or  got  abroad,"  said  the  Chief. 


STOOD  A  CREATURE  REMOTELY  IN  THE  LIKENESS  OF  A  YOUNG  MAN,  WITH  A  PUFFED  SALLOW  FACE,  AND 
A  FIGURE  ALL  DIRTY  AND  SHINY  AND  SLIMY,  WHO  MAY  HAVE  BEEN  THE  YOUNGEST  SON  OF  HIS 
FILTHY  OLD  FATHER,   THAMES." 


"  And  SO  should  I,"  said  Number  Two. 
"  Truly  thankful,  I  should." 

Oakum  Head  then  rose,  and  announced  as  an 
entirely  new  idea,  the  mention  of  which  pro- 


found novelty  might  be  naturally  expected  to 
startle  her  miprepared  hearers,  that  she  would 
be  very  thankful  to  be  got  into  a  place,  or 
got   abroad.     And,   as   if  slie   had   then   said, 
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"  Chorus,  ladies  !  "  all  the  skirmishers  struck  up 
to  the  same  purpose.  We  left  them,  thereupon, 
and  began  a  long  walk  among  the  women  who 
were  simply  old  and  infirm  ;  but  whenever,  in 
the  course  of  this  same  walk,  I  looked  out  of 
any  high  window  that  commanded  the  yard,  I 
saw  Oakum  Head  with  all  the  other  Refractories, 
looking  out  at  their  low  w-indow  for  me,  and 
never  failing  to  catch  me,  the  moment  I  showed 
my  head. 

In  ten  minutes  I  had  ceased  to  believe  in 
such  fables  of  a  golden  time  as  youth,  the  prime 
of  life,  or  a  hale  old  age.  In  ten  minutes  all  the 
lights  of  womankind  seemed  to  have  been  blown 
out,  and  nothing  in  that  way  to  be  left  this 
vault  to  brag  of,  but  the  flickering  and  expiring 
snuffs. 

And  what  was  very  curious  was,  that  these 
dim  old  women  had  one  company  notion  which 
was  the  fashion  of  the  place.  Every  old  woman 
who  became  aware  of  a  visitor,  and  was  not  in 
bed,  hobbled  over  a  form  into  her  accustomed 
seat,  and  became  one  of  a  line  of  dim  old  women 
confronting  another  line  of  dim  old  women 
across  a  narrow  table.  There  was  no  obligation 
whatever  upon  them  to  range  themselves  in  this 
way  ;  it  was  their  manner  of  "receiving."  As  a 
rule^  they  made  no  attempt  to  talk  to  one 
anbther,  or  to  look  at  the  visitor,  or  to  look  at 
anything,  but  sat  silently  working  their  mouths, 
like  a  sort  of  poor  old  Cows.  In  some  of  these 
wards  it  was  good  to  see  a  few  green  plants ;  in 
others,  an  isolated  Refractory  acting  as  nurse, 
who  did  well  enough  in  that  capacity  when 
separated  from  her  compeers.  Every  one  of 
these  wards,  day-room,  night-room,  or  both 
combined,  w-as  scrupulously  clean  and  fresh.  I 
have  seen  as  many  such  places  as  most  travellers 
in  my  line,  and  I  never  saw  one  such  better 
kept. 

Among  the  bedridden  there  was  great  patience, 
great  reliance  on  the  books  under  the  pillow, 
great  faith  in  Cod.  All  cared  for  sympathy,  but 
none  much  cared  to  be  encouraged  with  hope 
of  recovery ;  on  the  whole,  I  should  say,  it  was 
considered  rather  a  distinction  to  have  a  com- 
plication of  disorders,  and  to  be  in  a  worse  way 
than  the  rest.  From  some  of  the  windows  the 
river  could  be  seen,  with  all  its  life  and  move- 
ment :  the  day  was  bright,  but  I  came  upon  no 
one  who  was  looking  out. 

In  one  large  ward,  sitting  by  the  fire  in  arm- 
chairs of  distinction,  like  the  President  anil  Vice 
of  the  good  company,  were  two  old  women, 
upwards  of  ninety  years  of  age.  The  younger 
of  the  two,  just  turned  ninety,  was  deaf,  but  not 
very,  and  could  easily  be  made  to  hear.     In  her 


early  time  she  had  nursed  a  child,  who  was  now 
another  old  woman,  more  infirm  than  herself, 
inhabiting  the  very  same  chamber.  She  perfectly 
understood  this  when  the  matron  told  it,  and  with 
sundry  nods  and  motions  of  her  forefinger,  pointed 
out  the  woman  in  question.  The  elder  of  this 
pair,  ninety- three,  seated  before  an  illustrated 
newspaper  (but  not  reading  it),  was  a  bright- 
eyed  old  soul,  really  not  deaf,  wonderfully  pre- 
served, and  amazingly  conversational.  She  had 
not  long  lost  her  husband,  and  had  been  in  that 
])lace  little  more  than  a  year.  At  Boston,  in  the 
State  of  Massachusetts,  this  poor  creature  would 
have  been  individually  addressed,  v.-ould  have 
been  tended  in  her  own  room,  and  would  have 
had  her  life  gently  assimilaJted  to  a  comfortable 
life  out  of  doors.  Would  that  be  much  to  do  in 
England  for  a  woman  who  has  kept  herself  out 
of  a  workhouse  more  than  ninety  rough  long 
years  ?  When  Britain  first,  at  Heaven's  com- 
mand, arose,  with  a  great  deal  of  allegorical 
confusion,  from  out  the  azure  main,  did  her 
guardian  angels  positively  forbid  it  in  the  Charter 
wliich  has  been  so  much  besung? 

The  object  of  my  journey  was  accomplished 
when  the  nimble  matron  had  no  more  to  show 
me.  As  I  shook  hands  with  her  at  the  gate,  I 
told  her  that  I  thought  Justice  had  not  used  her 
very  well,  and  that  the  wise  men  of  the  East 
were  not  infallible. 

Now,  I  reasoned  with  myself,  as  I  made  my 
journey  home  again,  concerning  those  Foul 
wards.  They  ought  not  to  exist ;  no  person  of 
common  decency  and  humanity  can  see  them, 
and  doubt  it.  But  what  is  this  Union  to  do  ? 
The  necessary  alteration  would  cost  several 
thousands  of  pounds  ;  it  has  already  to  support 
three  workhouses ;  its  inhabitants  work  hard  for 
their  bare  lives,  and  are  already  rated  for  the 
relief  of  the  Poor  to  the  utmost  extent  of 
reasonable  endurance.  One  poor  parish  in  this 
very  Union  is  rated  to  the  amount  of  Five  .-xxd 
Sixpence  in  the  pound,  at  the  very  same  time 
when  the  rich  parish  of  St.  George's,  Hanover 
Square,  is  rated  at  about  Seven  pence  in  the 
pound,  Paddington  at  about  Foukpence,  St» 
James's,  Westminster,  at  about  Tenpence  !  It  is 
only  through  the  equalisation  of  Poor  Rates  that 
what  is  left  undone  in  this  wise  can  be  done. 
Much  more  is  lel"t  undone,  or  is  ill  done,  than  I 
have  space  to  suggest  in  these  notes  of  a  single 
uncommercial  journey  ;  but,  the  wise  men  of  the 
East,  before  they  can  reasonably  hold  forth 
about  it,  must  look  to  the  North  and  South  and 
West ;  let  them  also,  any  morning  before  taking 
the  seat  of  Solomon,  look  into  the  shops  and 
dwellings  all  around  the  Temple,  and  first  ask 


14 


THE  UNCOMMERCIAL  TRAVELLER. 


themselves,  "  How  much  more  can  tliese  poor 
]ieople — many  of  whom  keep  themselves  with 
difficulty  enough  out  of  the  workhouse — bear  ?  " 

I  had  yet  other  matter  for  reflection  as  I 
journeyed  home,  inasmuch  as,  before  I  altogether 
tleparted  from  the  neighbourhood  of  l\Ir.  Baker's 
trap,  I  had  knocked  at  the  gate  of  the  work- 
house of  St.  George's-in-the-East,  and  liad  found 
it  to  be  an  establishment  highly  creditable  to 
those  parts,  and  thoroughly  well  administered 
by  a  most  intelligent  master.  I  remarked  in  it 
an  instance  of  the  collateral  liarm  that  obstinate 
vanity  and  folly  can  do.  "  This  was  the  Hall 
^^•here  tiiose  old  paupers,  male  and  female, 
whom  I  had  just  seen,  met  for  the  Church 
service,  w^as  it?" — "Yes." — "  Did  they  sing  the 
Psalms  to  any  instrument?" — "  They  would  like 
to  very  much  ;  they  would  have  an  extraordinary 
interest  in  doing  so." — "  And  could  none  be 
got?" — "Well,  a  piano  could  even  have  been 
got  for  nothing,  but  these  unfortunate  dissen* 
sions "  Ah  !  better,  far  better,  my  Chris- 
tian friend  in  the  beautiful  garment,  to  have 
left  the  singing  boys  alone,  and  left  the  mul- 
titude to  sing  for  themselves !  You  should 
know  better  than  I,  but  I  think  I  have  read  that 
they  did  so,  once  upon  a  time,  and  that  "  when 
they  had  sung  an  h3ann,"  Some  one  (not  in  a 
beautiful  garment)  went  up  unto  the  Mount  of 
Olives. 

It  made  my  heart  ache  to  think  of  this  mise- 
rable trilling,  in  the  streets  of  a  city  where  every 
stone  seemed  to  call  to  me,  as  I  walked  along, 
"  Turn  this  way,  man,  and  see  what  waits  to  be 
done  ! "  So  I  decoyed  myself  into  another 
train  of  thought  to  ease  my  heart.  But,  I  don't 
know  that  I  did  it,  for  I  was  so  full  of  paupers, 
that  it  was,  after  all,  only  a  change  to  a  single 
l)auper,  who  took  possession  of  my  remembrance 
instead  of  a  thousand. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  he  had  said,  in  a 
confidential  manner,  on  another  occasion,  taking 
me  aside;  "but  I  have  seen  better  days." 

"  I  am  very  sorry  to  hear  it." 

"  Sir,  I  have  a  complaint  to  make  against  the 
master." 

"  I  have  no  power  here,  I  assure  you.  And 
if  I  had " 

"  But  allow  me,  sir,  to  mention  it,  as  between 
yourself  and  a  man  who  has  seen  better  days, 
sir.  The  master  and  myself  are  both  masons, 
sir,  and  I  make  him  the  sign  continually;  but, 
because  I  am  in  this  unfortunate  position,  sir,  he 
won't  give  me  the  countersiorn  ! " 


IV. 


TWO  VIEWS  OF  A  CHEAP  THEATRE. 

j^^^TW'  S  I  shut  the  door  of  my  lodging  be- 
i^^^yjl  hind  me,  and  came  out  into  the 
f^^l  streets  at  six  on  a  drizzling  Saturday 
,  _^  iS:^Jfc  evening  in  the  last  past  month  of 
(^pM\^  January,  all  that  neighbourhood  of 
^^^Mf  Covent  Garden  looked  very  desolate. 
<^^^*^  It  is  so  essentially  a  neighbourhood 
^■§y  which  has  seen  better  days,  that  bad 
weather  affects  it  sooner  than  another  place 
which  has  not  come  dov/n  in  the  world.  In  its 
present  reduced  condition  it  bears  a  thaw  almost 
worse  than  any  place  I  know.  It  gets  so  dread- 
fully low-spirited  when  damp  breaks  forth. 
Those  wonderful  houses  about  Drury-Lane 
Theatre,  which  in  the  palmy  days  of  theatres 
were  prosperous  and  long-settled  places  of  busi- 
ness, and  which  now  change  hands  every  week, 
but  never  change  their  character  of  being  divided 
and  subdivided  on  the  ground-floor  into  mouldy 
dens  of  shops,  where  an  orange  and  half-a-dozen 
nuts,  or  a  pomatum  pot,  one  cake  of  fancy  soap, 
and  a  cigar  box  are  offered  for  sale,  and  never 
sold,  were  most  ruefully  contemplated  that  even- 
ing by  the  statue  of  Shakspeare,  with  the  rain- 
drops coursing  one  another  down  its  innocent 
nose.  Those  inscrutable  pigeon-hole  offices, 
with  nothing  in  them  (not  so  much  as  an  ink- 
stand) but  a  model  of  a  theatre  before  the 
curtain,  where,  in  the  Italian  Opera  season, 
tickets  at  reduced  prices  are  kept  on  sale  by 
nojnadic  gentlemen  in  smeary  hats  too  tall  for 
them,  whom  one  occasionally  seems  to  have 
seen  on  race-courses,  not  wholly  unconnected 
with  strips  of  cloth  of  various  colours  and  a 
rolling  ball  —  those  Bedouin  establishments, 
deserted  by  the  tribe,  and  tenantless,  except 
when  sheltering  in  one  corner  an  irregular  row 
of  ginger-beer  bottles,  which  would  have  made 
one  shudder  on  such  a  night,  but  for  its  being 
plain  that  they  had  nothing  in  them,  shrunk  from 
the  shrill  cries  of  the  news-boys  at  their  Ex- 
change in  the  kennel  of  Catherine  Street,  like 
guilty  things  upon  a  fearful  summons.  At  the 
pipe-shop,  in  Great  Russell  Street,  the  Death's- 
head  pipes  were  like  theatrical  memento  mori, 
admonishing  beholders  of  the  decline  of  the 
playhouse  as  an  Institution.  I  walked  up  Bow 
Street,  disposed  to  be  angry  with  the  shops 
there,  that  were  letting  out  theatrical  secrets  by 
exhibiting  to  work-a-day  humanity  the  stuff  of 
which  diadems  and  robes  of  kings  are  made.  I 
noticed  that  some  shops  which  had  once  been 
in  the  dramatic  line,  and  had  struggled  out  of 
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it,  were  not  getting  on  prosperously — like  some 
actors  I  have  known,  who  took  to  business,  and 
failed  to  make  it  answer.  In  a  word,  those 
streets  looked  so  dull,  and,  considered  as  thea- 
trical streets,  so  broken  and  bankrupt,  that  the 
Found  Dead  on  the  black  board  at  the  police- 
station  might  have  announced  the  decease  of  the 
Drama,  and  the  pools  of  water  outside  the  fire- 
engine  maker's  at  the  corner  of  Long  Acre  might 
have  been  occasioned  by  his  having  brought  out 
the  whole  of  his  stock  to  play  upon  its  last 
smouldering  ashes. 

And  yet,  on  such  a  night  in  so  degenerate  a 
time,  the  object  of  my  journey  was  theatrical. 
And  yet  within  half  an  hour  I  was  in  an  immense 
theatre,  capable  of  holding  nearly  five  thousand 
people. 

What  Theatre  ?  Her  Majesty's  ?  Far  better. 
Royal  Italian  Opera  ?  Far  better.  Infinitely 
superior  to  the  latter  for  hearing  in;  infinitely 
superior  to  both  for  seeing  in.  To  every  part 
of  this  Theatre,  spacious  fire-proof  ways  of  in- 
gress and  egress.  For  every  part  of  it,  con- 
venient places  of  refreshment  and  retiring  rooms. 
Everything  to  eat  and  drink  carefully  supervised 
as  to  quality,  and  sold  at  an  appointed  price ; 
respectable  female  attendants  ready  for  the  com- 
monest women  in  the  audience ;  a  general  air 
of  consideration,  decorum,  and  supervision,  most 
commendable;  an  unquestionably  humanising 
intluence  in  all  the  social  arrangements  of  the 
place. 

Surely  a  dear  Theatre,  then  ?  Because  there 
v.-ere  in  London  (not  very  long  ago)  Theatres 
with  entrance  prices  up  to  half-a-guinea  a  head, 
whose  arrangements  were  not  half  so  civilised. 
Surely,  therefore,  a  dear  Theatre?  Not  very 
dear.  A  gallery  at  threepence,  another  gallery 
at  fourpcnce,  a  pit  at  sixpence,  boxes  and  pit- 
stalls  at  a  shilling,  and  a  few  private  boxes  at 
half-a-crown. 

My  uncommercial  curiosity  induced  me  to  go 
into  every  nook  of  this  great  place,  and  among 
every  class  of  the  audience  assembled  in  it — 
amounting  that  evening,  as  I  calculated,  to 
about  two  thousand  and  odd  hundreds.  Mag- 
nificently lighted  by  a  firmament  of  sparkling 
chandeliers,  the  building  was  ventilated  to  per- 
fection. My  sense  of  smell,  without  being  par- 
ticularly delicate,  has  been  so  oft'ended  in  some 
of  the  commoner  places  of  public  resort,  that  I 
have  often  been  obliged  to  leave  them  when  I 
have  made  an  uncommercial  journey  expressly 
to  look  on.  The  air  of  this  Theatre  was  fi-esh, 
cool,  and  wholesome.  To  help  towards  this 
end,  very  sensible  precautions  had  been  used, 
ingeniously  combining  the  experience  of  hos- 


pitals and  railway  stations.  Asphalt  pavements 
substituted  for  wooden  floors,  honest  bare  walls 
of  glazed  brick  and  tile — even  at  the  back  of  the 
boxes — for  plaster  and  paper,  no  benches  stuft'ed, 
and  no  carpeting  or  baize  used  ;  a  cool  material, 
with  a  light  glazed  surface,  being  the  covering  of 
the  seats. 

These  various  contrivances  are  as  well  con- 
sidered in  the  place  in  question  as  if  it  were  a 
Fever  Hospital ;  the  result  is,  that  it  is  sweet 
and  healthful.  It  has  been  constructed,  from 
the  ground  to  the  roof,  with  a  careful  reference 
to  sight  and  sound  in  every  corner;  the  result 
is,  that  its  form  is  beautiful,, and  that  the  appear- 
ance of  the  audience,  as  seen  from  the  proscenium 
— with  every  fiice  in  it  commanding  the  stage, 
and  the  whole  so  admirably  raked  and  turned  to 
that  centre,  that  a  hand  can  scarcely  move  in 
the  great  assemblage  without  the  movement 
being  seen  from  thence — is  highly  remarkable 
in  its  union  of  vastness  and  compactness.  The 
stage  itself,  and  all  its  appurtenances  of  ma- 
chinery, cellarage,  height,  and  breadih,  are  on  a 
scale  more  like  the  Scala  at  Milan,  or  the  San 
Carlo  at  Naples,  or  the  Grand  Opera  at  Paris, 
than  any  notion  a  stranger  would  be  likely  to 
form  of  the  Britannia  Theatre  at  Hoxton,  a  mile 
north  of  St.  Luke's  Hospital  in  the  Old  Street 
Road,  London.  The  Forty  Thieves  might  be 
played  here,  and  every  thief  ride  his  real  horse, 
and  the  disguised  captain  bring  in  his  oiljarson 
a  train  of  real  camels,  and  nobody  be  put  out  of 
the  way.  This  really  extraordinary  place  is  the 
achievement  of  one  man's  enterprise,  and  was 
erected  on  the  ruins  of  an  inconvenient  old 
building  in  less  than  five  months,  at  a  round 
cost  of  five-and-twenty  thousand  pounds.  To 
dismiss  this  part  of  my  subject,  and  still  to 
render  to  the  proprietor  the  credit  that  is  strictly 
his  due,  I  must  add  that  his  sense  of  the  respon- 
sibility upon  him  to  make  the  best  of  his  audience, 
and  to  do  his  best  for  them,  is  a  highly  agreeable 
sign  of  these  times. 

As  the  spectators  at  this  Theatre,  for  a  reason 
I  will  presently  show,  were  the  object  of  my 
journey,  I  entered  on  the  play  of  the  night  as 
one  of  the  two  thousand  and  odd  hundreds,  by 
looking  about  me  at  my  neighbours.  We  were 
a  motley  assemblage  of  people,  and  we  had  a 
good  many  boys  and  young  men  among  us ;  we 
had  also  many  girls  and  young  women.  To 
represent,  however,  that  we  did  not  include  a 
very  great  number  and  a  very  fair  proportion  of 
family  groups,  would  be  to  make  a  gross  mis- 
statement. Such  groups  were  to  be  seen  in  all 
parts  of  the  house ;  in  the  boxes  and  stalls,  par- 
ticularly, they  were  composed  of  persons  of  very 
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decent  appearance,  who  had  many  children  with 
them.  Among  our  dresses  there  were  most 
kinds  of  shabby  and  greasy  wear,  and  much 
fustian  and  corduroy  that  was  neither  sound  nor 
fragrant.  The  caps  of  our  young  men  were 
mostly  of  a  Hmp  character,  and  we  who  wore 
them,  slouched,  high-shouldered,  into  our  places 
with  our  hands  in  our  pockets,  and  occasionally 
twisted  our  cravats  about  our  necks  like  eels, 
and  occasionally  tied  them  down  our  breasts 
like  links  of  sausages,  and  occasionally  had  a 
screw  in  our  hair  over  each  cheek  bone  with  a 
slight  Thief  flavour  in  it.  Besides  prowlers  and 
idlers,  we  were  mechanics,  dock  labourers,  coster- 
mongers,  petty  tradesmen,  small  clerks,  milliners, 
staymakers,  shoe-binders,  slop-workers,  poor  work- 
ers in  a  hundred  highways  and  by-ways.  Many  of 
us — on  the  whole,  the  majority — were  not  at  all 
clean,  and  not  at  all  choice  in  our  Uves  or  con- 
versation. But  we  had  all  come  together  in  a 
place  where  our  convenience  was  well  consulted, 
and  where  we  were  well  looked  after,  to  enjoy 
an  evening's  entertainment  in  common.  We 
were  not  going  to  lose  any  jDart  of  what  we  had 
paid  for  through  anybody's  caprice,  and  as  a 
community  we  had  a  character  to  lose.  So,  we 
were  closely  attentive,  and  kept  excellent  order  ; 
and  let  the  man  or  boy  who  did  otherwise 
instantly  get  out  from  this  place,  or  we  would 
put  him  out  with  the  greatest  expedition. 

We  began  at  half-past  six  v/ith  a  pantomime — 
with  a  pantomime  so  long,  that,  before  it  was 
over,  I  felt  as  if  I  had  been  travelling  for  six 
weeks — going  to  India,  say,  by  the  Overland 
I\Iail.  The  Spirit  of  Liberty  was  the  principal 
personage  in  the  Introduction,  and  the  Four 
Quarters  of  the  World  came  out  of  the  globe, 
glittering,  and  discoursed  with  the  Spirit,  who 
sang  charmingly.  We  were  delighted  to  under- 
stand that  there  was  no  liberty  anywhere  but 
among  ourselves,  and  we  highly  applauded  the 
agreeable  fact.  In  an  allegorical  way,  which  did 
as  well  as  any  other  way,  we  and  the  Spirit  of 
Liberty  got  into  a  kingdom  of  Needles  and  Fins, 
and  found  them  at  war  with  a  potentate  who 
called  in  to  his  aid  their  old  arch  enemy  Rust, 
and  who  would  have  got  the  better  of  them  if  the 
Spirit  of  Liberty  had  not,  in  the  nick  of  time, 
transformed  the  leaders  into  Clown,  Pantaloon, 
Harlequin,  Columbine,  Harlequina,  and  a  whole 
family  of  Sprites,  consisting  of  a  remarkably 
stout  father  and  three  spineless  sons.  We  all 
knew  what  was  coming  when  the  Spirit  of 
Liberty  addressed  the  king  with  a  big  flice, 
and  his  Majesty  backed  to  the  side-scenes,  and 
began  untying  himself  behind,  with  his  big  face 
all  on  one  side.     Our  excitement  at  that  crisis 


was  great,  and  our  delight  unbounded.  After 
this  era  in  our  existence,  we  went  through  all 
the  incidents  of  a  pantomime  ;  it  was  not  by  any 
means  a  savage  pantomime,  in  the  way  of  burn- 
ing or  boiling  people,  or  throwing  them  out  of 
window,  or  cutting  them  up ;  was  often  ver)- 
droll ;  was  always  liberally  got  up,  and  cleverly 
presented,  I  noticed  that  the  people  who  kept 
the  shops,  and  who  represented  the  i)assengers 
in  the  thoroughfares,  and  so  forth,  had  no  con- 
ventionality in  them,  but  were  unusually  like  the 
real  thing — from  which  I  infer  that  you  may  take 
that  audience  in  (if  you  wish  to)  concerning 
Knights  and  Ladies,  Fairies,  Angels,  or  such- 
like, but  they  are  not  to  be  done  as  to  anything 
in  the  streets.  I  noticed,  also,  that  when  two 
young  men,  dressed  in  exact  imitation  of  the 
eel-and-sausage-cravated  portion  of  the  audience, 
were  chased  by  policemen,  and,  finding  them- 
selves in  danger  of  being  caught,  dropped  so 
suddenly  as  to  oblige  the  policeman  to  tumble 
over  them,  there  was  great  rejoicing  among  the 
caps — as  though  it  were  a  delicate  reference  to 
something  they  had  heard  of  before. 

The  Pantomime  was  succeeded  by  a  Melo- 
drama. Throughout  the  evening  I  was  pleased 
to  observe  Virtue  quite  as  triumphant  as  she 
usually  is  out  of  doors,  and,  indeed,  I  thought 
rather  more  so.  We  all  agreed  (for  the  time) 
that  honesty  was  the  best  policy,  and  we  were  as 
hard  as  iron  upon  Vice,  and  we  wouldn't  hear 
of  Villainy  getting  on  in  the  world — no,  not  on 
any  consideration  whatever. 

Between  the  pieces,  we  almost  all  of  us  went 
out  and  refreshed.  Many  of  us  went  the  length 
of  drinking  beer  at  the  bar  of  the  neighbourmg 
public-house,  some  of  us  drank  spirits,  crowds 
of  us  had  sandwiches  and  ginger-beer  at  the 
refreshment  bars  established  for  us  in  the 
Theatre.  The  sandwich — as  substantial  as  was 
consistent  with  portability,  and  as  cheap  as 
possible — we  hailed  as  one  of  our  greatest  insti- 
tutions. It  forced  its  way  among  us  at  all  stages 
of  the  entertainment,  and  we  were  always  de- 
lighted to  see  it ;  its  adaptability  to  the  varying 
moods  of  our  nature  was  surprising  \  we  could 
never  weep  so  comfortably  as  when  our  tears 
fell  on  our  sandwich ;  we  could  never  laugh  so 
heartily  as  when  we  choked  with  sandwich ; 
Virtue  never  looked  so  beautiful,  or  Vice  so  de- 
formed, as  when  we  paused,  sandwich  in  hand, 
to  consider  what  would  come  of  that  resolution 
of  Wickedness  in  boots,  to  sever  Innocence  in 
flowered  chintz  from  Honest  Industry  in  striped 
stockings.  When  the  curtain  fell  for  the  night, 
we  still  fell  back  upon  sandwich,  to  help  us 
through  the  rain  and  mire,  antl  home  to  bed. 


SUNDA  y  NIGHTS  PERFORMANCE. 


This,  as  I  have  mentioned,  was  Saturday- 
night.  Being  Saturday  night,  I  had  accom- 
phshed  but  the  half  of  my  uncommercial  journey; 
for  its  object  was  to  compare  the  play  on  Satur- 
day evening  with  the  preaching  in  the  same 
Theatre  on  Sunday  evening. 

Therefore,  at  the  same  hour  of  half-past  six  on 
the  similarly  damp  and  muddy  Sunday  evening, 
I  returned  to  this  Theatre.  I  drove  up  to  the 
entrance  (fearful  of  being  late,  or  I  should  have 
come  on  foot),  and  found  myself  in  a  large  crowd 


of  people,  who,  I  am  happy  to  state,  were  put 
into  excellent  spirits  by  my  arrival.  Having 
nothing  to  look  at  but  the  mud  and  the  closed 
doors,  they  looked  at  me,  and  highly  enjoyed 
the  comic  spectacle.  My  modesty  inducing  me 
to  draw  off,  some  hundreds  of  yards,  into  a  dark 
corner,  they  at  once  forgot  me,  and  applied 
themselves  to  their  former  occupation  of  looking 
at  the  mud  and  looking  in  at  the  closed  doors  : 
which,  being  of  grated  iron-work,  allowed  the 
lighted  passage  within  to  be  seen.     They  were 
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chiefly  people  of  respectable  appearance,  odd 
and  impulsive  as  most  crowds  are,  and  making 
a  joke  of  being  there  as  most  crowds  do. 

In  the  dark  corner  I  might  have  sat  a  long 
while,  but  that  a  very  obliging  passer-by  informed 
me  that  the  Theatre  was  already  full,  and  that 
the  people  whom  I  saw  in  the  street  were  all 
shut  out  for  want  of  room.  After  that,  I  lost  no 
time  in  worming  myself  into  the  building,  and 
creeping  to  a  place  in  a  proscenium  box  that  had 
been  kept  for  me. 


There  must  have  been  full  four  thousand 
people  present.  Carefully  estimating  the  pit 
alone,  I  could  bring  it  out  as  holding  little  less 
than  fourteen  hundred.  Every  part  of  the  house 
was  well  filled,  and  I  had  not  found  it  easy  lo 
make  my  way  along  the  back  of  the  boxes  to 
where  I  sat.  The  chandeliers  in  the  ceiling 
were  lighted  ;  there  was  no  light  on  the  stage ; 
the  orchestra  was  empty.  The  green  curtain 
was  down,  and,  packed  pretty  closely  on  chairs 
on  the  small  space  of  stage  before  it,  were  some 
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thirty  gentlemen,  and  two  or  three  ladies.  In 
the  centre  of  these,  in  a  desk  or  pulpit  covered 
with  red  baize,  was  the  presiding  minister.  The 
kind  of  rostrum  he  occupied  will  be  very  well 
understood,  if  I  liken  it  to  a  boarded-up  fire- 
place turned  towards  the  audience,  with  a  gentle- 
man in  a  black  surtout  standing  in  the  stove,  and 
leaning  forward  over  the  mantel-piece. 

A  portion  of  Scripture  Avas  being  read  when  I 
went  in.  It  was  followed  by  a  discourse,  to 
which  the  congregation  listened  with  most 
exemplary  attention  and  uninterrupted  silence 
and  decorum.  ]\Iy  own  attention  comprehended 
both  the  auditory  and  the  speaker,  and  shall 
turn  to  both  in  this  recalling  of  the  scene, 
exactly  as  it  did  at  the  time. 

''  A  very  difficult  thing,"  I  thought  when  the 
discourse  began,  "to  speak  appropriately  to  so 
large  an  audience,  and  to  speak  with  tact. 
"Without  it,  better  not  to  speak  at  all.  Infinitely 
better  to  read  the  New  Testament  well,  and  to 
let  tJiat  speak.  In  this  congregation  there  is 
indubitably  one  pulse  ;  but  I  doubt  if  any  power 
short  of  genius  can  touch  it  as  one,  and  make  it 
answer  as  one." 

I  could  not  possibly  say  to  myself,  as  the  dis- 
course proceeded,  that  the  minister  was  a  good 
speaker.  I  could  not  possibly  say  to  myself 
that  he  expressed  an  understanding  of  the  general 
mind  and  character  of  his  audience.  There  was 
a  supposititious  working-man  introduced  into  the 
homily,  to  make  supposititious  objections  to  our 
Christian  religion  and  be  reasoned  down,  who 
was  not  only  a  very  disagreeable  person,  but 
remarkably  unlike  life — very  much  more  unlike 
it  than  anything  I  had  seen  in  the  pantomime. 
The  native  independence  of  character  this  artisan 
was  supposed  to  possess  was  represented  by  a 
suggestion  of  a  dialect  that  I  certainly  never 
heard  in  my  uncommercial  travels,  and  with  a 
coarse  swing  of  voice  and  manner  anything  but 
agreeable  to  his  feelings,  I  should  conceive,  con- 
sidered in  the  light  of  a  portrait,  and  as  far  away 
from  the  fact  as  a  Chinese  Tartar.  There  was  a 
model  pauper  introduced  in  like  manner,  who 
appeared  to  me  to  be  the  most  intolerably 
arrogant  pauper  ever  relieved,  and  to  show  him- 
self in  absolute  want  and  dire  necessity  of  a 
course  of  Stone  Yard.  For,  how  did  this  pauper 
testify  to  his  having  received  the  gospel  of 
humility  ?  A  gentleman  met  him  in  the  work- 
house, and  said  (which  I  myself  really  thought 
good-natured  of  him),  "  Ah,  John  !  I  am  sorry 
to  see  you  here.  I  am  sorry  to  see  you  so 
poor."  "  Poor,  sir  ! "  replied  that  man,  drawing 
himself  up ;  "I  am  the  son  of  a  Prince  !  My 
father  is  the  King  of  Kings.     M.y  father  is  the 


Lord  of  Lords.  My  father  is  the  Ruler  of  all 
the  Princes  of  the  Earth ! "  &c.  And  this  was 
what  all  the  preacher's  fellow-sinners  might  come 
to,  if  they  would  embrace  this  blessed  book — 
which  I  must  say  it  did  some  violence  to  my 
own  feelings  of  reverence  to  see  held  out  at 
arm's  length  at  frequent  intervals,  and  soundingly 
slapped,  like  a  slow  lot  at  a  sale.  Now,  could  I 
help  asking  myself  the  question,  whether  the 
mechanic  before  me,  who  must  detect  the 
preacher  as  being  wrong  about  the  visible  man- 
ner of  himself  and  the  like  of  himself,  and  about 
such  a  noisy  lip-server  as  that  pauper,  might  not, 
most  unhappily  for  the  usefulness  of  the  occasion, 
doubt  that  preacher's  being  right  about  things 
not  visible  to  human  senses  ? 

Again.  Is  it  necessary  or  advisable  to  address 
such  an  audience  continually  as  "  fellow- sinners?" 
Is  it  not  enough  to  be  fellow-creatures,  born 
yesterday,  suffering  and  striving  to-day,  dying 
to-morrow?  By  our  common  humanity,  my 
brothers  and  sisters,  by  our  common  capacities 
for  pain  and  pleasure,  by  our  common  laughter 
and  our  common  tears,  by  our  common  aspira- 
tion to  reach  something  better  than  ourselves, 
by  our  common  tendency  to  believe  in  some- 
thing good,  and  to  invest  whatever  we  love  or 
whatever  we  lose  with  some  qualities  that  are 
superior  to  our  own  failings  and  weaknesses  as 
we  know  them  in  our  own  poor  hearts — by  these, 
Hear  me ! — Surely,  it  is  enough  to  be  fellow- 
creatures.  Surely,  it  includes  the  other  designa- 
tion, and  some  touching  meanings  over  and 
above. 

Again.  There  was  a  personage  introduced 
into  the  discourse  (not  an  absolute  novelty,  to 
the  best  of  my  remembrance  of  my  reading), 
who  had  been  personally  known  to  the  preacher, 
and  had  been  quite  a  Crichton  in  all  the  ways 
of  philosophy,  but  had  been  an  infidel.  Many 
a  time  had  the  preacher  talked  with  him  on  that 
subject,  and  many  a  time  had  he  failed  to  con- 
vince that  intelligent  man.  But  he  fell  ill,  and 
died,  and  before  he  died  he  recorded  his  con- 
version— in  words  which  the  preaclaer  had  taken 
down,  my  fellow-sinners,  and  would  read  to  you 
from  this  piece  of  paper.  I  must  confess  that  to 
me,  as  one  of  an  uninstructed  audience,  they 
did  not  appear  particularly  edifying.  I  thought 
their  tone  extremely  selfish,  and  I  thought  they 
had  a  spiritual  vanity  in  them  which  was  of  the 
before-mentioned  refractory  pauper's  family. 

All  slangs  and  twangs  are  objectionable  every- 
where, but  the  slang  and  twang  of  the  conven- 
ticle—as bad  in  its  way  as  that  of  the  House  of 
Commons,  and  nothing  worse  can  be  said  of  it 
—should  be  studiously  avoided  under  such  cir- 
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cumstances  as  I  describe.  The  avoidance  was 
not  complete  on  this  occasion.  Nor  was  it  quite 
agreeable  to  see  the  preacher  addressing  his  pet 
"  points  "  to  his  backers  on  the  stage,  as  if  ap- 
peahng  to  those  disciples  to  show  him  up,  and 
testify  to  the  multitude  that  each  of  those  points 
was  a  clincher. 

But,  in  respect  of  the  large  Christianity  of  his 
general  tone ;  of  his  renunciation  of  all  priestly 
authority ;  of  his  earnest  and  reiterated  assur- 
ance to  the  people  that  the  commonest  among 
them  could  work  out  their  own  salvation  if  they 
would,  by  simply,  lovingly,  and  dutifully  follow- 
ing Our  Saviour,  and  that  they  needed  the 
mediation  of  no  erring  man ;  in  these  particu- 
lars, this  gentleman  deserved  all  praise.  Nothing 
could  be  better  than  the  spirit,  or  the  plain  em- 
phatic words  of  his  discourse  in  these  respects. 
And  it  was  a  most  significant  and  encouraging 
circumstance  that  whenever  he  struck  that  chord, 
or  whenever  he  described  anything  which  Christ 
himself  had  done,  the  array  of  faces  before  him 
was  very  much  more  earnest,  and  very  much 
more  expressive  of  emotion,  than  at  any  other 
time.    -- 

And  now  I  am  brought  to  the  fact,  that  the 
lowest  part  of  the  audience  of  the  previous  night 
7C'as  not  there.  There  is  no  doubt  about  it. 
There  was  no  such  thing  in  that  building,  that 
Sunday  evening.  I  have  been  told,  since,  that 
the  lowest  part  of  the  audience  of  the  Victoria 
Theatre  has  been  attracted  to  its  Sunday  ser- 
vices. I  have  been  very  glad  to  hear  it,  but,  on 
this  occasion  of  which  I  write,  the  lowest  part 
of  the  usual  audience  of  the  Britannia  Theatre 
decidedly  and  unquestionably  stayed  away. 
When  I  first  took  my  seat  and  looked  at  the 
house,  my  surprise  at  the  change  in  its  occu- 
pants was  as  great  as  my  disappointment.  To 
the  most  respectable  class  of  the  previous  even- 
ing was  added  a  great  number  of  respectable 
strangers  attracted  by  curiosity,  and  drafts  from 
the  regular  congregations  of  various  chapels.  It 
was  impossible  to  fail  in  identifying  the  character 
of  these  last,  and  they  were  very  numerous.  I 
came  out  in  a  strong,  slow  tide  of  them  setting 
from  the  boxes.  Indeed,  while  the  discourse 
was  in  progress,  the  respectable  character  of  the 
auditory  was  so  manifest  in  their  appearance, 
that  when  the  minister  addressed  a  supposititious 
"  outcast,"  one  really  felt  a  little  impatient  of  it, 
as  a  figure  of  speech  not  justified  by  anything  the 
eye  could  discover. 

The  time  appointed  for  the  conclusion  of  the 
proceedings  was  eight  o'clock.  The  address 
having  lasted  until  full  that  time,  and  it  being  the 
custom  to  conclude  vv'ith  a  hymn,  the  preacher 


intimated  in  a  few  sensible  words  that  the  clock 
had  struck  the  hour,  and  that  those  who  desired 
to  go  before  the  hymn  was  sung,  could  go  now, 
without  giving  offence.  No  ojie  stirred.  The 
hymn  was  then  sung,  in  good  time  and  tune 
and  unison,  and  its  effect  was  very  striking.  A 
comprehensive  benevolent  prayer  dismissed  the 
throng,  and  in  seven  or  eight  minutes  there  was 
nothing  left  in  the  Theatre  but  a  light  cloud  of 
dust. 

That  these  Sunday  meetings  in  Theatres  are 
good  things,  I  do  not  doubt.  Nor  do  I  doubt 
that  they  will  work  lower  and  lower  down  in  the 
social  scale,  if  those  who  preside  over  them  will 
be  very  careful  on  two  heads  :  firstly^  not  to  dis- 
parage the  places  in  which  they  speak,  or  the 
intelligence  of  their  hearers;  secondly,  not  to 
set  themselves  in  antagonism  to  the  natural  in- 
born desire  of  the  mass  of  mankind  to  recreate 
themselves  and  to  be  amused. 

There  is  a  third  head,  taking  precedence  of  all 
others,  to  which  my  remarks  on  the  discourse  I 
heard  have  tended.  In  the  New  Testament  there 
is  the  most  beautiful  and  affecting  history  con- 
ceivable by  man,  and  there  are  the  terse  models 
for  all  prayer  and  for  all  preaching.  As  to  the 
models,  imitate  them,  Sunday  preachers — else 
why  are  they  there,  consider  ?  As  to  the  history, 
tell  it.  Some  people  cannot  read,  some  people 
will  not  read,  many  people  (this  especially  holds 
among  the  young  and  ignorant)  find  it  hard  to 
pursue  the  verse  form  in  which  the  book  is  pre- 
sented to  them,  and  imagine  that  those  breaks 
imply  gaps  and  want  of  continuity.  Help  them 
over  that  first  stumbling-block  by  setting  forth 
the  history  in  narrative,  with  no  fear  of  exhaust- 
ing it.  You  will  never  preach  so  well,  you 
will  never  move  them  so  profoundly,  you  will 
never  send  them  away  with  half  so  much  to 
think  of.  Which  is  the  better  interest :  Christ's 
choice  of  twelve  poor  men  to  help  in  those 
merciful  wonders  among  the  poor  and  rejected  ; 
or  the  pious  bullying  of  a  whole  Union-full  of 
paupers  ?  What  is  your  changed  i)hilosopher  to 
wretched  me,  peejiing  in  at  the  door  out  of  tlie 
mud  of  the  streets  and  of  my  life,  when  you 
have  the  widow's  son  to  tell  me  about,  the  ruler's 
daughter,  the  other  figure  at  the  door  when  the 
brother  of  the  two  sisters  was  dead,  and  one  of 
the  two  ran  to  the  mourner,  crying,  "  The  -Master 
is  come,  and  calleth  for  thee?" — Let  the  preacher 
who  will  thoroughly  forget  himself,  and  remem- 
ber no  individuality  but  one,  and  no  eloquence 
but  one,  stand  up  before  four  thousand  men  and 
women  at  the  Britannia  Theatre  any  Sunday 
night,  recounting  that  narrative  to  them  as 
fellow-creatures,  and  he  shall  see  a  sight ! 
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V. 


POOR   MERCANTILE  JACK. 

S  the  sweet  little  cherub  who  sits 
smiling  aloft,  and  keeps  watch  on 
•■ ,  "^l  the  life  of  poor  Jack,  commissioned 
;■■•.  to  take  charge  of  Mercantile  Jack, 
';'--^  as  well  as  Jack  of  the  national  navy? 
If  not,  who  is  ?  What  is  the  cherub 
'^  *'  about,  and  what  are  we  all  about,  when 
poor  Mercantile  Jack  is  having  his  brains 
slowly  knocked  out  by  pennyweights,  aboard 
the  brig  Beelzebub,  or  the  bark  Bowie-knife — 
when  he  looks  his  last  at  that  infernal  craft,  with 
the  first  officer's  iron  boot-heel  in  his  remaining 
eye,  or  with  his  dying  body  towed  overboard  in 
the  ship's  wake,  while  the  cruel  w^ounds  in  it  do 
"  the  multitudinous  seas  incarnadine  ?  " 

Is  it  unreasonable  to  entertain  a  belief  that  if, 
aboard  the  brig  Beelzebub  or  the  bark  Bowie- 
knife,  the  first  officer  did  half  the  damage  to 
cotton  that  he  does  to  men,  there  would  pre- 
sently arise  from  both  sides  of  the  Atlantic  so 
vociferous  an  invocation  of  the  sweet  little 
cherub  v.-ho  sits  calculating  aloft,  keeping  watch 
on  the  markets  that  pay,  that  such  vigilant 
cherub  would,  with  a  winged  sword,  have  that 
gallant  officer's  organ  of  destructiveness  out  of 
liis  head  in  the  space  of  a  flash  of  lightning  ? 

If  it  be  unreasonable,  then  am  I  the  most  un- 
reasonable of  men,  for  I  believe  it  with  all  my 
soul. 

This  was  my  thought  as  I  walked  the  dock- 
quays  at  Liverpool,  keeping  watch  on  poor  Mer- 
cantile Jack.  Alas  for  me  !  I  have  long  out- 
grown the  state  of  sweet  little  cherub  ;  but  there 
I  was,  and  there  Mercantile  Jack  was,  and  very 
busy  he  was,  and  very  cold  he  was ;  the  snow 
yet  lying  in  the  frozen  furrows  of  the  land,  and 
the  north-east  winds  snipping  off  the  tops  of  the 
little  waves  in  the  Mersey,  and  rolling  them 
into  hail-stones  to  pelt  him  with.  Mercantile 
Jack  was  hard  at  it,  in  the  hard  weather :  as  he 
mostly  is  in  all  weathers,  poor  Jack  !  He  was 
girded  to  ships'  masts  and  funnels  of  steamers, 
like  a  forester  to  a  great  oak,  scraping  and  ]>aint- 
ing ;  he  was  lying  out  on  yards,  furling  sails  that 
tried  to  beat  him  off;  he  was  dimly  discernible 
up  in  a  world  of  giant  cobwebs,  reefing  and 
splicing;  he  was  faintly  audible  down  in  holds, 
stowing  and  unshipping  cargo;  he  was  winding 
round  and  round  at  capstans  melodious,  mono- 
tonous, and  drunk ;  he  was  of  a  diabolical  aspect, 
with  oaling  for  the  Antipodes ;  he  was  washing 
decks  barefoot,  with  the  breast  of  his  red  shirt 
open  to  the  blast,  though  it  was  sharper  than 


the  knife  in  his  leathern  girdle  ;  he  was  looking 
over  bulwarks,  all  eyes  and  hair ;  he  was  stand- 
ing by  at  the  shoot  of  the  Cunard  steamer,  off 
to-morrow,  as  the  stocks-in-trade  of  several 
butchers,  poulterers,  and  fishmongers  poured 
down  into  the  ice-house  ;  he  was  coming  aboard 
of  other  vessels  with  his  kit  in  a  tarpaulin  bag, 
attended  by  plunderers  to  the  very  last  moment 
of  his  shore-going  existence.  As  tliough  his 
senses,  when  released  from  the  uproar  of  tlie 
elements,  were  under  obligation  to  be  confused 
by  other  turmoil,  there  was  a  rattling  of  wheels, 
a  clattering  of  hoofs,  a  clashing  of  iron,  a  jolting 
of  cotton  and  hides  and  casks  and  timber,  an 
incessant  deafening  disturbance  on  the  quays, 
that  was  the  very  madness  of  sound.  And  as, 
in  the  midst  of  it,  he  stood  swaying  about,  with 
his  hair  blown  all  manner  of  wild  ways,  rather 
crazedly  taking  leave  of  his  plunderers,  all  the 
rigging  in  the  docks  was  shrill  in  the  wind,  and 
every  little  steamer  coming  and  going  across  the 
Mersey  was  sharp  in  its  blowing  off,  and  every 
buoy  in  the  river  bobbed  spitefully  up  and  down, 
as  if  there  was  a  general  taunting  chorus  of 
"  Come  along.  Mercantile  Jack  i  111  lodged,  ill 
fed,  ill  used,  hocussed,  entrapped,  anticipated, 
cleaned  out.  Come  along.  Poor  Mercantile  Jack, 
and  be  tempest-tossed  till  you  are  drowned  !  " 

The  uncommercial  transaction  which  had 
brought  me  and  Jack  together  was  this  : — I  had 
entered  the  Liverpool  police  force,  that  I  might 
have  a  look  at  the  various  unlawful  traps  which 
are  every  night  set  for  Jack.  As  my  term  of 
service  in  that  distinguished  corps  was  short, 
and  as  my  personal  bias  in  the  capacity  of  one 
of  its  members  has  ceased,  no  suspicion  will 
attach  to  my  evidence  that  it  is  an  admirable 
force.  Besides  that  it  is  composed,  without 
favour,  of  the  best  men  that  can  be  picked, 
it  is  directed  by  an  unusual  intelligence.  Its 
organisation  against  Fires  I  take  to  be  much 
better  than  the  metropolitan  system,  and  in  all 
respects  it  tempers  its  remarkable  vigilance 
with  a  still  more  remarkable  discretion. 

Jack  had  knocked  off  work  in  the  docks  some 
hours,  and  I  had  taken,  for  purposes  of  identifi- 
cation, a  photograph  likeness  of  a  thief,  in  the 
portrait-room  at  our  head  police-office  (on  the 
whole,  he  seemed  rather  complimented  by  the 
■proceeding),  and  I  had  been  on  police  parade, 
and  the  small  hand  of  the  clock  was  moving  on 
to  ten,  when  I  took  up  my  lantern  to  follow 
Mr.  Superintendent  to  the  'traps  that  were  set 
for  Jack.  In  Mr.  Superintendent  I  saw,  as  any- 
body might,  a  tall,  well-looking,  well-set-up  man 
of  a  soldierly  bearing,  with  a  cavalry  air,  a  good 
chest,  and  a  resolute  but  not  by  any  means  un- 


LIVERPOOL  POLICE  FORCE. 


gentle,  face.  He  carried  in  his  hand  a  plain 
black  walking-stick  of  hard  wood  :  and  when- 
ever and  wherever,  at  any  after-time  of  the  night, 
he  struck  it  on  the  pavement  with  a  ringing 
sound,  it  instantly  produced  a  whistle  out  of  the 
darkness,  and  a  policeman.  To  this  remarkable 
stick  I  refer  an  air  of  mystery  and  magic  which 
pervaded  the  whole  of  my  perquisition  among 
the  traps  that  were  set  for  Jack. 

We  began  by  diving  into  the  obscurest  streets 
and  lanes  of  the  port.  Suddenly  pausing  in  a 
flow  of  cheerful  discourse  before  a  dead  wall, 
apparently  some  ten  miles  long,  Mr.  Superin- 
tendent struck  upon  the  ground,  and  the  wall 
opened,  and  shot  out,  with  military  salute  of 
hand  to  temple,  two  policemen — not  in  the  least 
surprised  themselves,  not  in  the  least  surprising 
Air.  Superintendent. 

''All  right,  Sharpeye?" 

"  All  right,  sir." 

"All  right,  Trampfoot?" 

"  All  right,  sir." 
.  "  Is  Quickear  there  ?  " 

"  Here  am  I,  sir." 

"  Come  with  us." 

"  Yes,  sir.' 

So,  Sharpeye  went  before,  and  Mr.  Superin- 
tendent and  I  went  next,  and  Trampfoot  and 
Quickear  marched  as  rear-guard.  Sharpeye,  I 
soon  had  occasion  to  remark,  had  a  skilful  and 
quite  professional  way  of  opening  doors — touched 
latches  delicately,  as  if  they  were  keys  of  musical 
instruments — opened  every  door  he  touched,  as 
if  he  were  perfectly  confident  that  there  was 
stolen  property  behind  it — instantly  insinuated 
himself,  to  prevent  its  being  shut. 

Sharpeye  opened  several  doors  of  traps  that 
were  set  for  Jack,  but  Jack  did  not  happen  to 
be  in  any  of  them.  They  were  all  such  mise- 
rable places  that  really.  Jack,  if  I  were  you,  I 
would  give  them  a  wider  l)erth.  In  every  trap 
somebody  was  sitting  over  a  fire  waiting  for  Jack. 
Now,  it  was  a  crouching  old  woman,  like  the 
picture  of  the  Norwood  Gipsy  in  the  old  six- 
penny dream-books;  now,  it  was  a  crimp  of  the 
male  sex,  in  a  checked  shirt  and  without  a  coat, 
reading  a  newspaper  ;  now,  it  was  a  man  crimp 
and  a  woman  crimp,  who  always  introduced 
themselves  as  united  in  holy  matrimony  ;  now, 
it  was  Jack's  delight,  his  (un)lovely  Nan  ;  but 
they  were  all  waiting  for  Jack,  and  were  ail 
frightfully  disappointed  to  see  us. 

''Who  have  you  got  up-stairs  here?"  says 
Sharpeye  generally.     (In  the  Move-on  tone.) 

"  Nobody,  surr ;  sure  not  a  blessed  sowl ! " 
(Irish  feminine  reply.) 

"What  do  you  mean  by  nobody?     Didn't  I 
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hear  a  woman's  step  go  up-stairs  when  my  hand 
was  on  the  latch  ?  " 

"  Ah  !  sure,  thin,  you're  right,  surr,  I  forgot 
her.  'Tis  on'y  Betsy  White,  surr.  Ah !  you 
know  Betsy,  surr.  Come  down,  Betsy  darlin', 
and  say  the  gintlemin." 

Generally,  Betsy  looks  over  the  banisters  (the 
steep  staircase  is  in  the  room)  with  a  forcible 
expression  in  her  protesting  face  of  an  intention 
to  compensate  herself  for  the  present  trial  by 
grinding  Jack  finer  than  usual  when  he  does 
come.  Generally,  Sharpeye  turns  to  Mr.  Super- 
intendent, and  says,  as  if  the  subject  of  his  re- 
marks were  wax-work  : 

"  One  of  the  worst,  sir,  this  house  is.  This 
woman  has  been  indicted  three  times.  This 
man's  a  regular  bad  one  likewise.  His  real 
name  is  Pegg.  Gives  himself  out  as  Water- 
house." 

"  Never  had  sitch  a  name  as  Pegg  near  me 
back,  thin,  since  I  was  in  this  house,  bee  the 
good  Lard  !"  says  the  woman. 

Generally,  the  man  says  no'diing  at  all,  but 
becomes  exceedingly  round-shouldered,  and  pre- 
tends to  read  his  paper  with  rapt  attention. 
Generally,  Sharpeye  directs  our  observation, 
with  a  look,  to  the  prints  and  pictures  that  are 
invariably  numerous  on  the  walls.  Always 
Trampfoot  and  Quickear  are  taking  notice  on 
the  door-step.  In  default  of  Sharpeye  being 
acquainted  with  the  exact  individuality  of  any 
gentleman  encountered,  one  of  these  two  is  sure 
to  proclaim  from  the  outer  air,  like  a  grulf 
spectre,  that  Jackson  is  not  Jackson,  but  knows 
himself  to  be  Fogle  ;  or  that  Canlon  is  Walker's 
brother,  against  whom  there  was  not  sufficient 
evidence ;  or  that  the  man  who  says  he  never 
was  at  sea  since  he  was  a  boy,  came  ashore 
from  a  vo}-age  last  Thursday,  or  sails  to-morrow 
morning.  "And  that  is  a  bad  class  of  man, 
you  see,"  says  Mr.  Superintendent  when  he  got 
out  into  the  dark  again,  "and  very  diflicult  to 
deal  with,  wh.o,  when  he  has  made  this  place 
too  hot  to  hold  him,  enters  himself  for  a  voyage 
as  steward  or  cook,  and  is  out  of  knowledge  for 
months,  and  then  turns  up  again  worse  than  ever." 

When  we  had  gone  into  many  such  houses, 
and  had  come  out  (always  leaving  everybody 
relapsing  into  waiting  for  Jack),  we  started  off  to 
a  singing-house  where  Jack  was  expected  to 
muster  strong. 

The  vocalisation  was  taking  place  in  a  long 
low  room  up-stairs;  at  one  end,  an  orchestra  ot 
two  performers,  and  a  small  platform  ;  across 
the  room,  a  series  of  open  pews  for  Jack,  with 
an  aisle  down  the  midille  ;  at  the  other  end,  a 
larger  pew  than  the  re^t,  entitled  Snug,  and  re- 
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served  for  mates  and  similar  good  company. 
About  the  room,  some  amazing  coffee-coloured 
pictures  varnished  an  inch  deep,  and  some 
stuffed  creatures  in  cases;  dotted  among  the 
audience,  in  Snug  and  out  of  Snug,  the  '■  Pro- 
fessionals ; "  among  them,  the  celebrated  comic 
favourite  Mr.  Banjo  Bones,  looking  very  hideous 
with  his  blackened  face  and  limp  sugar-loaf  hat; 
beside  him,  sipping  rum-and-water,  Mrs.  Banjo 
Bones,  in  her  natural  colours — a  little  heightened. 
It  was  a  Friday  night,  and  Friday  night  was 
considered  not  a  good  night  for  Jack.  At  any 
rale,  Jack  did  not  show  in  very  great  force  even 
licrc,  though  the  house  was  one  to  which  he 
much  resorts,  and  where  a  good  deal  of  money 
is  taken.  There  was  British  Jack,  a  little 
maudlin  and  sleepy,  lolling  over  his  empty 
glass,  as  if  he  were  trying  to  read  his  fortune 
at  the  bottom ;  there  was  Loafing  Jack  of  the 
Stars  and  Stripes,  rather  an  unpromising  cus- 
tomer, with  his  long  nose,  lank  cheek,  high 
check  bones,  and  nothing  soft  about  him  but  his 
cabbage-leaf  hat ;  there  was  Spanish  Jack,  with 
curls  of  black  hair,  rings  in  his  ears,  and  a  knife 
not  far  from  his  hand,  if  )'0U  got  into  trouble 
with  him ;  there  were  ]\Ialtese  Jack,  and  Jack  of 
Sweden,  and  Jack  the  Finn,  looming  through 
the  smoke  of  their  pipes,  and  turning  faces  that 
looked  as  if  they  were  carved  out  of-dark  wood, 
towards  the  young  lady  dancing  the  hornpipe  ; 
who  found  the  platform  so  exceedingly  small  for 
it,  that  I  had  a  nervous  expectation  of  seeing 
her,  in  the  backward  steps,  disappear  through 
the  window.  Still,  if  all  hands  had  been  got 
together,  they  would  not  have  more  than  half 
filled  the  room.  Observe,  however,  said  Mr. 
Licensed  Victualler,  the  host,  that  it  was  Friday 
night,  and.  besides,  it  was  getting  on  for  twelve, 
and  Jack  had  gone  aboard.  A  sharp  and  watch- 
ful man,  j\Ir.  Licensed  Victualler,  the  host,  with 
tight  lips,  and  a  complete  edition  of  Cocker's 
arithmetic  in  each  eye.  Attended  to  his  busi- 
ness himself,  he  said.  Always  on  the  spot. 
When  he  heard  of  talent,  trusted  nobody's 
account  of  it,  but  went  off  by  rail  to  see  it.  If 
true  talent,  engaged  it.  Pounds  a  week  for 
talent — four  pound,  five  pound.  Banjo  Bones 
v/as  undoubted  talent.  Hear  this  instrument 
t-hat  was  going  to  play — it  was  real  talent !  In 
truth,  it  was  very  good;  a  kind  of  piano- 
accordion,  played  by  a  young  girl  of  a  delicate 
prettiness  of  face,  figure,  and  dress,  that  made 
the  audience  look  coarser.  She  sang  to  the  in- 
strument, too ;  first,  a  song  about  village  bells, 
and  how  they  chimed ;  then  a  song  about  hov/ 
I  went  to  sea ;  winding  up  with  an  imitation  of 
the  bagpipes,  which  iSIercantile  Jack  seemed  to 


understand  much  the  best.  A  good  girl,  said 
Mr.  Licensed  Victualler.  Kept  "herself  select. 
Sat  in  Snug,  not  listening  to  the  blandishments 
of  Mates.  Lived  with  mother.  Father  dead. 
Once  a  merchant  well  to  do,  but  over-speculated 
himself.  On  delicate  inquiry  as  to  salary  paid 
for  item  of  talent  under  consideration,  Mr. 
Victualler's  pounds  dropped  suddenly  to  shil- 
lings— still,  it  was  a  very  comfortable  thing  for 
a  young  person  like  that,  you  know ;  she  only 
went  on  six  times  a  night,  and  was  only  required 
to  be  there  from  six  at  night  to  twelve.  What 
was  more  conclusive  was,  Mr.  Victualler's  as- 
surance that  he  "  never  allowed  any  language, 
and  never  suffered  any  disturbance."  Sharpeye 
confirmed  the  statement,  and  the  order  that  pre- 
vailed was  the  best  proof  of  it  that  could  have 
been  cited.  So,  I  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
poor  ]\Iercantile  Jack  might  do  (as  I  am  afraitl 
he  does)  much  worse  than  trust  himself  to  Mr. 
Victualler,  and  pass  his  evenings  here. 

But  we  had  not  yet  looked,  Mr.  Superintend- 
ent— said  Txampfoot,  receiving  us  in  the  street 
again  with  military  salute — for  Dark  Jack.  True, 
Trampfoot.  Ring  the  wonderful  stick,  rub  the 
wonderful  lantern,  and  cause  the  spirits  of  the 
stick  and  lantern  to  convey  us  to  the  Darkies. 

There  was  no  disappointment  in  the  matter 
of  Dark  Jack ;  he  was  producible.  The  Genii 
set  us  down  in  the  little  first  floor  of  a  little 
public-house,  and  there,  in  a  stiflingly  close 
atmosphere,  were  Dark  Jack,  and  Dark  Jack's 
delight,  his  white  unlovely  Nan,  sitting  against 
the  wall  all  round  the  room.  More  than  that : 
Dark  Jack's  delight  was  the  least  unlovely  Nan, 
both  morally  and  physically,  that  1  saw  that 
night. 

As  a  fiddle  and  tambourine  band  were  sitting 
among  the  company,  Quickear  suggested,  ^^•hy 
not  strike  up  ?  "  Ah,  la'ads  ! "  said  a  negro 
sitting  by  the  door,  "gib  the  jebblem  a  darnse. 
Tak'  yah  pardlers,  jcbblern,  for  'um  QUAD-rill." 

This  was  the  landlord,  in  a  Greek  cap,  and  a 
dress  half  Greek  and  half  English.  As  master 
of  the  ceremonies,  he  called  all  the  figures,  and 
occasionally  addressed  himself  parenthetically- 
after  this  manner.  When  he  was  very  loud  I 
use  capitals. 

"  Now  den  !  Hoy  !  One.  Right  and  left. 
(Put  a  steam  on,  gib  'um  powder.)  LA-dies' 
chail.  BAL-loon  say.  Lemonade !  Two.  Ad- 
warnse  and  go  back  (gib  'ell  a  breakdown, 
shake  it  out  o'  ycrselbs,  keep  a  movil).  Swing- 
corners,  Bal-Ioou  say,  and  Lemonade  !  (Hoy !) 
Three.  Gent  come  for'ard  with  a  lady  and 
go  back,  hoppersite  come  for'ard  and  do  what 
yer  can.     (Aeiohoy  !)     BAL-loon  say,  and  leetle 
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lemonade  (Dat  hair  nigger  by  'um  fire-place 
'hind  'a  time,  shake  it  out  o'  yerselbs,  gib  'cU  a 
breakdown.)  Now  den!  Hoy!  Four!  Lemon- 
ade. BAL-loon  say,  and  swing.  Four  ladies 
meets  in  'um  middle,  four  gents  goes  round  'um 
ladies,  four  gents  passes  out  under  'um  ladies' 
arms,  swing — and  Lemonade  till  'a  moosic  can't 
play  no  more  !     (Hoy,  Hoy  !)  " 

The  male  dancers  were  all  blacks,  and  one 
was  an  unusually  powerful  man  of  six  feet  three 
or  four.  The  sound  of  their  flat  feet  on  the 
floor  was  as  unlike  the  sound  of  white  feet  as 
their  faces  were  unlike  white  faces.  They  toed 
and  heeled,  shuffled,  double-shuft^ed,  double- 
double-shufflcd,  covered  the  buckle,  and  beat 
the  time  out,  rarely,  dancing  with  a  great  show 
of  teeth,  and  v.-ith  a  childish  good-humoured 
enjoyment  that  was  very  prepossessing.  They 
generally  kept  together,  these  poor  fellows,  saicj 
Mr.  Superintendent,  because  they  were  at  a  dis- 
advantage singly,  and  liable  to  slights  in  the 
neighbouring  streets.  But,  if  I  were  Light  Jack, 
1  should  be.  very  slow  to  interfere  oppressively 
with  Dark  Jack,  for,  whenever  I  have  had  to  do 
with  him,  I  have  found  him  a  simple  and  gentle 
fellow.  Bearing  this  in  mind,  I  asked  his 
friendly  permission  to  leave  him  restoration  of 
beer,  in  wishing  him  good  night,  and  thus  it  fell 
out  that  the  last  words  I  heard  him  sayj  as  I 
blundered  down  the  worn  stairs,  were,  ''Jeb- 
blem's  elth  !     Ladies  drinks  fust !  " 

The  night  was  now  well  on  into  the  morning, 
but  for  miles  and  hours  we  explored  a  strange 
world,  where  nobody  ever  goes,  to  bed,  but 
everybody  is  eternally  sitting  up,  waiting  for 
Jack.  This  exploration  was  among  a  labyrinth 
of  dismal  courts  and  blind  alleys,  called  Entries, 
kept  in  wonderful  order  by  the  police,  and  in 
much  better  order  than  by  the  corporation  :  the 
want  of  gas-light  in  tlie  most  dangerous  and  in- 
famous of  these  places  being  quite  unworthy  of 
so  spirited  a  town.  I  need  describe  but  two  or 
three  of  the  houses  in  which  Jack  was  waited 
for  as  specimens  of  the  rest.  Many  we  attained 
by  noisome  passages  so  profoundly  dark,  that 
we  felt  our  way  wiih  our  hands.  Not  one  of 
the  Avhole  number  we  visited  was  without  its 
show  of  prints  and  ornamental  crockery;  the 
quantity  of  the  latter  set  forth  on  little  shelves 
and  in  little  cases,  in  otherwise  wretched  rooms, 
indicating  that  Mercantile  Jack  must  have  an 
extraordinar}'-  fondness  for  crockery,  to  neces- 
sitate so  much  of  that  bait  in  his  traps. 

Among  such  garniture,  in  one  front  jxarlour  in 
the  dead  of  the  night,  four  women  were  sitting 
by  a  fire.  One  of  them  had  a  male  child  in  her 
arms.     On  the  stool  among  them  was  a  swarthy 


youth  with  a  guitar,  who  had  evidendy  stopped 
j)laying  when  our  footsteps  were  heard. 

'•  Well !  how  do  you  do  ?  "  says  Mr.  Superin- 
tendent, looking  about  him. 

'•  Pretty  well,  sir,  and  hope  you  gentlemen  are 
going  to  treat  us  ladies,  now  you  have  come  to 
see  us." 

"  Order  there  ! "  says  Sharpeye. 

"  None  of  that !  "  says  Quickear. 

Trampfoot,  outside,  is  heard  to  confide  to  him- 
self, "  Meggisson's  lot,  this  is.    And  a  bad  'un  !  " 

"  Well !  "  says  Mr.  Superintendent,  laying  his 
hand  on  the  shoulder  of  the  swarthy  youth, 
'■'  and  who's  this  ?  " 

"  Antonio,  sir." 

"  And  what  does  he  do  here  ?  " 

"  Come  to  give  us  a  bit  of  music.  No  haiin 
in  that,  I  suppose?" 

"  A  young  foreign  sailor  ?  " 

"  Yes.  He's  a  Spaniard.  You're  a  Spaniard, 
ain't  you,  Antonio  ?  " 

"  Me  Spanish." 

''  And  he  don't  know  a  word  you  say,  not  he ; 
not  if  you  was  to  talk  to  him  till  doomsday." 
(Triumphantly,  as  if  it  redounded  to  the  credit 
of  the  house.) 

"Will  he  play  som.e-t'hing ? " 

"  Oh  yes,  if  you  like  \  Play  something, 
Antonio.  You  ain't  ashamed  to  iday  something ; 
are  you?" 

The  cracked  guitar  raises  the  feeblest  ghost  of 
a  tune,  and  three  of  the  women  keep  time  to  it 
with  their  heads,  and  the  fourth  with  the  child. 
If  Antonio  has  brought  any  money  in  with  him, 
I  am  afraid  he  will  never  take  it  out,  and  it  even 
strikes  me  that  his  jacket  and  guitar  may  be  in 
a  bad  way.  But,  the  look  of  the  young  man 
and  the  tinkling  of  the  instrument  so  change  the 
place  in  a  moment  to  a  leaf  out  of  Don  Quixote, 
that  I  wonder  where  his  mule  is  stabled,  until  he 
leaves  off. 

I  am  bound  to  acknowledge  (as  it  tends  rather 
to  my  uncommercial  confusion)  that  I  occasioned 
a  difficulty  in  this  establishment,  by  having  taken 
the  child  in  ray  arms.  For,  on  my  ottering  to 
restore  it  to  a  ferocious  joker  not  unstimulated 
by  rum,  who  claimed  to  be  its  mother,  that  un- 
natural parent  put  her  hands  behind  her,  and 
declined  to  accept  it ;  backing  into  the  fire- 
place, and  very  shrilly  declaring,  regardless  of 
remonstrance  from  her  friends,  that  she  knowed 
it  to  be  Law.  that  whoever  took  a  child  from  its 
mother  of  his  own  will  was  bound  to  stick  to  it. 
The  uncommercial  sense  of  being  in  a  rather 
ridiculous  position,  with  the  poor  little  child 
beginning  to  be  frightened,  was  relieved  b)-  my 
worthy  friend  and  lellow-constable,  Trampfoot ; 
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uho,  laying  hands  on  the  article  as  if  it  were  a 
bottle,  jwssed  it  on  to  the  nearest  woman,  and 
bade  her  "  take  hold  of  that."  As  we  came  out 
tlie  Bottle  was  passed  to  the  ferocious  joker, 
and  they  all  sat  down  as  before,  including 
Antonio  and  the  guitar.  It  was  clear  that  there 
was  no  such  thing  as  a  nightcap  to  this  baby's 
head,  and  that  even  he  never  went  to  bed,  but 
Avas  always  kept  up — and  would  grow  up,  kept 
up — waiting  for  Jack. 

Later  still  in  the  night  we  came  (by  the  court 
"  where  the  man  was  murdered,"  and  by  the  other 
court  across  the  street,  into  which  his  body  was 
<lragged)  to  another  parlour  in  another  Entry, 
where  several  people  were  sitting  round  a  fire  in 
just  the  same  way.  It  was  a  dirty  and  offensive 
place,  with  some  ragged  clothes  drying  in  it; 
but  there  was  a  high  shelf  over  the  entrance- 
door  (to  be  out  of  the  reach  of  marauding  hands, 
possibly),  with  two  large  white  loaves  on  it,  and 
a  great  piece  of  Cheshire  cheese. 

"  Well !  "  says  Mr.  Superintendent,  with  a 
comprehensive  look  all  round.  '"  How  do  you 
do?" 

■'  Not  much  to  boast  of,  sir.''  From  the 
curtsying  woman  of  the  house.  "  This  is  my 
good  man,  sir." 

"  You  are  not  registered  as  a  common  Lodg- 
ing House  ?" 

^"  No,  sir." 

Sharpeye  (in  the  move-on  tone)  puts  in  the 
pertinent  inquiry,  "  Then  why  ain't  you  ?  " 

"  Ain't  got  no  one  here,  Mr.  Sharpeye,"  re- 
join the  woman  and  my  good  man  together, 
"  but  our  own  family." 

"  How  many  are  you  in  family  ?  " 

The  woman  takes  time  to  count,  under  the 
pretence  of  coughing,  and  adds,  as  one  scant  of 
breath,  "  Seven,  sir." 

But  she  has  missed  one,  so  Sharpeye,  who 
knows  all  about  it,  says  : 

"  Here's  a  young  man  here  makes  eight,  who 
ain't  of  your  family?" 

"  No,  i\Ir.  Sharpeye,  he's  a  weekly  lodger." 

"  What  does  he  do  for  a  living  ?  " 

The  young  man  here  takes  the  reply  upon 
himself,  and  shortly  answers,  "  Ain't  got  nothing 
to  do." 

The  young  man  here  is  modestly  brooding 
behind  a  damp  apron  pendent  from  a  clothes- 
line. As  I  glance  at  him  I  become — but  I  don't 
know^  why — vaguely  reminded  of  Woolwich, 
Chatham,  Portsmouth,  and  Dover.  When  we 
get  out,  my  respected  fellow-constable  Sharpeye, 
addressing  Mr.  Superintendent,  says  : 

"  You  noticed  that  young  man,  sir,  in  at 
Darby's?" 


"Yes.     What  is  he?" 

"  Deserter,  sir." 

Mr.  Sharpeye  further  intimates  that,  when  we 
have  done  with  his  services,  he  will  step  back 
and  take  that  young  man.  Which  in  course  of 
time  he  does ;  feeling  at  perfect  ease  about 
finding  him,  and  knowing  for  a  moral  certainty 
that  nobody  in  that  region  will  be  gone  to  bed. 

Later  still  in  the  night,  we  came  to  another 
parlour  up  a  step  or  two  from  the  street,  which 
was  very  cleanly,  neatly,  even  tastefully,  ke])t, 
and  in  which,  set  forth  on  a  draped  chest  of 
drawers  masking  the  staircase,  was  such  a  pro- 
fusion of  ornamental  crockery,  that  it  would 
have  furnished  forth  a  handsome  sale-booth  at  a 
fair.  It  backed  up  a  stout  old  lady — Hogarth 
drew  her  exact  likeness  more  than  once — and  a 
boy  who  was  carefully  writing  a  copy  in  a  copy- 
Jjook. 

*'  Well,  ma'am,  how  d.0  you  do  ?" 

Sweetly,  she  can  assure  the  dear  gentleman, 
sweetly.  Charmingly,  charmingly.  And  over- 
joyed to  see  us! 

"  Why,  this  is  a  strange  time  for  this  boy  to 
be  writing  his  copy.  In  the  middle  of  the 
night!" 

"  So  it  is,  dear  gentlemen.  Heaven  bless  your 
welcome  faces,. and  send  ye  prosperous,  but  be 
has  been  to  the  Play  with  a  young  friend  for  his 
diversion,  and  he  combinates  his  improvement 
with  entertainment,  by  doing  his  school-writing 
afterwards,  God  be  good  to  ye  ! " 

The  copy  admonished  human  nature  to  sub- 
jugate the  fire  of  every  fierce  desire.  One  might 
have  thought  it  recommended  stirring  the  fire, 
the  old  lady  so  approved  it.  There  she  sat, 
rosily  beaming  at  the  copy-book  and  the  boy, 
and  invoking  showers  of  blessings  on  our  heads, 
when  we  left  her  in  the  middle  of  the  night, 
waiting  for  Jack. 

Later  still  in  the  night,  we  came  to  a  nauseous 
room  with  an  earth  floor,  into  which  the  refuse 
scum  of  an  alley  trickled.  The  stench  of  this 
habitation  was  abominable ;  the  seeming  poverty 
of  it  diseased  and  dire.  Yet  here,  again,  was 
visitor  or  lodger — a  man  sitting  before  the  fire, 
like  the  rest  of  them  elsewhere,  and  apparently 
not  distasteful  to  the  mistress's  niece,  who  was 
also  before  the  fire.  The  mistress  herself  had 
the  misfortune  of  being  in  gaol. 

Three  weird  old  women  of  transcendent 
ghastliness  were  at  needlework  at  a  table  in  this 
room.  Says  Trampfoot  to  First  Witch,  "  What 
are  you  making  ?  "     Says  she,  "  Money-bags." 

"  /r//rt/ are  you  making  ?  "  retorts  Trampfoot, 
a  little  off  his  balance. 

"  Bags  to  hold  your  money,"  says  the  witch. 
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shaking  her  head,  and  setting  her  teeth ; 
as  has  got  it." 

She  holds  up  a  common  cash-bag,  and  on  tiie 
table  is  a  heap  of  such  bags.  Witch  Two  laughs 
at  us.  Witch  Three  scowls  at  us.  Witch 
sisterhood  all,  stitch,  stitch.  First  Witch  has  a 
red  circle  round  each  eye.  I  fancy  it  like  the 
beginning  of  the  development  of  a  perverted 
diabolical  halo,  and  that,  when  it  spreads  all 
round  her  head,  she  will  die  in  the  odour  of 
devilry. 


Trampfoot  wishes  to  be  informed  what  First 
Witch  has  got  behind  the  table,  down  by  the 
side  of  her,  there?  Witches  Two  and  Three 
croak  angrily,  "  Show  him  the  child  !  "         - 

She  drags  out  a  skinny  little  arm  from  a  brown 
dust-heap  on  the  ground.  Adjured  not  to  dis- 
turb the  child,  she  lets  it  drop  again.  Thus  we 
find  at  last  that  there  is  one  child  in  the  world 
of  Entries  who  goes  to  bed— if  this  be  bed. 

Mr.  Superintendent  asks  how  long  are  they 
<^oing  to  work  at  those  bags  ? 


^BAGS   -lO    HOLD    YOUR   MONEY,"  SAYS   THE   WITCH,  SUAKINC,    HER   HEAD,  AND   SETTUNO    HER    TEETH.    '•  VOU    A. 

HAS   GOT  IT. 


How  long?  First  Witch  repeats.  Going  to 
have  supper  presently.  See  the  cups  and  saucers, 
and  the  plates. 

"  Late  ?  Ay !  But  we  has  to  'arn  our  supper 
afore  we  eats  it ! "  Both  the  other  witches 
repeat  this  after  First  Witch,  and  take  the  Un- 
commercial measurement  with  their  eyes,  as  for 
a  charmed  winding-sheet.  Some  grim  discourse 
ensues,  referring  to  the  mistress  of  the  cave,  who 
will  be  released  from  gaol  to-morrow.     Witches 


pronounce  Trampfoot  "right  there,"  when  he 
deems  it  a  trying  distance  for  the  old  lady  to  walk ; 
she  shall  be  fetched  by  niece  in  a  spring  cart. 

As  I  took  a  parting  look  at  First  Witch  m 
turning  away,  the  red  marks  round  her  eyes 
seemed  to  have  already  grown  larger,  and  she 
hungrily  and  thirstily  looked  our  beyond  me  into 
the  dark  doorway,' to  see  if  Jack  were  there. 
For,  Jack  came  even  here,  and  the  mistress  had 
got  into  gaol  through  deluding  Jack. 
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When  I  at  last  ended  this  night  of  travel, 
and  got  to  bed,  I  failed  to  keep  my  mind  on 
comfortable  thoughts  of  Seamen's  Homes  (not 
overdone  with  strictness),  and  improved  dock 
regulations,  giving  Jack  greater  benefit  of  fire 
and  candle  aboard  ship,  through  my  mind's 
wandering  among  the  vermin  I  had  seen.  After- 
wards the  same  vermin  ran  all  over  my  sleep. 
Evermore,  when  on  a  breezy  day  I  see  Poor 
Mercantile  Jack  running  into  port  with  a  fair 
wind  under  all  sail,  I  shall  think  of  the  unsleep- 
ing host  of  devourers  who  never  go  to  bed,  and 
are  always  in  their  set  traps  waiting  for  him. 


VI. 


e;efreshments  for  travellers. 

N  the  late  high  winds  I  was  blown  to 
a  great  many  places — and,  indeed, 
Avind  or  no  wind,  I  generally  have 
extensive  transactions  on  hand  in 
the  article  of  Air — but  I  have  not 
been  blown  to  any  English  place 
lately,  and  I  very  seldom  have  blown 
to  any  English  place  in  my  life,  where 
I  could  get  anything  good  to  eat  and 
drink  in  five  minutes,  or  where,  if  I  sought  it, 
I  was  received  with  a  welcome. 

This  is  a  curious  thing  to  consider.  But  be- 
fore (stimulated  by  my  own  experiences  and  the 
representations  of  many  fellow-travellers  of  every 
uncommercial  and  commercial  degree)  I  con- 
sider it  further,  I  must  utter  a  passing  word  of 
wonder  concerning  high  winds. 

I  wonder  v/hy  metropolitan  gales  always  blow 
so  hard  at  Walworth.  I  cannot  imagine  what 
Walworth  has  done  to  bring  such  windy  punish- 
ment upon  itself,  as  I  never  fail  to  find  re- 
corded in  the  newspapers  when  the  Avind  has 
blown  at  all  hard.  Brixton  seems  to  have  some- 
thing on  its  conscience ;  Peckham  suffers  more 
than  a  virtuous  Peckham  might  be  supposed  to 
deserve  ;  the  howling  neighbourhood  of  Dept- 
ford  figures  largely  in  the  accounts  of  the  in- 
genious gentlemen  who  are  out  in  every  wind 
that  blows,  and  to  whom  it  is  an  ill  high  Avind 
that  blows  no  good ;  but,  there  can  hardly  be 
any  Walworth  left  by  this  time.  It  must  surely 
be  blown  away.  I  have  read  of  more  chimney- 
stacks  and  house-copings  coming  down  with 
terrific  smashes  at  Walworth,  and  of  more  sacred 
edifices  being  nearly  (not  quite)  blown  out  to 
sea  from  the  same  accursed  locality,  than  I  have 
read  of  practised  thieves  with  the  appearance 


and  manners  of  gentlemen — a  popular  pncno- 
menon  which  never  existed  on  earth  out  of 
fiction  and  a  police  report.  Again  :  I  wonder 
why  ]ieople  are  always  blown  into  the  Surrey 
Canal,  and  into  no  other  piece  of  water !  Why- 
do  i)eople  get  up  early  and  go  out  in  groups,  to 
be  blown  into  the  Surrey  Canal  ?  Do  they  say 
to  one  another,  "  Welcome  death,  so  that  we 
get  into  the  newspapers ?''  Even  that  would  be 
an  insufficient  explanation,  because  even  then 
they  might  sometimes  put  themselves  in  the  way 
of  being  blown  into  the  Regent's  Canal,  instead 
of  always  saddling  Surrey  for  the  field.  Some 
nameless  policeman,  too,  is  constantly,  on  the 
slightest  provocation,  getting  himself  blown  into 
this  same  Surrey  Canal.  Will  Sir  Richard 
Mayne  see  to  it,  and  restrain  that  weak-minded 
and  feeble-bodied  constable  ? 

To  resume  the  consideration  of  the  curious 
question  of  Refreshment.  I  am  a  Briton,  and, 
as  such,  I  am  aware  that  I  never  will  be  a  slave 
— and  yet  I  have  latent  suspicion  that  there 
must  be  some  slavery  of  wrong  custom  in  this 
matter. 

I  travel  by  railroad.  I  start  from  home  at 
seven  or  eight  in  the  morning,  after  breakfasting 
hurriedly.  What  with  skimming  over  the  open 
landscape,  Avhat  w^ith  mining  in  the  damj)  boAvels 
of  the  earth,  what  with  banging,  booming,  and 
shrieking  the  scores  of  miles  away,  I  am  hungry 
when  I  arrive  at  the  "  Refreshment "  station 
Avhere  I  am  expected.  Please  to  observe,  ex- 
pected. "  I  have  said,  I  am  hungry ;  perhaps  I 
might  say,  Avith  greater  point  and  force,  that  I 
am  to  some  extent  exhausted,  and  that  I  need 
— in  the  expressive  French  sense  of  the  Avord — 
to  be  restored.  What  is  provided  for  my  re- 
storation ?  The  apartment  that  is  to  restore  me 
is  a  Avind-trap,  cunningly  set  to  inveigle  all  the 
draughts  in  that  country-side,  and  to  communi- 
cate a  special  intensity  and  velocity  to  them  as 
they  rotate  in  tAVO  hurricanes :  one,  about  my 
Avretched  head ;  one,  about  my  AA'retched  legs. 
The  training  of  the  young  ladies  behind  the 
counter  Avho  are  to  restore  me,  has  been,  from 
their  infancy,  directed  to  the  assumption  of  a 
defiant  dramatic  shoAV  that  I  am  not  expected. 
It  is  in  vain  for  me  to  represent  to  them,  by  my 
humble  and  conciliatory  manners,  that  I  Avish  to 
be  liberal.  It  is  in  vain  for  me  to  represent  to 
myself,  for  the  encouragement  of  my  sinking 
soul,  that  the  young  ladies  have  a  pecuniary 
interest  in  my  arriAal.  Neither  my  reason  nor 
my  feelings  can  make  head  against  the  cold 
glazed  glare  of  eye  Avith  Avhich  I  am  assured  that 
I  am  not  expected,  and  not  Avanted.  The  solitary 
man  amoncr  the  bottles  Avould  sometimes  take 
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pity  on  me,  if  he  dared,  but  he  is  powerless 
against  the  riglits  and  mights  of  "Woman.  (Of 
the  page  I  make  no  account,  for,  he  is  a  boy, 
and  therefore  the  natural  enemy  of  Creation.) 
Chilling  fast,  in  the  deadly  tornadoes  to  which 
my  upper  and  lower  extremities  are  exposed, 
and  subdued  by  the  moral  disadvantage  at  which 
I  stand,  I  turn  my  disconsolate  eyes  on  the 
refreshments  that  are  to  restore  me.  I  find  that 
I  must  either  scald  my  throat  by  insanely  ladling 
into  it,  against  time  and  for  no  wager,  brown  hot 
water  stiffened  with  flour  ;  or  I  must  make  my- 
self flaky  and  sick  with  Banbury  cake;  or,  I 
must  stuff  into  my  delicate  organisation  a  currant 
pincushion  which  I  know  will  swell  into  im- 
measurable dimensions  when  it  has  got  there ; 
or,  I  must  extort  from  an  iron-bound  quarry, 
with  a  fork,  as  if  I  were  farming  an  inhospitable 
soil,  some  glutinous  lumps  of  gristle  and  grease, 
called  pork-pie.  While  thus  forlornly  occupied, 
I  find  that  the  depressing  banquet  on  the  table 
is,  in  every  phase  of  its  profoundly  unsatisfactory 
character,  so  like  the  banquet  at  the  meanest 
and  shabbiest  of  evening  parties,  that  I  begin  to 
think  I  must  have  "  brought  down  "  to  supper 
the  old  lady  unknown,  blue  with  cold,  who  is 
setting  her  teeth  on  edge  with  a  cool  orange  at 
my  elbow — that  the  pastrycook,  who  has  com- 
pounded for  the  company  on  the  lowest  terms 
per  head,  is  a  fraudulent  bankrupt  redeeming  his 
contract  with  the  stale  stock  from  his  window — 
that,  for  some  unexplained  reason,  the  family 
giving  the  party  have  become  my  mortal  foes, 
and  have  given  it  on  purpose  to  affront  me.  Or, 
I  fancy  that  I  am  "  breaking  up  "  again  at  the 
evening  conversazione  at  school,  charged  two- 
and-sixpence  in  the  half-year's  bill ;  or  breaking 
down  again  at  that  celebrated  evening  party 
given  at  Mrs.  Bogles's  boarding-house  when  I  was 
a  boarder  there,  on  which  occasion  Mrs.  Bogles 
was  taken  in  execution  by  a  branch  of  the  legal 
profession  who  got  in  as  the  harp,  and  was 
removed  (with  the  keys  and  subscribed  capital) 
to  a  place  of  durance,  half  an  hour  prior  to  the 
commencement  of  the  festivities. 

Take  another  case. 

Mr.  Grazinglands,  of  the  Midland  Counties, 
came  to  London  by  railroad  one  morning  last  week, 
accompanied  by  the  amiable  and  fascinating  Mrs. 
Grazinglands.  ]\Ir.  G.  is  a  gentleman  of  a  com- 
fortable property,  and  had  a  little  business  to 
transact  at  the  Bank  of  England,  which  required 
the  concurrence  and  signature  of  Mrs.  G.    Their 

1  •  • 

busmess  disposed  of,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Grazinglands 
viewed  the  Royal  Exchange,  and  the  exterior  of 
St.  Paul's  Cathedral.  The  spirits  of  Mrs.  Grazing- 
lands   then   gradually    beginning    to   flag,   !Mr. 


Grazinglands  (who  is  the  tenderest  of  husbands) 
remarked  with  sympathy,  "  Arabella,  my  dear,  I 
fear  you  are  faint."  Mrs.  Grazinglands  replied, 
"  Alexander,  I  am  rather  faint;  but  don't  mind 
me,  I  shall  be  better  presently."  Touched  by 
the  feminine  meekness  of  this  answer,  Mr. 
Grazinglands  looked  in  at  a  pastrycook's  window, 
hesitating  as  to  the  expediency/  of  lunching  at 
that  establishment.  He  beheld  nothing  to  eat 
but  butter  in  various  forms,  slightly  charged  with 
jam,  and  languidly  frizzling  over  tepid  water. 
Two  ancient  turtle  shells,  on  which  was  inscribed 
the  legend  "  Soups,"  decorated  a  glass  partition 
within,  enclosing  a  stufty  alcove,  from  which  a 
ghastly  mockery  of  a  marriage  breakfast  spread 
on  a  rickety  table,  warned  the  terrified  traveller. 
An  oblong  box  of  stale  and  broken  pastry  at 
reduced  prices,  mounted  on  a  stool,  ornamented 
the  doorway ;  and  two  high  chairs,  that  looked 
as  if  they  were  performing  on  stilts,  embellished 
the  counter.  Over  the  whole  a  young  lady  pre- 
sided, whose  gloomy  haughtiness,  as  she  sur- 
veyed the  street,  announced  a  deep-seated 
grievance  against  society,  and  an  implacable 
determination  to  be  avenged.  From  a  beetle- 
haunted  kitchen  below  this  institution,  fumes 
arose,  suggestive  of  a  class  of  soup  which  Mr. 
Grazinglands  knew,  from  painful  experience, 
enfeebles  the  mind,  distends  the  stomach,  forces 
itself  into  the  complexion,  and  tries  to  ooze  out 
at  the  eyes.  As  he  decided  against  entering, 
and  turned  away,  IMrs.  Grazinglands,  becommg 
perceptibly  weaker,  repeated,  "  I'm  rather  faint, 
Alexander,  but  don't  mind  me."  Urged  to  new 
efforts  by  these  words  of  resignation,  Mr.  Grazing- 
lands looked  in  at  a  cold  and  floury  baker's 
shop,  where  utilitarian  buns,  unrelieved  by  a 
currant,  consorted  with  hard  biscuits,  a  stone 
filter  of  cold  water,  a  hard  pale  clock,  and  a 
hard  little  old  woman  with  flaxen  hair,  of  an 
undeveloped  farinaceous  aspect,  as  if  she  had 
been  fed  upon  seeds.  He  might  have  entered 
even  here,  but  for  the  timely  remembrance 
coming  upon  him  that  Jairing's  was  but  round 
the  corner. 

Now,  Jairing's  being  an  hotel  for  families  and 
gentlemen,  in  high  repute  among  the  midland 
counties,  Mr.  Grazinglands  plucked  up  a  great 
spirit  when  he  told  Mrs.  Grazinglands  she  should 
have  a  chop  there.  That  lady  likewise  felt  that 
she  was  going  to  see  Life.  Arriving  on  that  gay 
and  festive  scene,  they  found  the  second  waiter, 
in  a  flabby  undress,  cleaning  the  windows  of  the 
empty  coffee-room ;  and  the  first  waiter,  denuded 
of  his  white  tie,  making  up  his  cruets  behind 
the  Post-Office  Director)-.  The  latter  (who  took 
them   in   hand)  was   greatly  put  out  by  their 
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patronage,  and  showed  his  mind  to  be  troubled 
by  a  sense  of  the  pressing  necessity  of  instantly 
smuggling  Mrs.  Grazinglands  into  the  obscurest 
corner  of  the  building.  This  slighted  lady  (who 
is  the  pride  of  her  division  of  the  county)  was 
immediately  conveyed,  by  several  dark  passages, 
and  up  and  down  several  steps,  into  a  penitential 
apartment  at  the  back  of  the  house,  where  five 
invalided  old  plate-warmers  leaned  up  against 
one  another  under  a  discarded  old  melancholy 
sideboard,  and  where  the  wintry  leaves  of  all  the 
dining-tables  in  the  house  lay  thick.  Also,  a 
sofa,  of  incomprehensible  form  regarded  from 
any  sofane  point  of  view,  murmured,  "Bed;" 
while  an  air  of  mingled  fluffiness  and  heel-taps 
added,  "  Second  Waiter's."  Secreted  in  this 
dismal  hold,  objects  of  a  mysterious  distrust 
and  suspicion,  Mr.  Grazinglands  and  his  charm- 
ing partner  waited  twenty  minutes  for  the  smoke 
(for  it  never  came  to  a  fire),  twenty-five  minutes 
for  the  sherry,  half  an  hour  for  the  table-cloth, 
forty  minutes  for  the  knives  and  forks,  three- 
(]uarters  of  an  hour  for  the  chops,  and  an  hour 
for  the  potatoes.  On  settling  the  little  bill— 
which  was  not  much  more  than  the  day's  pay 
of  a  Lieutenant  in  the  navy — Mr.  Grazinglands- 
took  heart  to  remonstrate  against  the  general 
([uality  and  cost  of  his  reception.  To  whom 
the  waiter  replied,  substantially,  that  Jairing's 
made  it  a  merit  to  have  accepted  him  on  any 
terms:  "for,"  added  the  waiter  (unmistakably 
coughing  at  Mrs.  Grazinglands,  the  pride  of  her 
division  of  the  county),  "  when  indiwiduals  is 
not  staying  in  the  'Ouse,  their  favours  is  not  as 
a  rule  looked  upon  as  making  it  worth  Mr. 
Jairing's  while;  nor  is  it,  indeed,  a  style  of 
business  Mr.  Jairing  wishes."  Finally,  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Grazinglands  passed  out  of  Jairing's  Hotel 
for  Families  and  Gentlemen  in  a  state  of  the 
greatest  depression,  scorned  by  the  bar;  and 
did  not  recover  their  self-respect  for  several 
days. 

Or,  take  another  case.     Take  your  own  case. 

You  are  going  off  by  railway  from  any  Ter- 
minus. You  have  twenty  minutes  for  dinner 
before  you  go.  You  want  your  dinner,  and,  like 
Doctor  Johnson,  Sir,  you  like  to  dine.  You  pre- 
sent to  your  mind  a  picture  of  the  refreshment- 
table  at  that  terminus.  The  conventional  shabby 
evening-party  supper — accepted  as  the  model  for 
all  termini  and  all  refreshment  stations,  because 
it  is  the  last  repast  known  to  this  state  of  exist- 
ence of  which  any  human  creature  would  par- 
take, but  in  the  direst  extremity — sickens  your 
contemplation,  and  your  words  are  these:  "I 
cannot  dine  on  stale  sponge-cakes  that  turn  to 
sand  in  the  mouth.     I  cannot,  dine  on  shininor 


brown  patties,  composed  of  unknown  animals 
within,  and  offering  to  my  view  the  device  of  an 
indigestible  star-fish  in  leaden  pie-crust  without. 
1  cannot  dine  on  a  sandwich  that  has  long  been 
pining  under  an  exhausted  receiver,  I  cannot 
dine  on  barley-sugar.  I  cannot  dine  on  Toffee." 
You  rcj^air  to  the  nearest  hotel,  and  arrive, 
agitated,  in  the  coft'ee-room. 

It  is  a  most  astonishing  fact  that  the  waiter  is 
very  cold  to  you.  Account  for  it  how  you  may, 
smooth  it  over  how  you  will,  you  cannot  deny 
that  he  is  cold  to  you.  He  is  not  glad  to  see 
you,  he  does  not  want  you,  he  would  much  rather 
you  hadn't  come.  He  opposes  to  your  flushed 
condition  an  immovable  composure.  As  if  this 
were  not  enough,  another  waiter,  born,  as  it 
would  seem,  expressly  to  look  at  you  in  this 
passage  of  your  life,  stands  at  a  little  distance, 
with  his  napkin  under  his  arm  and  his  hands 
folded,  looking  at  you  with  all  his  might.  You 
impress  on  your  waiter  that  you  have  ten 
minutes  for  dinner,  and  he  proposes  that  you 
shall  begin  with  a  bit  of  fish  which  will  be  ready 
in  twenty.  That  proposal  declined,  he  suggests 
— as  a  neat  originality — "a  weal  or  mutton 
cutlet."  You  close  with  either  cutlet,  any  cutlet, 
anything.  He  goes,  leisurely,  behind  a  door, 
and  calls  down  some  unseen  shaft.  A  ventrilo- 
quial  dialogue  ensues,  tending  finally  to  the  efi"ect 
that  weal  only  is  available  on  the  spur  of  the 
moment.  You  anxiously  call  out,  "  Veal,  then ! " 
Your  waiter,  having  settled  that  point,  returns  to 
array  your  table-cloth,  with  a  table  napkin  folded 
cocked-hat-wise  (slowly,  for  something  out  of 
window  engages  his  eye),  a  white  wine-glass,  a 
green  wine-glass,  a  blue  finger-glass,  a  tumbler, 
and  a  powerful  field  battery  of  fourteen  casters 
with  nothing  in  them ;  or,  at  all  events — which 
is  enough  for  your  purpose — with  nothing  in 
them  that  will  come  out.  All  this  time  the 
other  waiter  looks  at  you — with  an  air  of  mental 
comparison  and  curiosity,  now,  as  if  it  had  oc- 
curred to  him  that  you  are  rather  like  his 
brother.  Half  your  time  gone,  and  nothing 
come  but  the  jug  of  ale  and  the  bread,  you  im- 
plore your  waiter  to  "  see  after  that  cutlet, 
waiter ;  pray  do  !  "  He  cannot  go  at  once,  for 
he  is  carrying  in  seventeen  pounds  of  American 
cheese  for  you  to  finish  with,  and  a  small  Landed 
Estate  of  celery  and  water-cresses.  The  other 
waiter  changes  his  leg,  and  takes  a  new  view  of 
you — doubtfully,  now,  as  if  he  had  rejected  the 
resemblance  to  his  brother,  and  had  begun  to 
think  you  more  like  his  aunt  or  his  grandmother. 
Again  you  beseech  your  waiter,  with  pathetic 
indignation,  to  "see  after  that  cutlet!"  He 
steps  out  to  see  after  it,  and  by-and-by,  when 
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you  are  going  away  without  it,  comes  back  with 
it.  Even  then  he  will  not  take  the  sham  silver 
cover  off  without  a  pause  for  a  flourish,  and  a 
look  at  the  musty  cutlet  as  if  he  were  surprised 
to  see  it — which  cannot  possibly  be  the  case, 
he  must  have  seen  it  so  often  before.  A  sort  of 
fur  has  been  produced  upon  its  surface  by  the 
cook's  art,  and  in  a  sham  silver  vessel,  stagger- 
ing on  two  feet  instead  of  three,  is  a  cutaneous 
kind  of  sauce,  of  brown  pimples  and  pickled 
cucumber.  You  order  the  bill,  but  your  waiter 
cannot  bring  your  bill  yet,  because  he  is  bring- 
ing, instead,  three  flinty-hearted  potatoes  and 
two  grim  heads  of  broccoli,  like  the  occasional 
ornaments  on  area  railings,  badly  boiled.  You 
know  that  you  will  never  come  to  this  pass,  any 
more  than  to  the  cheese  and  the  celery,  and 
you  imperatively  demand  your  bill ;  but,  it  takes 
time  to  get,  even  when  gone  for,  because  your 
waiter  has  to  communicate  with  a  lady  who 
lives  behind  a  sash-window  in  a  corner,  and 
who  appears  to  have  to  refer  to  several  Ledgers 
before  she  can  make  it  out — as  if  you  had  been 
staying  there  a  year.  You  become  distracted  to 
get  away,  and  the  other  waiter,  once  more  chang- 
ing his  leg,  still  looks  at  you — but  suspiciously, 
now,  as  if  you  had  begun  to  remind  him  of  the 
party  who  took  the  great-coats  last  winter. 
Your  bill  at  last  brought  and  paid,  at  the  rate 
of  sixpence  a  mouthful,  your  waiter  reproach- 
fully reminds  you  that  "attendance  is  not 
charged  for  a  single  meal,"  and  you  have  to 
search  in  all  your  pockets  for  sixpence  more. 
He  has  a  worse  opinion  of  you  than  ever,  when 
you  have  given  it  to  him,  and  lets  you  out  into 
the  street  with  the  air  of  one  saying  to  himself, 
as  you  cannot  doubt  he  is,  "  I  hope  we  shall 
never  see  you  here  again  ! " 

Or,  take  any  other  of  the  numerous  travelling 
instances  in  which,  with  more  time  at  your  dis- 
posal, you  are,  have  been,  or  may  be  equally  ill 
served.  Take  the  old-established  Bull's  Head, 
with  its  old-established  knife-boxes  on  its  old- 
established  sideboards,  its  old-established  flue 
under  its  old-established  four-post  bedsteads  in 
its  old-established  airless  rooms,  its  old-esta- 
blished frouziness  up-stairs  and  down-stairs,  its 
old-established  cookery,  and  its  old-established 
principles  of  plunder.  Count  up  your  injuries, 
in  its  side-dishes  of  ailing  sweetbreads  in  white 
poultices,  of  apothecaries'  powders  in  rice  for 
curry,  of  pale  stewed  bits  of  calf  ineffectually 
relying  for  an  adventitious  interest  on  forcemeat 
balls.  You  have  had  experience  of  the  old- 
established  Bull's  Head  stringy  fowls,  with  lower 
extremities  like  wooden  legs,  sticking  up  out  of 
the  dish ;  of  its  cannibalic  boiled  mutton,  gush- 


ing horribly  among  its  capers  when  carved ;  of 
its  little  dishes  of  pastry — roofs  of  spermaceti 
ointment,  erected  over  half  an  apple  or  four 
gooseberries.  Well  for  you  if  you  have  yet  for- 
gotten the  old-established  Bull's  Head  fruity 
port ;  whose  reputation  was  gained  solely  by 
the  old-established  price  the  Bull's  Head  put 
upon  it,  and  by  the  old-established  air  with 
which  the  Bull's  Head  set  the  glasses  and 
D'Oyleys  on,  and  held  that  Liquid  Gout  to  the 
three-and-sixpenny  wax  candle,  as  if  its  old- 
established  colour  hadn't  come  from  the  dyer's. 

Or,  lastly,  take,  to  finish  with,  two  cases  that 
we  all  know  every  day. 

We  all  know  the  new  hotel  near  the  station, 
where  it  is  always  gusty,  going  up  the  lane  Avhich 
is  always  muddy,  where  we  are  sure  to  arrive  at 
night,  and  where  we  make  the  gas  start  awfully 
when  we  open  the  front-door.  We  all  know  the 
flooring  of  the  passages  and  staircases  that  is  too 
new,  and  the  walls  that  are  too  new,  and  the 
house  that  is  haunted  by  the  ghost  of  mortar. 
We  all  know  the  doors  that  have  cracked,  and 
the  cracked  shutters  through  which  we  get  a 
glimpse  of  the  disconsolate  moon.  We  all  know 
the  new  people  who  have  come  to  keep  the  new 
hotel,  and  who  wish  they  had  never  come,  and 
who  (inevitable  result)  wish  wc  had  never  come. 
We  all  know  how  much  too  scant  and  smooth 
and  bright  the  new  furniture  is,  and  how  it  has 
never  settled  down,  and  cannot  fit  itself  into 
right  places,  and  will  get  into  wrong  places. 
We  all  know  how  the  gas,  being  lighted,  shows 
maps  of  Damp  upon  the  walls.  We  all  know 
how  the  ghost  of  mortar  passes  into  our  sand- 
wich, stirs  our  negus,  goes  up  to  bed  with  us, 
ascends  the  pale  bedroom  chimney,  and  pre- 
vents the  smoke  from  following.  VVe  all  know 
how  a  leg  of  our  chair  comes  off  at  breakfast  in 
the  morning,  and  how  the  dejected  waiter  attri- 
butes the  accident  to  a  general  greenness  per- 
vading the  establishment,  and  informs  us,  in 
reply  to  a  local  inquiry,  that  he  is  thankful  to 
say  he  is  an  entire  stranger  in  that  part  of  the 
country,  and  is  going  back  to  his  own  connec- 
tion on  Saturday. 

We  all  know,  on  the  other  hand,  the  great  sta- 
tion hotel  belonging  to  the  compnny  of  proprietors, 
which  has  suddenly  sprung  up  in  the  back  out- 
skirts of  any  i)lace  we  like  to  name,  and  where  we 
look  out  of  our  palatial  windows,  at  little  back- 
yards and  gardens,  old  summer-houses,  fowl- 
houses,  pigeon-traps,  and  pigsties.  We  all  know 
this  hotel,  in  which  we  can  get  anythhig  wc 
want,  after  its  kind,  for  money ;  but  where  no- 
body is  glad  to  see  us,  or  sorry  to  see  us,  or 
minds  (our  bill  paid)  whether  we  come  or  go. 
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or  how,  or  when,  or  Avhy,  or  cares  about  us. 
AVe  all  know  this  hotel,  where  we  have  no  in- 
dividuality, but  put  ourselves  into  the  general 
post,  as  it  were,  and  are  sorted  and  disposed  of 
according  to  our  division.  We  all  know  that  we 
can  get  on  very  well  indeed  at  such  a  place,  but 
still  not  perfectly  well;  and  this  may  be  because 
the  place  is  largely  wholesale,  and  there  is  a 
lingering  personal  retail  interest  within  us  that 
asks  to  be  satisfied. 

To  sum  up.  My  uncommercial  travelling  has 
not  yet  brought  me  to  the  conclusion  that  we 
are  close  to  perfection  in  these  matters.  And 
just  as  I  do  not  believe  that  the  end  of  the  world 
will  ever  be  near  at  hand,  so  long  as  any  of  the 
very  tiresome  and  arrogant  people  who  con- 
stantly predict  that  catastrophe  are  left  in  it,  so 
I  shall  have  small  fauh  in  the  Hotel  Millennium 
while  any  of  the  uncomfortable  superstitions  I 
have  glanced  at  remain  in  existence. 


VII. 

TRAVELLING  ABROAD. 

GOT  into  the  travelling  chariot — it 
was  of  German  make,  roomy,  heavy, 
and  unvarnished — I  got  into  the 
travelling  chariot,  pulled  up  the 
steps  after  me,  shut  myself  in  with 
a  smart  bang  of  the  door,  and  gave 
^-^  the  word  "  Go  on  !  " 
^  Immediately  all   that  W.  and  S.W. 

division  of  London  began  to  slide  away  at  a 
pace  so  lively,  that  I  was  over  the  river,  and  past 
the  Old  Kent  Road,  and  out  on  Blackheath,  and 
even  ascending  Shooter's  Hill,  before  I  had  time 
to  look  about  me  in  the  carriage,  like  a  collected 
traveller. 

I  had  two  ample  Imperials  on  the  roof,  other 
fitted  storage  for  luggage  in  front,  and  other  up 
behind ;  I  had  a  net  for  books  overhead,  great 
pockets  to  all  the  windows,  a  leathern  pouch  or 
two  hung  up  for  odds  and  ends,  and  a  reading- 
lamp  fixed  in  the  back  of  the  chariot,  in  case  I 
should  be  benighted.  I  was  amply  provided  in 
all  respects,  and  had  no  idea  where  I  was  going 
(which  was  delightful),  except  that  I  was  going 
abroad. 

So  smooth  was  the  old  high-road,  and  so  fresh 
were  the  horses,  and  so  fast  went  I,  that  it  was 
midway  between  Gravesend  and  Rochester,  and 
the  widening  river  was  bearing  the  ships,  white 
smled,  or  black  smoked,  out  to  sea,  when  I 
noticed  by  the  wayside  a  very  queer  small  boy. 


"  Holloa ! "  said  I  to  the  very  queer  small 
boy,  "  where  do  you  live  ?  " 

"  At  Chatham,"  says  he. 

"  What  do  you  do  there  ?  "  says  I. 

*'  I  go  to  school,"  says  he. 

I  took  him  up  in  a  moment,  and  we  went  on. 
Presently  the  very  queer  small  boy  says,  "  This 
is  Gads-hill  we  are  coming  to,  where  Falstaff 
vv-ent  out  to  rob  those  travellers,  and  ran  awa}-." 

"  You  know  something  about  Falstaff,  eh  ?  " 
said  I. 

"  All  about  him,"  said  the  very  queer  small 
boy.  ''  I  am  old  (I  am  nine),  and  I  read  all 
sorts  of  books.  But  do  let  us  stop  at  the  top  of 
the  hill,  and  look  at  the  house  there,  if  you 
please ! " 

''  You  admire  that  house,"  said  I. 

"  Bless  you,  sir,"  said  the  very  queer  small  boy, 
''  when  I  was  not  more  than  half  as  old  as  nine, 
it  used  to  be  a  treat  for  me  to  be  brought  to  look 
at  it.  And,  now  I  am  nine,  I  come  by  myself 
to  look  at  it.  And  ever  since  I  can  recollect, 
my  father,  seeing  me  so  fond  of  it,  has  often 
said  to  me,  '  If  you  were  to  be  very  persevering, 
and  were  to  work  hard,  you  might  some  day 
come  to  live  in  it.'  Though  that's  impossible  !  " 
said  the  very  queer  small  boy,  drawing  a  low 
breath,  and  now  staring  at  the  house  out  of  win- 
dow with  all  his  might. 

I  was  rather  amazed  to  be  told  this  by  the 
very  queer  small  boy  ;  for  that  house  happens 
to  be  my  house,  and  I  have  reason  to  believe 
that  what  he  said  was  true. 

Well !  I  made  no  halt  there,  and  I  soon 
dropped  the  very  queer  small  boy,  and  went  on. 
Over  the  road  where  the  old  Romans  used  to 
march,  over  the  road  where  the  old  Canterbury 
pilgrims  used  to  go,  over  the  road  where  the 
travelling  trains  of  the  old  imperious  priests  and 
princes  used  to  jingle  on  horseback  between  the 
Continent  and  this  Island  through  the  mud  and 
water,  over  the  road  where  Shakspeare  hummed 
to  himself,  "  Blow,  blow,  thou  winter  v/ind,"  as 
he  sat  in  the  saddle  at  the  gate  of  the  inn  yard 
noticing  the  carriers ;  all  among  the  cherry 
orchards,  apple  orchards,  corn-fields,  and  hop 
gardens :  so  went  I,  by  Canterbury  to  Dover. 
There  the  sea  was  tumbling  in,  with  deep  sounds, 
after  dark,  and  the  revolving  French  light  on 
Gape  Grinez  was  seen  regularly  bursting  out  and 
becoming  obscured,  as  if  the  head  of  agigantic 
light-keeper  in  an  anxious  state  of  mind  were 
interposed  every  half-minute,  to  look  how  it  Avas 
burning. 

Early  in  the  morning  I  was  on  the  deck  of 
the  steam-packet,  and  we  were  aiming  at  the  bar 
in  the  usual  intolerable  manner,  and  the  bar  was 
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aiming  at  us  in  the  usual  intolerable  manner, 
and  the  bar  got  by  far  the  best  of  it,  and  we  got 
by  far  the  v/orst — all  in  the  usual  intolerable 
manner. 

But,  when  I  was  clear  of  the  Custom  House 
on  the  other  side,  and  when  I  began  to  make 
the  dust  fly  on  the  thirsty  French  roads,  and 
when  the  twigsome  trees  by  the  wayside  (which, 
I  suppose,  never  will  grow  leafy,  for  they  never 
did)  guarded  here  and  there  a  dusty  soldier,  or 
field  labourer,  baking  on  a  heap  of  broken 
stones,  sound  asleep  in  a  fiction  of  shade,  I  be- 
gan to  recover  my  travelling  spirits.  Coming 
upon  the  breaker  of  the  broken  stones,  in  a  hard 
hot  shining  hat,  on  which  the  sun  played  at  a 
distance  as  on  a  burning-glass,  I  felt  that  now, 
indeed,  I  was  in  the  dear  old  France  of  my 
affection.  I  should  have  known  it,  without  the 
well-remembered  bottle  of  rough  ordinary  wine, 
the  cold  roast  fowl,  the  loaf,  and  the  pinch  of 
salt,  on  which  I  lunched  with  unspeakable  satis- 
faction, from  one  of  the  stuffed  pockets  of  the 
chariot. 

I  must  have  fallen  asleep  after  lunch,  for, 
when  a  bright  face  looked  in  at  the  window,  I 
started,  and  said  : 

"  Good  God,  Louis,  I  dreamed  you  were 
dead  ! " 

My  cheerful  servant  laughed  and  answered  : 
"  Me  ?     Not  at  all,  sir." 
"  How  glad  I  am  to  wake  !     What  are  we 
doing,  Louis  ?  " 

'•  We  go  to  take  relay  of  horses.     Will  you 
walk  up  the  hill  ?  " 
"  Certainly." 

Welcome  the  old  French  hill,  with  the  old 
French  lunatic  (not  in  the  most  distant  degree 
related  to  Sterne's  Maria)  living  in  a  thatched 
dog-kennel  half-way  up,  and  flying  out  with  his 
crutch  and  his  big  head  and  extended  nightcap, 
to  be  beforehand  with  the  old  men  and  women 
exhibiting  crippled  children,  and  with  the  chil- 
dren exhibiting  old  men  and  women,  ugly  and 
blind,  who  always  seemed  by  resurrectionary 
process  to  be  recalled  out  of  the  elements  for 
the  sudden  peopling  of  the  solitude  ! 

''  It  is  well,"  said  I,  scattering  among  them 
what  small  coin  I  had  ;  "  here  comes  Louis, 
and  I  am  quite  roused  from  my  nap." 

We  journeyed  on  again,  and  I  welcomed 
every  new  assurance  that  France  stood  where  I 
had  left  it.  There  were  the  posting-houses, 
with  their  archways,  dirty  stable-yards,  and 
clean  postmasters'  wives,  bright  women  of  busi- 
ness, looking  on  at  the  putting-to  of  the  horses; 
there  were  the  postillions  counting  what  money 
they  got   into    their  hats,    and   never   making 


enough  of  it ;  there  were  the  standard  popula- 
tion of  grey  horses  of  Flanders  descent,  invari- 
ably biting  one  another  when  they  got  a  chance ; 
there  were  the  fleecy  sheep-skins,  looped  on 
over  their  uniforms  by  the  postillions,  like 
bibbed  aprons  when  it  blew  and  rained ;  there 
were  their  jack-books,  and  their  cracking  whips  ; 
there  were  the  cathedrals  that  I  got  out  to  see, 
as  under  some  cruel  bondage,  in  nowise  desiring 
to  see  them  ;  there  were  the  little  towns  that 
appeared  to  have  no  reason  for  being  towns, 
since  most  of  their  houses  were  to  let,  and 
nobody  could  be  induced  to  look  at  them,  ex- 
cept the  people  who  couldn't  let  them,  and  had 
nothing  else  to  do  but  look  at  them  all  day.  I 
lay  a  night  upon  the  road,  and  enjoyed  delect- 
able cookery  of  potatoes,  and  some  other  sen- 
sible things,  adoption  of  which  at  home  would 
inevitably  be  shown  to  be  fraught  with  ruin, 
somehow  or  other,  to  that  rickety  national 
blessing,  the  British  farmer ;  and  at  last  I  was 
rattled,  like  a  single  pill  in  a  bo-x,  over  leagues 
of  stones,  until — madly  cracking,  plunging,  and 
flourishing  two  grey  tails  about — I  made  my 
triumphal  entry  into  Paris. 

At  Paris  I  took  an  upper  apartment  for  a  few 
days  in  one  of  the  hotels  of  the  Rue  de  Rivoli ; 
my  front  windows  looking  into  the  garden  of 
the  Tuilcrics  (where  the  principal  diiference  be- 
tween the  nursemaids  and  the  flowers  seemed 
to  be  that  the  former  were  locomotive,  and  the 
latter  not) :  my  back-windows  looking  at  all  the 
other  back-windows  in  the  hotel,  and  deep 
down  into  a  paved  yard,  where  my  German 
chariot  had  retired  under  a  tight-fitting  archwa)-, 
to  all  appearance  for  life,  and  where  bells  rang 
all  day  without  anybody's  minding  them  but 
certain  chamberlains  with  feather  brooms  and 
green  baize  caps,  who  here  and  there  leaned 
out  of  some  high  window  placidly  looking  down, 
and  where  neat  waiters  with  tra}-s  on  their  left 
shoulders  passed  and  repassed  from  morning  to 
night. 

Whenever  I  am  at  Paris,  I  am  dragged  by  in- 
visible force  into  the  Morgue.  I  never  want  to 
go  there,  but  am  always  pulled  there.  One 
Christmas-day,  when  I  would  rather  have  been 
anywhere  else,  I  was  attracted  in,  to  see  an  old 
grey  man  lying  all  alone  on  his  cold  bed,  with 
a  tap  of  water  turned  on  over  his  grey  hair,  and 
running,  drip,  drip,  drip,  down  his  wretched 
face  until  it  got  to  the  corner  of  his  mouth, 
where  it  took  a  turn,  and  made  him  look  sly. 
One  New  Year's  mornirg  (by  the  same  token, 
the  sun  was  shining  outside,  and  there  was  a 
mountebank  balancing  a  feather  on  his  nose, 
within  a  yard  of  the  gate),  I  was  pulled  in  again 
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to  look  at  a  flaxen-haired  boy  of  eighteen,  with 
a  heart  hanging  on  his  breast — "  from  his 
mother,"  was  engraven  on  it — who  had  come 
into  the  net  across  the  river,  with  a  bullet 
wound  in  his  f-xir  forehead,  and  his  hands  cut 
with  a  knife,  but  whence  or  how  was  a  blank 
mystery.  This  time  I  was  forced  into  tlie  same 
dread  place,  to  see  a  large  dark  man  whose  dis: 
figuremcnt  by  water  was  in  a  frightful  manner 
comic,  and  whose  expression  was  that  of  a  prize- 
fighter who  had  closed  his  eyelids  under  a  heavy 
blow,  but  was  going  immediately  to  open  them, 
shake  his  head,  and  "come  up  smiling."  Oh, 
\vhat  this  large  dark  man  cost  me  in  that  bright 
city! 

It  was  very  hot  weather,  and  he  was  none  the 
better  for  that,  and  I  was  much  the  worse.  In- 
deed, a  very  neat  and  pleasant  little  woman, 
with  the  key  of  her  lodging  on  her  forefinger, 
who  had  been  showing  him  to  her  little  girl 
while  she  and  the  child  ate  sweetmeats,  observed 
monsieur  looking  poorly  as  we  came  out  to- 
gether, and  asked  monsieur,  with  her  wondering 
little  eyebrows  prettily  raised,  if  there  were  any- 
thing the  matter?  Faintly  replying  in  the  nega- 
tive, monsieur  crossed  the  road  to  a  wine-shop, 
got  some  brandy,  and  resolved  to  freshen  himself 
with  a  dip  in  the  great  floating  bath  on  the  rivei. 
The  bath  was  crowded,  in  the  usual  airy 
manner,  by  a  male  population  in  striped  drawers 
of  various  gay  colours,  who  walked  up  and 
down  arm-in-arm,  drank  coffee,  smoked  cigars, 
sat  at  little  tables,  conversed  politely  with  the 
damsels  who  dispensed  the  towels,  and  every 
now  and  then  pitched  themselves  into  the  river 
head  foremost,  and  came  out  again  to  repeat 
this  social  routine.  I  made  haste  to  participate 
in  the  water  part  of  the  entertainments,  and  was 
in  the  full  enjoyment  of  a  delightful  bath,  when 
all  in  a  moment  I  was  seized  with  an  unreason- 
able idea  that  the  large  dark  body  was  floating 
straight  at  me. 

I  was  out  of  the  river,  and  dressing  instantly. 
In  the  shock  I  had  taken  some  water  into  my 
mouth,  and  it  turned  me  sick,  for  I  fancied  that 
the  contamination  of  the  creature  was  in  it.  I 
had  got  back  to  my  cool  darkened  room  in  the 
hotel,  and  was  lying  on  a  sofa  there,  before  I 
began  to  reason  with  myself. 

Of  course  I  knew  perfectly  well  that  the 
large  dark  creature  was  stone  dead,  and  that  I 
should  no  more  come  upon  him  out  of  the 
})lace  where  I  had  seen  him  dead,  than  I  should 
come  upon  the  cathedral  of  Notre-Dame  in  an 
entirely  new  situation.  What  troubled  me  was 
the  picture  of  the  creature  :  and  that  had  so 
curiously  and  strongly  painted  itself  upon  my 


brain,  that  I  could  not  get  rid  of  it  until  it  was 
worn  out. 

I  noticed  the  peculiarities  of  this  i)ossession 
while  it  was  a  real  discomfort  to  me.  That  very 
day,  at  dinner,  some  morsel  on  my  plate  looked 
like  a  piece  of  him,  and  I  was  glad  to  get  up 
and  go  out.  Later  in  the  evening,  I  was"  walk- 
ing along  the  Rue  St.  Honore,  when  I  saw  a 
bill  at  a  public  room  there,  announcing  small- 
sword exercise,  broad-sword  exercise,  wrestling, 
and  other  such  feats.  I  went  in,  and,  some  of  the 
sword-play  being  very  skilful,  remained.  A 
specimen  of  our  own  national  sport,  the  British 
Boaxe,  was  announced  to  be  given  at  the  close 
of  the  evening.  In  an  evil  hour,  I  determined 
to  wait  for  this  Boaxe,  as  became  a  Briton.  It 
was  a  clumsy  specimen  (executed  by  two  Eng- 
lish grooms  out  of  place),  but  one  of  the  com- 
batants, receiving  a  straight  right-hander  with 
the  glove  between  his  eyes,  did  exactly  what  the 
large  dark  creature  in  the  Morgue  had  seemed 
going  to  do — and  finished  me  for  that  night. 

There  was  rather  a  sickly  smell  (not  at  all  an 
unusual  fragrance  in  Paris)  in  the  little  ante- 
room of  my  apartment  at  the  hotel.  The  large 
dark  creature  in  the  Morgue  was  by  no  direct 
experience  associated  with  my  sense  of  smell, 
because,  when  I  came  to  the  knowledge  of  him, 
he  lay  behind  a  wall  of  thick  plate  glass,  as  good 
as  a  wall  of  steel  or  marble  for  that  matter.  Yet 
the  whiff"  of  the  room  never  failed  to  reproduce 
him.  What  was  more  curious  was,  the  capri- 
ciousness  with  which  his  portrait  seemed  to  light 
itself  up  in  my  mind  elsewhere.  I  might  be 
walking  in  the  Palais  Royal,  lazily  enjoying  the 
shop-windows,  and  might  be  regaling  myself 
with  one  of  the  ready-made  clothes  shops  that 
are  set  out  there.  My  eyes,  wandering  over 
impossible-waisted  dressing-gowns  and  luminous 
waistcoats,  would  fall  upon  the  master,  or  the 
shopman,  or  even  the  very  dummy  at  the  door, 
and  would  suggest  to  me,  "  Something  like 
him  !" — and  instantly  I  was  sickened  again. 

This  would  happen  at  the  theatre,  in  the 
same  manner.  Often  it  would  happen  in  the 
street,  when  I  certainly  was  not  looking  for  the 
likeness,  and  when  probably  there  was  no  like- 
ness there.  It  was  not  because  the  creature 
was  dead  that  I  was  so  haunted,  because  I  know 
that  I  might  have  been  (and  I  know  it  because 
I  have  been)  equally  attended  by  the  image  of 
a  living  aversion.  This  lasted  about  a  week. 
The  picture  did  not  fade  by  degrees,  in  the 
sense  that  it  became  a  whit  less  forcible  and 
distinct,  but  in  the  sense  that  it  obtruded  itself 
less  and  less  frequently.  The  experience  may 
be  worth    considering  by  some  who   have   the 


iMYSTERIOUS  CONDUCT  OF  STRAUDENHEIM. 


care  of  children.  It  would  be  difficult  to  over- 
state the  intensity  and  accuracy  of  an  intelligent 
child's  observation.  At  that  impressible  time  of 
life,  it  must  sometimes  produce  a  fixed  impres- 
sion. If  the  fixed  impression  be  of  an  object 
terrible  to  the  child,  it  will  be  (for  want  of 
reasoning  upon)  inseparable  from  great  fear. 
Force  the  child  at  such  a  time,  be  Spartan  with 
it,  send  it  into  the  dark  against  its  will,  leave  it 
in  a  lonely  bedroom  against  its  will,  and  you 
had  better  murder  it. 

On  a  bright  morning  I  rattled  away  from 
Paris  in  the  German  chariot,  and  left  the  large 
dark  creature  behind  me  for  good.  I  ought  to 
confess,  though,  that  I  had  been  drawn  back 
to  the  Morgue,  after  he  was  put  underground, 
to  look  at  his  clothes,  and  that  I  found  them 
frightfully  like  him — particularly  his  boots.  How- 
ever, I  rattled  away  for  Switzerland,  looking 
forward,  and  not  backward,  and  so  we  parted 
company. 

Welcome  again  the  long  long  spell  of  France, 
with  the  queer  country  inns,  full  of  vases  of 
flowers  and  clocks,  in  the  dull  little  towns,  and 
with  the  little  population  not  at  all  dull  on  the 
little  Boulevard  in  the  evening,  under  the  little 
trees  !  Welcome  Monsieur  the  Cure  walking 
alone  in  the  early  morning  a  short  way  out  of 
the  town,  reading  that  eternal  Breviary  of  yours, 
wliich  surely  might  be  almost  read  without  book 
by  this  time  !  Welcome  Monsieur  the  Cure, 
later  in  the  day,  jolting  through  the  highway 
dust  (as  if  you  had  already  ascended  to  the 
cloudy  region),  in  a  very  big-headed  cabriolet, 
with  the  dried  mud  of  a  dozen  winters  on  it. 
^Velcome  again  Monsieur  the  Cure,  as  we  ex- 
change salutations  ;  you  straightening  your  back 
to  look  at  the  German  chariot,  while  picking  in 
your  little  village  garden  a  vegetable  or  two  for 
the  day's  soup  ;  I  looking  out  of  the  German 
chariot  window  in  that  delicious  traveller's  trance 
which  knows  no  cares,  no  yesterdays,  no  to- 
morrows, nothing  but  the  ])assing  objects  and 
the  passing  scents  and  sounds  !  And  so  I  came, 
in  due  course  of  delight,  to  Strasbourg,  where  I 
passed  a  wet  Sunday  evening  at  a  window,  while 
an  idle  trifle  of  a  vaudeville  was  played  for  me 
at  the  opposite  house. 

How  such  a  large  house  came  to  have  only 
three  people  living  in  it  was  its  own  affair. 
There  were  at  least  a  score  of  windows  in  its 
high  roof  alone  ;  how  many  in  its  grotesque 
front,  I  soon  gave  up  counting.  The  owner  was 
a  shop-keeper,  by  name  Straudenheim ;  by 
trade — I  couldn't  make  out  what  by  trade,  for 
he  had  forborne  to  write  that  up,  and  his  shop 
was  shut. 


At  first,  as  I  looked  at  Straudenheim"s  through 
the  steadily-falling  rain,  I  set  him  up  in  business 
in  the  goose-liver  line.  But,  inspection  of  Strau- 
denheim, who  became  visible  at  a  window  on 
the  second  floor,  convinced  me  that  there  was 
something  more  precious  than  liver  in  the  case. 
He  wore  a  black  velvet  skull-cap,  and  looked 
usurious  and  rich.  A  large-lipped,  pear-nosed 
old  man,  with  white  hair  and  keen  eyes,  though 
near-sighted.  He  was  writing  at  a  desk,  was 
Straudenheim,  and  ever  and  again  left  off  writ- 
ing, put  his  pen  in  his  mouth,  and  went  through 
actions  with  his  right  hand,  like  a  man  steatlying 
piles  of  cash.  Five-franc  pieces,  Straudenheim, 
or  golden  Najioleons  ?  A  jeweller,  Strauden- 
heim, a  dealer  in  money,  a  diamond  merchant, 
cr  what  ? 

Below  Straudenheim,  at  a  window  on  the  first 
floor,  sat  his  housekeeper — far  from  young,  but 
of  a  comely  presence,  suggestive  of  a  well- 
matured  foot  and  ankle.  She  was  cheerily 
dressed,  had  a  fan  in  her  hand,  and  wore  large 
gold  ear-rings  and  a  large  gold  cross.  She 
would  have  been  out  holiday-making  (as  I  set- 
tled it)  but  for  the  pestilent  rain.  Strasbourg 
had  given  up  holiday-making,  for  that  once,  as 
a  bad  job,  because  the  rain  was  jerking  in  gushes 
out  of  the  old  roof-spouts,  and  running  in  a 
brook  down  the  middle  of  the  street.  The 
housekeeper,  her  arms  folded  on  her  bosom  and 
her  fan  tapping  her  chin,  was  bright  anil  smiling 
at  her  open  window,  but  otherwise  Strauden- 
heim's  house-front  was  very  dreary.  The  house- 
keeper's was  the  only  open  window  in  it  ; 
Straudenheim  kept  himself  close,  though  it  was  a 
sultry  evening  when  air  is  pleasant,  and  though 
the  rain  had  brought  into  the  town  that  vague 
refreshing  smell  of  grass  which  rain  does  bring 
in  the  summer-time. 

The  dim  appearance  of  a  man  at  Strauden- 
heim's  shoulder  inspired  me  with  a  misgiving 
that  somebody  had  come  to  niurder  that  flourish- 
ing mercliant  for  the  wealth  with  which  I  had 
handsomely  endowed  him  :  the  rather  as  it  was 
an  excited  man,  lean  and  long  of  figure,  and 
evidently  stealthy  of  foot.  But,  he  conferred 
with  Straudenheim  instead  of  doing  him  a  mor- 
tal injury,  and  then  they  both  softly  opened  the 
other  window  of  that  room — which  was  imme- 
diately over  the  housekeeper's — and  tried  to 
see  her  by  looking  down.  And  my  opinion  of 
Straudenheim  was  much  lowered  when  I  sav/ 
that  eminent  citizen  spit  out  of  window, 
clearly  with  the  hope  of  spitting  on  the  house- 
keeper. 

The  unconscious  housekeeper  fanned  herself, 
tossed  her  head,  and  laughed.     Though  uncon- 
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scions  of  Straudenheim,  she  was  conscious  of 
somebody  else — of  me  ? — there  was  nobody  else. 

After  leaning  so  far  out  of  window  that  I 
confidently  expected  to  see  their  heels  tilt  uj), 
Straudenheim  and  the  lean  man  drew  their  heads 
in  and  shut  the  window.  Presently  the  house- 
door  secretly  opened,  and  they  slowly  and  spite- 
fully crej^t  forth  into  the  pouring  rain.  They 
were  coming  over  to  me  (I  thought)  to  demand 
satisfaction  for  my  looking  at  the  housekeeper, 
when  they  plunged  into  a  recess  in  the  archi- 
tecture under  my  window,  and  dragged  out  the 
puniest  of  little  soldiers,-  begirt  with  the  most 
innocent  of  little  swords.  The  tall  glazed  head- 
dress of  this  warrior  Straudenheim  instantly 
knocked  off,  and  out  of  it  fell  two  sugar-sticks, 
and  three  or  four  large  lumps  of  sugar. 

The  warrior  made  no  effort  to  recover  his 
property,  or  to  pick  up  his  shako,  but  looked 
with  an  expression  of  attention  at  Straudenheim 
when  he  kicked  him  five  times,  and  also  at  the 
lean  man  when  he  kicked  him  five  times,  and 
again  at  Straudenheim  when  he  tore  the  breast 
of  his  (the  warrior's)  little  coat  open,  and  shook 
all  his  ten  fingers  in  his  face,  as  if  they  were  ten 
thousand.  When  these  outrages  had  been  com- 
mitted, Straudenheim  and  his  man  went  into  the 
house  again,  and  barred  the  door.  A  wonder- 
ful circumstance  was,  that  the  housekeeper,  who 
saw  it  all  (and  who  could  have  taken  six  such 
warriors  to  her  buxom  bosom  at  once),  only 
fanned  herself  and  laughed  as  she  had  laughed 
before,  and  seemed  to  have  no  opinion  about 
it,  one  way  or  other. 

But,  the  chief  effect  of  the  drama  was  the 
remarkable  vengeance  taken  by  the  little  warrior. 
Left  alone  in  the  rain,  he  picked  up  his  shako ; 
put  it  on,  all  wet  and  dirty  as  it  was ;  retired 
into  a  court,  of  which  Straudenheim's  house 
formed  the  corner  ;  wheeled  about ;  and,  bring- 
ing his  two  forefingers  close  to  the  top  of  his 
nose,  rubbed  them  over  one  another,  crosswise, 
in  derision,  defiance,  and  contemj)t  of  Strauden- 
heim. Although  Straudenheim  could  not  pos- 
sibly be  supposed  to  be  conscious  of  this  strange 
proceeding,  it  so  inflated  and  comforted  the 
little  warrior's  soul,  that  twice  he  went  away,  and 
twice  came  back  into  the  court  to  repeat  it,  as 
though  it  must  goad  his  enemy  to  madness.  Not 
only  that,  but  he  afterwards  came  back  with  two 
other  small  warriors,  and  they  all  three  did  it 
together.  Not  only  that— as  I  live  to  tell  the 
tale  !— but  just  as  it  was  falling  quite  dark,  the 
three  came  back,  bringing  with  them  a  huge 
bearded  Sapper,  whom  they  moved,  by  recital 
of  the  original  wrong,  to  go  through  the  same 
performance,  with  the  same  complete  absence  of 


all  possible  knowledge  of  it  on  the  part  of 
Straudenheim.  And  then  they  all  went  away 
arm-in-arm,  singing. 

I  went  away  too,  in  the  German  chariot,  at 
sunrise,  and  rattled  on,  day  after  day,  like  one 
in  a  sweet  dream  ;  with  so  many  clear  little  bells 
on  the  harness  of  the  horses,  that  the  nursery 
rhyme  about  Banbury  Cross,  and  the  venerable 
lady  who  rode  in  state  there,  was  always  in  my 
ears.  And  now  I  came  to  the  land  of  wooden 
houses,  innocent  cakes,  thin  butter  soup,  and 
spotless  little  inn  bedrooms  with  a  family  like- 
ness to  Dairies.  And  now  the  Swiss  marksmen 
were  for  ever  rifle-shooting  at  marks  across 
gorges,  so  exceedingly  near  my  ear,  that  I  felt 
like  a  new  Gesler  in  a  Canton  of  Tells,  and 
went  in  highly-deserved  danger  of  my  tyrannical 
life.  The  prizes  at  these  shootings  were  watches, 
smart  handkerchiefs,  hats,  spoons,  and  (above 
all)  tea-trays  ;  and  at  these  contests  I  came  upon 
a  more  than  usually  accomplished  and  amiable 
countryman  of  my  own,  who  had  shot  himself 
deaf  in  whole  years  of  competition,  and  had 
won  so  many  tea-trays  that  he  went  about  the 
country  with  his  carriage  full  of  them,  like  a 
glorified  Cheap  Jack. 

In  the  mountain  country  into  which  I  had 
now  travelled,  a  yoke  of  oxen  were  sometimes 
hooked  on  before  the  post-horses,  and  I  went 
lumbering  up,  up,  up,  through  mist  and  rain, 
with  the  roar  of  falling  water  for  change  of 
music.  Of  a  sudden,  mist  and  rain  would  clear 
away,  and  I  would  come  dov\-n  into  picturesque 
little  towns  with  gleaming  spires  and  odd  towers  ; 
and  would  stroll  afoot  into  market-places  in 
steep  winding  streets,  where  a  hundred  women 
in  bodices  sold  eggs  and  honey,  butter  and 
fruit,  and  suckled  their  children  as  they  sat  by 
their  clean  baskets,  and  had  such  enormous 
goitres  (or  glandular  swellings  in  the  throat), 
that  it  became  a  science  to  know  where  the 
nurse  ended  and  the  child  began.  About  this 
time  I  deserted  my  Gernian  chariot  for  the  back 
of  a  mule  (in  colour  and  consistency  §o  very 
like  a  dusty  old  hair  trunk  I  once  had  at  school, 
that  I  half  expected  to  see  my  initials  in  brass- 
headed  nails  on  his  back-bone),  and  went  up  a 
thousand  rugged  ways,  and  looked  down  at  a 
thousand  woods  of  fir  and  pine,  and  would,  on 
the  whole,  have  preferred  my  mule's  keeping  a 
little  nearer  to  the  inside,  and  not  usually  tra- 
velling with  a  hoof  or  two  over  the  precipice— 
though  much  consoled  by  explanation  that  this 
was  to  be  attributed  to 'his  great  sagacity,  by 
reason  of  his  carrying  broad  loads  of  wood  at 
other  times,  and  not  being  clear  but  that  I  my- 
self belonged  to  that  station  of  life,  and  required 
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as  much  room  as  they.  He  brought  me  safely, 
in  his  own  wise  way,  among  the  passes  of  the 
Alps,  and  here  I  enjoyed  a  dozen  climates  a 
day  ;  being  now  (like  Don  Quixote  on  the  back 
of  the  wooden  horse)  in  the  region  of  wind,  now 
in  the  fegion  of  fire,  now  in  the  region  of  un- 
melted  ice  and  snow.  Here  I  passed  over 
trembling  domes  of  ice,  beneath  which  the  cata- 
ract was  roaring  ;  and  here  was  received  under 
arches  of  icicles  of  unspeakable  beauty;  and 
here  the  sweet  air  was  so  bracing  and  so  light, 
that  at  halting-times  I  rolled  in  the  snow  when 
I  saw  my  mule  do  it,  thinking  that  he  must 
know  best.  At  this  part  of  the  journey  we 
would  come,  at  mid-day,  into  half  an  hour's 
thaw  :  Avhen  the  rough  mountain  inn  would  be 
found  on  an  island  of  deep  mud  in  a  sea  of 
snow,  while  the  baiting  strings  of  mules,  and  the 
carts  full  of  casks  and  bales,  which  had  been  in 
an  Arctic  condition  a  mile  off,  would  steam 
again.  By  such  ways  and  means,  I  would  come 
to  the  cluster  of  chalets  where  I  had  to  turn  out 
of  the  track  to  see  the  water-fall ;  and  then, 
uttering  a  howl  like  a  young  giant,  on  espyuig  a 
traveller — in  other  words,  something  to  eat — 
coming  up  the  steep,  the  idiot  lying  on  the  wood- 
pile, who  sunned  himself  and  nursed  his  goitre, 
would  rouse  the  woman-guide  within  the  hut, 
who  would  stream  out  hastily,  throwing  her 
child  over  one  of  her  shoulders,  and  her  goitre 
over  the  other,  as  she  came  along.  I  slept  at 
religious  houses,  and  bleak  refuges  of  many 
kinds,  on  this  journey,  and  by  the  stove  at  night 
heard  stories  of  travellers  who  had  perished 
within  call,  in  wreaths  and  drifts  of  snow.  One 
night  the  stove  within,  and  the  cold  outside, 
awakened  childish  associations  long  forgotten, 
and  I  dreamed  I  was  in  Russia — the  identical 
serf  out  of  a  picture-book  I  had,  before  I  could 
read  it  for  myself — and  that  I  was  going  to  be 
knouted  by  a  noble  personage  in  a  fur  cap, 
boots,  and  ear-rings,  who,  I  think,  must  have 
come  out  of  some  melodrama. 

Commend  me  to  the  beautiful  waters  among 
these  mountains  !  Though  I  was  not  of  their 
mind  :  they,  being  invcterately  bent  on  getting 
down  into  the  level  country,  and  I  ardently 
desiring  to  linger  where  I  was.  "\^'hat  desperate 
leaps  they  took,  what  dark  abysses  they  plunged 
into,  what  rocks  they  wore  away,  what  echoes 
they  invoked  !  In  one  part  where  I  went,  they 
were  pressed  into  the  service  of  carrying  wood 
down,  to  be  burnt  next  winter,  as  costly  fuel,  in 
Italy.  But,  their  fierce  savage  nature  was  not 
to  be  easily  constrained,  and  they  fought  with 
every  limb  of  the  wood  ;  whirling  it  round  and 
round,  stripping  its  bark  away,  dashing  it  against 


pointed  corners,  driving  it  out  of  the  course,  and 
roaring  and  flying  at  the  peasants  who  steered  it 
back  again  from  the  bank  with  long  stout  poles. 
Alas  !  concurrent  streams  of  time  and  water  car- 
ried me  down  fast,  and  I  came,  on  an  exquisitely 
clear  day,  to  the  Lausanne  shore  of  the  Lake  of 
Geneva,  where  I  stood  looking  at  the  bright  blue 
water,  tHe  flushed  white  mountains  opposite,  and 
the  boats  at  my  feet  with  their  furled  ^lediterra- 
nean  sails,  showing  like  enormous  magnifications 
of  this  goose-quill  pen  that  is  now  in  my  hand. 

— The  sky  became  overcast  without  any  no- 
tice ;  a  wind  very  like  the  March  east  wind  of 
England  blew  across  me  ;  and  a  voice  said, 
'•  How  do  you  like  it  ?     Will  it  do  ?  " 

I  had  merely  shut  myself,  for  half  a  minute, 
in  a  German  travelling  chariot  that  stood  for 
sale  in  the  Carriage  Department  of  the  London 
Pantechnicon.  I  had  a  commission  to  buy  it 
for  a  friend  who  was  going  abroad  ;  and  the 
look  and  manner  of  thej  chariot,  as  I  tried 
the  cushions  and  the  springs,  brought  all  these 
hints  of  travelling  remembrance  before  me. 

"  It  will  do  very  well,"  said  I  rather  sorrow- 
fully, as  I  got  out  at  the  other  door,  and  shut 
the  carriage  up. 


VIIL 

THE  GREAT  TAS.MAMA'S  fcARGO. 

"^vlW-r^^  TRAVEL  constantly  up  and  down 
a  certain  line  of  railway  that  has  a 
terminus  in  London.     It  is  the  rail- 
way for  a  large  military  depot,  and 
for  other  large  barracks.      To  the 
best  of  my  serious  belief,   I  have 
never  been  on  that  railway  by  daylight 
without,  seeing    some    handcuffed    de- 
serters in  the  train. 

It  is  in  the  nature  of  things  that  such  an  insti- 
tution as  our  English  army  should  have  many 
bad  and  troublesome  characters  in  it.  But,  this 
is  a  reason  for,  and  not  against,  its  being  made 
as  acceptable  as  possible  to  well-disposed  men 
of  decent  behaviour.  Such  men  are  assuredly 
not  tempted  into  the  ranks  by  the  beastly  inver- 
sion of  natural  laws,  and  the  compulsion  to  live 
in  worse  than  swinish  foulness.  Accordingly, 
when  any  such  Circumlocutional  embellishments 
of  the  soldier's  condition  have  of  late  been 
brought  to  notice,  we  civilians,  seated  in  outer 
darkness  cheerfully  meditating  on  an  Income 
Tax,  have  considered  the  matter  as  being  our 
business,  and  have  shown  a  tendency  to  declare 
that  we  would  rather  not  have  it  misregulated,  if 
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such  declaration  may,  without  violence  to  the 
Church  Catechism,  be  hinted  to  those  who  are 
put  in  authority  over  us. 

Any  animated  description  of  a  modern  battle, 
any  private  soldier's  letter  published  in  the  news- 
pai)ers,  any  page  of  the  records  of  the  Victoria 
Cross,  will  show  that  in  the  ranks  of  the  army 
there  exists,  under  all  disadvantages,  as  fine  a 
sense  of  duty  as  is  to  be  found  in  any  station  on 
earth.  Who  doubts  that,  if  we  all  did  our  duty 
as  faithfully  as  the  soldier  does  his,  this  world 


would  be  a  better  place  ?  There  may  be  greater 
difficulties  in  our  way  than  in  the  soldier's.  Not 
disputed.  But,  let  us  at  least  do  our  duty  to- 
wards him. 

I  had  got  back  again  to  that  rich  and  beau- 
tiful port  where  I  had  looked  after  Mercantile 
Jack,  and  I  was  walking  up  a  hill  there,  on  a 
wild  March  morning.  My  conversation  with  my 
official  friend  Pangloss,  by  whom  I  was  acci- 
dentally accompanied,  took  this  direction  as  we 
took  the  uphill  direction,  because  the  object  of 
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my  uncommercial  journey  was  to  see  some  dis- 
charged soldiers  who  had  recently  come  home 
from  India,  There  were  men  of  Havelock's 
among  them  ;  there  were  men  who  had  been  in 
many  of  the  great  battles  of  the  great  Indian 
campaign  among  them ;  and  I  was  curious  to 
note  what  our  discharged  soldiers  looked  like 
when  they  were  done  with. 

I  was  not  the  less  interested  (as  I  mentioned 
to  my  official  friend  Pangloss)  because  these  men 


had  claimed  to  be  discharged,  when  their  right 
to  be  discharged  was  not  admitted.  They  had 
behaved  with  unblemished  fidelity  and  bravery  ; 
but,  a  change  of  circumstances  had  arisen, 
which,  as  they  considered,  put  an  end  to  their 
compact,  and  entided  them  to  enter  on  a  new 
one.  Their  demand  had  been  blunderingly 
resisted  by  the  authorities  in  India  ;  but,  it  is  to 
be  presumed  that  the  men  were  not  far  wrong, 
inasmuch  as  the  bungle  had  ended  in  their  being 
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sent  home  discharged,  in  pursuance  of  orders 
from  home.  (There  was  an  immense  waste  of 
money,  of  course.) 

Under  these  circumstances — tliought  I,  as  I 
walked  up  the  hill  on  which  I  acfidentally 
encountered  my  official  friend — under  these 
circumstances  of  the  men  having  successfully 
opposed  themselves  to  the  Pagoda  Department 
of  that  great  Circumlocution  Office  on  which 
the  sun  never  sets  and  the  light  of  reason  never 
rises,  the  Pagoda  Department  will  have  been 
particularly  careful  of  the  national  honour.  It 
will  have  shown  these  men,  in  the  scrupulous 
good  faith,  not  to  say  the  generosity,  of  its 
dealing  with  them,  that  great  national  authorities 
can  have  no  small  retaliations  and  revenges.  It 
will  have  made  every  provision  for  their  health 
on  the  passage  home,  and  will  have  landed 
them,  restored  from  their  campaigning  fatigues 
by  a  sea  voyage,  pure  air,  sound  food,  and  good 
medicines.  And  I  pleased  myself  with  dwelling 
beforehand  on  the  great  accounts  of  their  per- 
sonal treatment  which  these  men  would  carry 
into  their  various  towns  and  villages,  and  on  the 
increasing  popularity  of  the  service  that  would 
insensibly  follow.  I  almost  began  to  hope  that 
the  hitherto  never-failing  deserters  on  my  rail- 
road would  l)y-and-by  become  a  phenomenon. 

In  this  agreeable  frame  of  mind  I  entered  the 
workhouse  of  Liverpool. — For  the  cultivation  of 
laurels  in  a  sandy  soil  had  brought  the  soldiers 
in  question  to  that  abode  of  Glory. 

Before  going  into  their  wards  to  visit  them,  I 
inquired  how  they  had  made  their 'triumphant 
entry  there  ?  They  had  been  brought  through 
the  rain  in  carts,  it  seemed,  from  the  landing- 
place  to  the  gate,  and  had  then  been  carried 
up-stairs  on  the  backs  of  paupers.  Their  groans 
and  pains,  during  the  performance  of  this  glori- 
ous pageant,  had  been  so  distressing  as  to  bring 
tears  into  the  eyes  of  spectators  but  too  well 
accustomed  to  scenes  of  suffering.  The  men 
were  so  dreadfully  cold,  that  those  who  could 
get  near  the  fires  were  hard  to  be  restrained 
from  thrusting  their  feet  in  among  the  blazing 
coals.  They  were  so  horribly  reduced,  that 
they  were  awful  to  look  upon.  Racked  with 
dysentery,  and  blackened  with  scurvy,  one  hun- 
dred and  forty  wretched  soldiers  had  been  re- 
vived with  brandy,  and  laid  in  bed. 

My  official  friend  Pangloss  is  lineally  de- 
scended from  a  learned  doctor  of  that  name, 
who  was  once  tutor  to  Candide,  an  ingenious 
young  gentleman  of  some  celebrity.  In  his  per- 
sonal character  he  is  as  humane  and  worthy  a 
gentleman  as  any  I  know  \  in  his  official  capa- 
city he  unfortunately  preaches  the  doctrines  of 
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his  renowned  ancestor,  by  demonstrating  on  all 
occasions  that  v>  e  live  in  the  best  of  all  possible 
official  worlds. 

"  In  the  name  of  Humanity,"  said  I,  "  how 
did  the  men  fall  into  this  deplorable  state  ?  Was 
the  ship  well  found  in  stores  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  here  to  asseverate  that  I  know  the 
fact  of  my  own  knowledge,"  answered  Pangloss, 
"  but  I  have  grounds  for  asserting  that  the  stores 
were  the  best  of  all  possible  stores." 

A  medical  officer  laid  before  us  a  handful  of 
rotten  biscuit,  and  a  handful  of  split  peas.  The 
biscuit  was  a  honeycombed  heap  of  maggots, 
and  the  excrement  of  maggots.  The  peas  were 
even  harder  than  this  filth.  A  similar  handful 
had  been  experimentally  boiled  six  hours,  and 
had  shown  no  signs  of  softening.  These  were 
the  stores  on  which  the  soldiers  had  been 
fed. 

"The  beef — • — ''  I  began,  when  Pangloss  cut 
me  short. 

"  Was  the  best  of  all  possible  beef,"  said  he. 

But,  behold,  there  was  laid  before  us  certain 
evidence  given  at  the  Coroner's  Inquest,  holden 
on  some  of  the  men  (who  had  obstinately  died 
of  their  treatment),  and  from  that  evidence  it 
appeared  that  the  beef  was  the  worst  of  possible 
beef ! 

"  Then  I  lay  my  hand  upon  my  heart,  and 
take  my  stand,"  said  Pangloss,  "  by  the  pork, 
which  was  the  best  of  all  possible  pork." 

"  But  look  at  this  food  before  our  eyes,  if  one 
may  so  misuse  the  word,"  said  I.  "  Would  any 
Inspector  who  did  his  duty  pass  such  abomina- 
tion ?  " 

"  It  ought  not  to  have  been  passed,"  Pangloss 
atlmitted. 

"  Then  the  authorities  out  there "  I  be- 
gan, when  Pangloss  cut  me  short  again. 

"  There  would  certainly  seem  to  have  been 
something  wrong  somewhere,"  said  he  ;  "  but  I 
am  prepared  to  prove  that  the  authorities  out 
there  are  the  best  of  all  possible  authorities." 

I  never  heardof  any  impeached  public  autho- 
rity in  my  life  who  was  not  the  best  public 
authority  in  existence. 

"  We  are  told  of  these  unfortunate  men  being 
laid  low  by  scurvy,"  said  I.  "  Since  lime-juice 
has  been  regularly  stored  and  served  out  in  our 
navy,  surely  that  disease,  which  used  to  devas- 
tate it,  has  almost  disappeared  ?  Was  there 
lime-juice  aboard  this  transport  ?  " 

My  official  friend  was  beginning,  "  The  best 

of    all    possible "   when    an    inconvenient 

medical  forefinger  pointed  out  another  passage 
in  the  evidence,  from  which  it  appeared  that  the 
lime-juice  had  been  bad  too.     Not  to  mention 
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that  the  vinegar  had  been  bad  too,  the  vege- 
tables bad  tbo,  the  cooking  accommodation  in- 
sufficient (if  there  had  been  anytliing  \torth 
mentioning  to  cook),  the  water  supply  exceed- 
ingly inadequate,  and  the  beer  sour. 

"  Then  the  men,"  said   Pangloss,  a  little  ins- 
tated, "were  the  worst  of  all  possible  men." 
.    "In  what  respect?"  I  asked. 

"  Oh  1     Habitual  drunkards,"  said  Panglos-. 

But,  again  the  same  incorrigible  medical  fore- 
finger pointed  out  another  passage  in  the  evi- 
dence, showing  that  the  dead  men  had  been 
examined  after  death,  and  that  they,  at  least, 
could  not  possiblyhavebeen  habitual  drunkards, 
because  the  organs  within  them,  which  must 
have  shown  traces  of  that  habit,  were  perfectly 
SDund. 

"  And  besides,"  said  the  three  doctors  pre- 
sent, one  and  all,  "  habitual  drunkards  brought 
as  low  as  these  men  have  been,  could  not  re- 
cover under  care  and  food,  as  the  great  majority 
of  these  men  are  recovering.  They  would  not 
have  strength  of  constitution  to  do  it." 

"  Reckless  and  improvident  dogs,  then,"  said 
Pangloss.    "  Al\va)'s  are — nine  times  out  of  ten." 

I  turned  to  the  master  of  the  workhouse,  and 
asked  him  whether  the  men  had  any  money? 

"  Money  ?  "  said  he.  "  I  have  in  my  iron 
safe  nearly  four  hundred  pounds  of  theirs ;  the 
agents  have  nearly  q,  hundred  pounds  more; 
and  many  of  them  have  left  money  in  Indian 
banks  besides." 

"  Hah  !  "  said  I  to  myself  as  we  went  up-stairs, 
"  this  is  not  the  best  of  all  possible  stories,  I 
doubt ! " 

We  went  into  a  large  ward,  containing  some 
twenty  or  five-and-twenty  beds.  We  went  into 
several  such  wards,  one  after  another.  I  find  it 
very  difficult  to  indicate  what  a  shocking  sight 
I  saw  in  them,  without  frightening  the  reader 
from  the  perusal  of  these  lines,  and  defeating 
my  object  of  making  it  known. 

Oh,  the  sunken  eyes  that  turned  to  me  as  I 
walked  between  the  rows  of  beds,  or — worse 
still — that  glazedly  looked  at  the  white  ceiling, 
and  saw  nothing,  and  cared  for  nothing  !  Here 
lay  the  skeleton  of  a  man,  so  lightly  covered 
with  a  thin  unwholesome  skin,  that  not  a  bone 
in  the  anatomy  was  clothed,  and  I  could  clasp 
the  arm,  above  the  elbow,  in  my  finger  and 
thumb.  Here  lay  a  man  with  the  black  scurvy 
eating  his  legs  away,  his  gums  gone,  and  his 
teeth  all  gaunt  and  bare.  This  bed  was  empty, 
because  gangrene  had  set  in,  and  the  patient 
had  died  but  yesterday.  That  bed  was  a  hope- 
less one,  because  its  occupant  was  sinking  fast, 
and  could   only  be   roused   to   turn    the  poor 


pinched  mask  of  face  upon  the  pillow  with  a 
feeble  moan.  The  av/ful  thinness  of  the  fallen 
cheeks,  the  awful  brightness  of  the  deep  set 
eyes,  the  lips  of  lead,  tlie  hands  of  ivory,  the  re- 
cumbent human  images  lying  in  the  shadow  of 
death  with  a  kind  of  solemn  twilight  on  them, 
like  the  sixty  who  had  died  aboard  the  ship, 
and  were  lying  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea,  O 
Pangloss,  God  forgive  you  ! 

In  one  bed  lay  a  man  whose  life  had  been 
saved  (as  it  was  hoped)  by  deep  incisions  in  the 
feet  and  legs.  While  I  was  speaking  to  him,  a 
nurse  came  up  to  change  the  poultices  which 
this  operation  had  rendered  necessary,  and  I 
had  an  instinctive  feeling  that  it  was  not  well 
to  turn  aAvay,  merely  to  spare  myself.  He  was 
sorely  wasted  and  keenly  susceptible,  but  the 
efforts  he  made  to  subdue  any  expression  of 
impatience  or  suffering  were  quite  heroic.  It 
was  easy  to  see,  in  the  shrinking  of  the  figure, 
and  the  drawing  of  the  bedclothes  over  the 
head,  how  acute  the  endurance  was,  and  it  made 
me  shrink  too,  as  if  /  were  in  pain  ;  but,  when 
the  new  bandages  were  on,  and  the  poor  feet  were 
composed  again,  he  made  an  apology  for  him- 
self (though  he  had  not  uttered  a  word),  and 
said  plaintively,  "  I  am  so  tender  and  weak,  you 
see,  sir  ! "  Neither  from  him,  nor  from  any  one 
sufferer  of  the  whole  ghastly  number,  did  I  hear 
a  complaint.  Of  thankfulness  for  present  soli- 
citude and  care,  I  heard  much ;  of  complaint, 
not  a  word. 

I  think  I  could  have  recognised,  in  the  dis- 
mallest  skeleton  there,  the  ghost  of  a  soldier. 
Something  of  the  old  air  was  ^ill  latent  in  the 
palest  shadow  of  life  I  talked  to.  One  emaciated 
creature,  in  the  strictest  literality  worn  to  the 
bone,  lay  stretched  on  his  back,  looking  so  like 
death  that  I  asked  one  of  the  doctors  if  he  were 
not  dying,  or  dead  ?  A  few  kind  words  from 
the  doctor  in  his  ear,  and  he  opened  his  eyes, 
and  smiled — looked,  in  a  moment,  as  if  he  would 
have  made  a  salute,  if  he  could.  "  We  shall 
pull  him  through,  please  God,"  said  the  doctor. 
"  Plase  God,  surr,  and  thankye,"  said  the  patient. 
"You  are  much  better  to-day;  are  you  not?" 
said  the  doctor.  "  Plase  God,  surr ;  'tis  the 
slape  I  want,  surr ;  'tis  my  breathin'  makes  the 
nights  so  long."  "He  is  a  careful  fellow  this, 
you  must  know,"  said  the  doctor  cheerfully ;  "  it 
was  raining  hard  when  they  put  him  in  the  open 
cart  to  bring  him  here,  and  he  had  the  presence 
of  mind  to  ask  to  have  a  sovereign  taken  out  of 
his  pocket  that  he  had  there,  and  a  cab  engaged. 
Probably  it  saved  his  life."  The  patient  rattled 
out  the  skeleton  of  a  Laugh,  and  said,  proud  of 
the   story,  "  Deed,  surr,  an  open  cairt  was  a 
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comical  means  o'  bringin'  a  dyin'  man  here,  and 
a  clever  way  to  kill  him."  You  might  have 
svrorn  to  him  for  a  soldier  when  he  said  it. 

One  thing  had  perplexed  me  very  much  in 
going  from  bed  to  bed.  A  very  significant  and 
cruel  thing.  I  could  find  no  3'oung  man  but 
one.  He  had  attracted  my  notice  by  having 
got  up  and  dressed  himself  in  his  soldier's 
jacket  and  trousers,  with  the  intention  of  sitting 
by  the  fire ;  but  he  had  found  himselt"  too  weak, 
and  had  crept  back  to  his  bed,  ami  laid  himself 
down  on  the  outside  of  it.  1  could  have  pro- 
nounced him,  alone,'  to  be  a  young  man  aged 
by  famine  and  sickness.  As  we  were  standing 
by  the  Irish  soldier's  bed,  I  mentioned  my  per- 
plexity to  the  doctor.  He  took  a  board  with  an 
inscription  on  it  from  the  head  of  the  Irish- 
man's bed,  and  asked  me  what  age  I  supposed 
that  man  to  be?  I  had  observed  him  with 
attention  while  talking  to  him,  and  answered, 
confidently,  "  Fifty."  The  doctor,  with  a  pity- 
ing glance  at  the  patient,  who  had  dropped  into 
a  stupor  again,  put  the  board  back,  and  said, 
'•  Twenty-four." 

All  the  arrangements  of  the  wards  were  excel- 
lent. They  could  not  have  been  more  humane, 
sympathising,  gentle,  att^tive,  or  wholesome. 
The  owners  of  the  ship,  too,  had  done  all  tliey 
could  liberally.  There  were  bright  fires  in  every 
room,  and  the  convalescent  men  were  sitting 
round  them,  reading  various  papers  and  periodi- 
cals. I  took  the  liberty  of  inviting  my  official 
friend  Pangloss  to  look  at  those  convalescent 
men,  and  to  tell  me  whether  their  faces  and 
bearing  were  or  were  not,  generally,  the  faces 
and  bearing  of  steady,  respectable  soldiers  ? 
The  master  of  "the  workhouse,  overhearing  me, 
said  he  had  had  a  pretty  large  experience  of 
troops,  and  that  better-conducted  men  than 
these  he  had  never  had  to  do  with.  They  were 
always  (he  added)  as  we  saw  them.  And  of  us 
visitors  (I  add)  they  knew  nothing  whatever, 
except  that  we  were  there. 

It  was  audacious  in  me,  but  I  took  another 
liberty  with  Pangloss.  Prefacing  it  with  the 
observation  that,  of  course,  I  knew  beforehand 
that  there  was  not  the  faintest  desire,  anywliere, 
to  hush  uj)  any  part  of  this  dreadful  business, 
and  that  the  Inquest  was  the  fairest  of  all  pos- 
sible In(|uests,  I  besought  four  things  of  Pan- 
gloss. Firstly,  to  observe  that  the  Inquest  ivas 
■jiot  Jicid  in  that  place,  but  at  some  distance  off. 
Secondly,  to  look  round  upon  those  helpless 
spectres  in  their  beds.  Thirdly,  to  remember 
that  the  witnesses  produced  from  among  them 
before  that  Inquest  could  not  have  been  selected 
because  they  were  the  men  who  had  the  most 


to  tell  it,  but  because  they  happened  to  be  in  a 
state  admitting  of  their  safe  removal.  Fourthly, 
to  say  whether  the  Coroner  and  Jury  could  have 
come  there,  to  those  pillows,  and  taken  a  little 
evidence  ?  My  ofiicial  friend  declined  to  com- 
mit himself  to  a  reply. 

There  was  a  sergeant,  reading,  in  one  of  the 
fireside  groups.  As  he  was  a  man  of  very  in- 
telligent countenance,  and  as  I  have  a  great 
respect  for  non-commissioned  officers  as  a  class, 
I  sat  down  on  the  nearest  bed,  to  have  some 
talk  with  him.  (It  was  the  bed  of  one  of  the 
grisliest  of  the  poor  skeletons,  and  he  died  soon 
afterwards.) 

"  I  was  glad  to  see,  in  the  evidence  pf  an 
oftlcer  at  the  Inquest,  sergeant,  that  he  never 
saw  men  behave  better  on  board  ship  than  these 
men." 

"  They  did  beha^•e  very  well,  sir." 

"  I  was  glad  to  see,  too,  that  every  man  had 
a  hammock." 

The  sergeant  gravely  shook  his  head.  '•  There 
must  be  some  mistake,  sir.  The  men  of  my 
own  mess  had  no  hammocks.  There  were  not 
hammocks  enough  on  board,  and  the  men  of 
the  two  next  messes  laid  hold  of  hammocks  for 
themselves  as  soon  as  they  got  on  board,  and 
squeezed  my  men  out,  as  I  may  say." 

"  Had  the  squeezed-out  men  none,  then  ?" 

"  None,  sir.  As  men  died,  their  hammocks 
were  used  by  other  men  who  wanted  hammocks ; 
but  many  men  had  none  at  all." 

'"'  Then  you  don't  agree  with  the  evidence  on 
that  point  ?" 

"  Certainly  not,  sir.  A  man  can't,  when  he 
knows  to  the  contrary." 

"  Did  any  of  the  men  sell  their  bedding  for 
drink?" 

"  There  is  some  mistake  on  that  point  too, 
sir.  Men  were  under  the  impression — I  knew 
it  for  a  fact  at  the  time — that  it  was  not  allowed 
to  take  blankets  or  bedding  on  board,  and  so 
men  who  had  things  of  that  sort  came  to  sell 
them  purposely." 

"  Did  any  of  the  men  sell  tlieir  clothes  for 
drink  ?" 

"They  did,  sir."  (I  believe  there  never  was 
a  more  truthful  witness  than  the  sergeant.  He 
had  no  inclination  to  make  out  a  case.) 

"Many?" 

"  Some,  sir  "  (considering  the  question).  "  Sol- 
dier-like. They  had  been  long  marching  in  the 
rainy  season,  by  bad  roads — no  roads  at  all,  in 
short — and,  when  they  got  to  Calcutta,  men 
turned  to  and  drank  before  taking  a  last  look  at 
it.     Soldier-like." 

"  Do   you   see   any  men   in    this   ward,   for 
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example,  who   sold   clothes  for   drink  at    th.it 
time  ?" 

The  sergeant's  wan  eye,  happily  just  beginning 
to  rekindle  with  health,  travelled  round  the  place, 
and  came  back  to  me.     "  Certainly,  sir." 

"  The  marching  to  Calcutta  in  the  rainy  sea- 
son must  have  been  severe  ?" 

"  It  was  very  severe,  sir," 

"  Yet,  what  with  the  rest  and  the  sea  air,  I 
should  have  thought  that  the  men  (even  the  men 
who  got  drunk)  would  have  soon  begun  to  re- 
cover on  board  ship  ?" 

"  So  they  might ;  but  the  bad  food  told  upon 
them,  and,  when  we  got  into  a  cold  latitude,  it 
began  to  tell  more,  and  the  men  dropped." 

"  The  sick  had  a  general  disinclination  for 
food,  I  am  told,  sergeant?" 

"  Have  you  seen  the  food,  sir?" 

"  Some  of  it." 

"  Have  you  seen  the  state  of  their  mouths,  sir?" 

If  the  sergeant,  w^ho  was  a  man  of  a  few 
orderly  words,  had  spoken  the  amount  of  this 
volume,  he  could  not  have  settled  that  question 
better.  I  believe  the  sick  could  as  soon  have 
eaten  the  ship  as  the  ship's  provisions. 

I  took  the  additional  liberty  with  my  friend 
Pangloss,  when  I  had  left  the  sergeant  with  good 
wishes,  of  asking  Pangloss  whether  he  had  ever 
heard  of  biscuit  getting  drunk,  and  bartering  its 
nutritious  qualities  for  putrefaction  and  vermin  ; 
of  peas  becoming  hardened  in  liquor ;  of  ham- 
mocks drinking  themselves  off  the  face  of  the 
earth ;  of  lime-juice,  vegetables,  vinegar,  cook- 
ing accommodation,  water  supply,  and  beer,  all 
taking  to  drinking  together,  and  going  to  ruin  ? 
"  If  not  (I  asked  him),  what  did  he  say  in  de- 
fence of  the  officers  condemned  by  the  Coroner's 
Jury,  who,  by  signing  the  General  Inspection 
Report  relative  to  the  ship  Great  Tasmania, 
chartered  for  these  troops,  had  deliberately  as- 
serted all  that  bad  and  poisonous  dunghill  re- 
fuse to  be  good  and  wholesome  food  ?"  My 
official  friend  replied  that  it  was  a  remarkable 
fact,  that  whereas  some  officers  were  only  posi- 
tively good,  and  other  officers  only  comparatively 
better,  those  particular  officers  were  superlatively 
the  very  best  of  all  possible  officers. 

My  hand  and  my  heart  fail  me  in  writing  my 
record  of  this  journey.  The  spectacle  of  the 
soldiers  in  the  hospital  beds  of  that  Liverpool 
workhouse  (a  very  good  workhouse,  indeed,  be 
it  understood)  was  so  shocking  and  so  shame- 
ful, that,  as  an  Englishman,  I  blush  to  remember 
It.  It  would  have  been  simply  unbearable 
at  the  time,  but  for  the  consideration  and 
pity  with  which  they  were  soothed  in  their 
sufiferinjis. 


No  punishment  that  our  inefficient  laws  pro- 
vide is  worthy  of  the  name,  when  set  against  the 
guilt  of  this  transaction.  But,  if  the  memory  of 
it  die  out  unavenged,  and  if  it  do  not  result  in 
the  inexorable  dismissal  and  disgrace  of  those 
who  are  responsible  for  it,  their  escape  will  be 
infamous  to  the  Government  (no  matter  of  what 
party)  that  so  neglects  its  duty,  and  infamous  to 
the  nation  that  tamely  suffers  such  intolerable 
wrong  to  be  done  in  its  name. 


IX. 


CITY   OF   LONDON   CHURCHES. 

vW~",i^F  the  confession  that  I  have  often 
travelled  from  this  Covent-Garden 
lodging  of  mine  on  Sundays  should 
give  oflence  to  those  who  never 
travel  on  Sundays,  they  will  be  satis- 
fied (I  hope)  by  my  adding  that  the 
journeys  in  question  were  made  to 
churches. 

Not  that  I  have  any  curiosity  to  hear  power- 
ful preachers.     Time  was  when  I  was  dragged 
by  the  hair  of  my  head,  as  one  may  say,  to  hear 
too  many.     On  summer  evenings,  when  every 
flower,  and  tree,  and  bird   might  have  better 
addressed  my  soft  young  heart,  I  have,  in  my 
day,  been  caught  in  the  palm  of  a  female  hand  by 
the  croNvn,  have  been  violently  scrubbed  from 
the  neck  to  the  roots  of  the  hair  as  a  purifica- 
tion for  the  Temple,  and  have  then  been  carried 
off,  highly  charged  with  saponaceous  electricity,, 
to  be  steamed  like  a  potato  in  the  unventilated 
breath  of  the  powerful  Boanerges  Boiler  and  his 
congregation,  until  what  small  mind  I  had  was 
quite  steamed  out  of  me.      In  which  pitiable 
plight  I  have  been  haled  out  of  the  place  of 
meeting,  at  the  conclusion  of  the  exercises,  and 
catechised    respecting    Boanerges    Boiler,    his 
fifthly,   his   sixthly,  and  his   seventhly,  until  I 
have  regarded  that  reverend  person  in  the  light 
of  a   most    dismal    and    oppressive   Charade. 
Time  was  w'hen  I  was  carried  off  to  platform 
assemblages  at  which  no  human  child,  whether 
of  wrath  or  grace,  could  possibly  keep  its  eyes 
open,  and  when  I  felt  the  fatal  sleep  stealing, 
stealing  over  me,  and  when  I  gradually  heard 
the  orator  in  possession  spinning  and  humming 
like  a  great  top,  until  he  rolled,  collapsed,  and 
tumbled  over,  and  I  discovered,  to  my  burning 
shame  and  fear,  that  as  to  tliat  last  stage  it  was 
not  he,  but  I.     I  have  sat  under  Boanerges  when 
he  has  specifically  addressed  himself  to  us — us, 
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the  infants — and  at  this  present  writing  I  hear 
liis  lumbering  jocularity  (which  never  amused 
us,  though  we  basely  pretended  that  it  did),  and 
1  behold  his  big  round  face,  and  I  look  up  the 
inside  of  his  outstretched  coat-sleeve  as  if  it 
were  a  telescope  with  the  stopper  on,  and  I  hate 
him  with  an  unwholesome  hatred  for  two  hours. 
Through  such  means  did  it  come  to  pass  that  I 
knew  the  powerful  preacher  from  beginning  to 
aid,  all  over  and  all  through,  while  I  was  very 
young,  and  that  I  left  him  behind  at  an  early 
period  of  life.  Peace  be  with  him  I  More 
peace  than  he  brought  to  me  ! 

Now,  I  have  heard  many  preachers  since  that 
time — not  powerful ;  merely  Christian,  unaf- 
fected, and  reverential — and  I  have  had  many 
such  preachers  on  my  roll  of  friends.  But,  it 
was  not  to  hear  these,  any  more  than  the  power- 
ful class,  that  I  made  my  Sunday  journeys. 
They  were  journeys  of  curiosity  to  the  numerous 
churches  in  the  City  of  London.  It  came  into 
my  head  one  day,  here  had  I  been  cultivating  a 
i'amiliarity  with  all  the  churches  of  Rome,  and 
I  knew  nothing  of  the  insides  of  the  old  churches 
of  London  !  This  befell  on  a  Sunday  morning. 
I  began  my  expeditions  that  very  same  day,  and 
they  lasted  me  a  year. 

I  never  wanted  to  know  the  names  of  the 
churches  to  which  I  went,  and  to  this  hour  I 
am  profoundly  ignorant  in  that  particular  of  at 
least  nine-tenths  of  them.  Indeed,  saving  that 
I  know  the  church  of  old  Gower's  tomb  (he 
lies  in  effigy  with  his  head  upon  his  books)  to 
be  the  church  of  St.  Saviour's,  Southwark ;  and 
the  Church  of  Milton's  tomb  to  be  the  church 
of  Cripplegate ;  and  the  church  on  Cornhill 
with  the  great  golden  keys  to  be  the  church  of 
St.  Peter  ;  I  doubt  if  I  could  pass  a  competitive 
examination  in  any  of  the  names.  No  question 
did  I  ever  ask  of  living  creature  concerning 
these  churches,  and  no  answer  to  any  antiquarian 
question  on  the  subject  that  I  ever  put  to  books 
shall  harass  the  reader's  soul.  A  full  half  of  my 
pleasure  in  them  arose  out  of  their  mystery; 
mysterious  I  found  them  ;  mysterious  they  shall 
rema-in  for  me. 

Where  shall  I  begin  my  round  of  hidden  and 
forgotten  old  churches  in  the  City  of  London  ? 

It  is  twenty  minutes  short  of  eleven  on  a  Sun- 
day morning,  when  I  stroll  down  one  of  the 
many  narrow  hilly  streets  in  the  City  that  tend 
due  south  to  the  Thames.  It  is  my  first  experi- 
ment, and  I  have  come  to  the  region  of  Whit- 
tington  in  an  omnibus,  and  we  have  put  down 
a  fierce-eyed  spare  old  woman,  whose  slate- 
coloured  gown  smells  of  herbs,  and  who  walked 
up  Aldersgate  Street  to  some  chapel  where  she 


comforts  herself  with  brimstone  doctrine,  I  war- 
rant. We  have  also  put  down  a  stouter  and 
sweeter  old  lady,  with  a  pretty  large  Prayer- 
book  in  an  unfolded  pocket-handkerchief,  who 
got  out  at  a  corner  of  a  court  near  Stationers' 
Hall,  and  who,  I  think,  must  go  to  church  there 
because  she  is  the  widow  of  some  deceased  old 
Company's  Beadle.  The  rest  of  our  freight  were 
mere  chance  pleasure-seekers  and  rural  walkers, 
and  went  on  to  the  Blackwall  Railway.  So 
many  bells  are  ringing,  when  I  stand  undecided 
at  a  street  corner,  that  every  sheep  in  the  eccle- 
siastical fold  might  be  a  bell-wether.  The  dis- 
cordance is  fearful.  My  state  of  indecision  is 
referable  to,  and  about  e<iually  divisible  among, 
four  great  churches,  which  are  all  within  sight 
and  sound,  all  within  the  space  of  a  few  square 
yards. 

As  I  stand  at  the  street  corner,  I  don't  see  as 
many  as  four  people  at  once  going  to  church, 
though  I  see  as  many  as  four  churches  with  their 
steeples  clamouring  for  people.  I  choose  my 
church,  and  go  up  the  flight  of  steps  to  the  great 
entrance  in  the  tower.  A  mouldy  tower  within, 
and  like  a  neglected  wash-house.  A  rope  comes 
through  the  beamed  roof,  and  a  man  in  the 
corner  pulls  it  and  clashes  the  bell — a  whity- 
brown  man,  whose  clothes  were  once  black — a 
man  with  flue  on  him,  and  cobweb.  He  stares 
at  me,  wondering  how  I  come  there,  and  I  stare 
at  him,  wondering  how  he  conies  there.  Through 
a  screen  of  wood  and  glass  I  peep  into  the  dim 
church.  About  twenty  people  are  discernible, 
waiting  to  begin.  Christening  would  seem  to 
have  faded  out  of  this  church  long  ago,  for  the 
font  has  the  dust  of  desuetude  thick  upon  it,  and 
its  wooden  cover  (shaped  like  an  old-fashioned 
tureen  cover)  looks  as  if  it  wouldn't  come  oft' 
upon  requirement.  I  perceive  the  altar  to  be 
rickety,  and  the  Commandments  damp.  Enter- 
ing after  this  survey,  I  jostle  the  clergyman  in 
his  canonicals,  who  is  entering  too  from  a  dark 
lane  behind  a  pew  of  slate  with  curtains,  where 
nobody  sits.  The  pew  is  ornamented  witli  four 
blue  wands,  once  carried  by  four  somebodys,  I 
suppose,  before  somebody  else,  but  which  there 
is  nobody  now  to  hold  or  receive  honour  from. 
I  open  the  door  of  a  family  pew,  and  shut  myself 
in ;  if  I  could  occupy  twenty  family  pews  at 
once,  I  might  have  them.  The  clerk,  a  brisk 
young  man  (how  does  he  come  here  ?),  glances 
at  me  knowingly,  as  who  should  say,  "  You  have 
done  it  now ;  you  must  stop."  Organ  plays. 
Organ-loft  is  in  a  small  gallery  across  the  church  ; 
gallery  congregation,  two  girls.  I  wonder  within 
myself  what  will  happen  when  we  are  required 
to  sinsr. 
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There  is  a  pale  heap  of  books  in  tlie  corner 
Of  my  pew,  and  while  the  organ,  which  is  hoarse 
and  sleepy,  plays  in  such  fashion  that  I  can 
hear  more  of  the  rusty  working  of  tlie  stops 
than  of  any  music,  I  look  at  the  books,  Which 
are  mostly  bound  in  faded  baize  and  stuff. 
They  belonged,  in  1754,  to  the  Dowgate  family ; 
and  who  were  they  ?  Jane  Comport  must  have 
married  Young  Dowgate,  and  come  into  the 
family  that  way ;  Young  Dowgate  was  courting 
Jane  Comport  when  he  gave  her  her  Prayer- 
book,  and  recorded  the  presentation  in  the  fly- 
leaf; if  Jane  were  fond  of  Young  Dowgate,  why 
did  she  die  and  leave  the  book  here  ?  Perhaps 
at  the  rickety  altar,  and  before  the  damp  Com- 
mandments, she,  Comport,  had  taken  him,  Dov/- 
gate,  in  a  flush  of  youthful  hope  and  joy,  and 
perhaps  it  had  not  turned  out  in  the  long-run  as 
great  a  success  as  was  expected  ? 

The  opening  of  the  service  recalls  my  wan- 
dering thoughts.  I  then  find,  to  my  astonish- 
ment, that  I  have  been,  and  still  am,  taking  a 
strong  kind  of  invisible  snuff  up  my  nose,  into 
my  eyes,  and  down  my  throat.  I  wink,  sneeze, 
and  cough.  The  clerk  sneezes ;  the  clergyman 
winks  ;  the  unseen  organist,  sneezes  and  coughs 
(and  probably  winks) ;  all  our  little  party  wink, 
sneeze,  and  cough.  The  snuff  seems  to  be 
made  of  the  decay  of  matting,  wood,  cloth, 
stone,  iron,  earth,  and  something  else.  Is  the 
something  else  the  decay  of  dead  citizens  in  the 
vaults  below  ?  As  sure  as  Death  it  is !  Not 
only  in  the  cold  damp  February  day  do  we 
cough  and  sneeze  dead  citizens  all  through  the 
service,  but  dead  citizens  have  got  into  the  very 
bellows  of  the  organ,  and  half  choked  the  same. 
We  stamp  our  feet  to  warm  them,  and  dead 
citizens  arise  in  heavy  clouds.  Dead  citizens 
stick  upon  the  walls,  and  lie  pulverised  on  the 
sounding-board  over  the  clergyman's  head,  and, 
when  a  gust  of  air  comes,  tumble  down  upon  him. 

In  this  first  experience  I  was  so  nauseated 
by  too  much  snuff,  made  of  the  Dowgate 
family,  the  Comport  "branch,  and  other  famdies 
and  branches,  that  I  gave  but  little  heed  to  our 
dull  manner  of  ambling  through  the  service  ;  to 
the  brisk  clerk's  manner  of  encouraging  us  to 
try  a  note  or  two  at  psalm  time ;  to  the  gallery 
congregation's  manner  of  enjoying  a  shrill  duet, 
without  a  notion  of  time  or  tune ;  to  the  whity- 
brown  man's  manner  of  shutting  the  minister 
into  the  pulpit,  and  being  very  particular  with 
the  lock  of  the  door,  as  if  he  were  a  dangerous 
animal.  But,  I  tried  again  next  Sunday,  and 
soon  accustomed  myself  to  the  dead  citizens, 
when  I  found  that  I  could  not  possibly  get  on 
■without  them  among  the  City  churches. 


Another  Sunday. 

After  being  again  rung  for  by  conflicting 
bells,  like  a  leg  of  mutton  or  a  laced  hat  a  hun- 
dred years  ago,  I  make  selection  of  a  church 
oddly  put  away  in  a  corner  among  a  number  of 
lanes — a  smaller  church  than  the  last,  and  an 
ugly  :  of  about  the  date  of  Queen  Anne.  As  a 
congregation,  we  are  fourteen  strong;  not 
counting  an  exhausted  charity  school  in  a  gal- 
lery, which  has  dwindled  away  to  four  boys  and 
two  girls.  In  the  porch  is  a  benefaction  cf 
loaves  of  bread,  which  there  would  seem  to  be 
nobody  left  in  the  exhausted  congregation  to 
claim,  and  which  I  saw  an  exhausted  beadle, 
long  faded  out  of  uniform,  eating  with  his  eyes 
for  self  and  family  when  1  passed  in.  There  is 
also  an  exhausted  clerk  in  a  brown  wig,  and 
two  or  three  exhausted  doors  and  windows  have 
been  bricked  up,  and  the  service  books  are 
musty,  and  the  pulpit  cushions  are  threadbare, 
and  the  whole  of  the  church  furniture  is  in  a 
very  advanced  stage  of  exhaustion.  We  are 
three  old  women  (habitual),  two  young  lovers 
(accidental),  tv.o  tradesmen,  one  with  a  wife  and 
one  alone,  an  aunt  and  nephew,  again  two  girls 
(these  two  girls  dressed  out  for  church,  with 
everything  about  them  limp  that  should  be  stiff, 
and  vice  versa,  are  an  invariable  experience),  and 
three  sniggering  boys.  The  clergyman  is,  per- 
haps, the  chaplain  of  a  civic  company ;  he  has 
the  moist  and  vinous  look,  eke  the  bulbous 
boots,  of  one  acquainted  with  'Twenty  port  and 
comet  vintages. 

We  are  so  quiet  in  our  dulness,  that  the  three 
sniggering  boys,  who  have  got  away  into  a 
corner  by  the  altar  railing,  give  us  a  start,  like 
crackers,  whenever  they  laugh.  And  this  re- 
minds me  of  my  own  vill-age  church,  -where, 
during  sermon-time  on  bright  Sundays  when 
the  birds  are  very  musical  indeed,  farmers'  boys 
patter  out  over  the  stone  pavement,  and  the 
clerk  steps  out  from  his  desk  after  them,  and  is 
distinctly  heard  in  the  summer  repose  to  pursue 
and  punch  them  in  the  churchyard,  and  is  seen 
to  return  with  a  meditative  countenance,  making 
believe  that  nothing  of  the  sort  has  happened. 
The  aunt  and  nephew  in  this  City  church  are 
much  disturbed  by  the  sniggering  boys.  The 
nephew  is  himself  a  boy,  and  the  sniggerers 
tempt  him  to  secular  thoughts  of  marbles  and 
string,  by  secretly  offering  such  commodities  to 
his  distant  contemplation.  This  young  St. 
Anthony  for  awhile  "resists,  but  presently,  be- 
comes a  backslider,  and  in  dumb-show  defies 
the  sniggerers  to  "  heave "  a  marble  or  two  in 
his  direction.  Herein  he  is  detected  by  the 
aunt  (a  rigorous  reduced  gentlewoman  who  has 
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the  charge  of  offices),  and  I  perceive  that  worthy 
relative  to  poke  him  in  the  side  with  the  corru- 
gated hooked  handle  of  an  ancient  umbrella. 
The  nephew  revenges  himself  for  this  by  hold- 
ing his  breath,  and  terrifying  his  kinswoman 
wiUi  the  dread  belief  that  he  has  made  up  his 
mind  to  burst.  Regardless  of  whispers  and 
shakes,  he  swells  and  becomes  discoloured,  and 
yet  again  swells  and  becomes  discoloured,  until 
the  aunt  can  bear  it  no  longer,  but  leads  him 
out,  with  no  visible  neck,  and  with  his  eyes 
going  before  him  like  a  prawn's.  This  causes 
the  sniggerers  to  regard  flight  as  an  eligible 
move,  and  I  know  which  of  them  will  go  out 
first,  because  of  the  over-devout  attention  that 
he  suddenly  concentrates  on  the  clergyman.  In 
a  little  while,  this  hypocrite,  with  an  elaborate 
demonstration  of  hushing*  his  footsteps,  and  with 
a  face  generally  expressive  of  having  until  now 
forgotten  a  religious  appointment  elsewhere,  is 
gone.  Number  Two  gets  ouc  in  the  same  way, 
but  rather  quicker.  Number  Three,  getting 
safely  to  the  door,  there  turns  reckless,  and, 
banging  it  open,  tiies  forth  with  a  "Whoop  !  that 
vibrates  to  the  top  of  the  tov/er  above  us. 

The  clergyman,  who  is  of  a  prandial  presence 
aiid  a  muffled  voice,  may  be  scant  of  hearing  as 
well  as  of  breath,  but  he  only  glances  up  as 
having  an  idea  that  somebody  has  said  Amen  in 
a  wrong  place,  and  continues  his  steady  jog-trot, 
like  a  farmer's  wife  going  to  market.  He  does 
all  he  has  to  do  in  the  same  easy  way,  and  gives 
us  a  concise  sermon,  still  like  the  jog-trot  of  the 
farmer's  wife  on  a  level  road.  Its  drowsy  cadence 
soon  lulls  the  three  old  women  asleep,  and  the 
unmarried  tradesman  sits  looking  out  at  window, 
and  the  married  tradesman  sits  looking  at  his 
wife's  bonnet,  and  the  lovers  sit  looking  at  one 
another,  so  superlatively  happy,  that  I  mind 
v/hen  I,  turned  of  eighteen,  went  with  my 
-Angelica  to  a  City  church  on  account  of  a 
shower  (by  this  special  coincidence  that  it  was 
in  Huggin  Lane),  and  when  I  said  to  my 
Angelica,  "Let  the  blessed  event,  Angelica, 
occur  at  no  altar  but  this  !  "  and  when  my 
Angelica  consented  that  it  should  occur  at  no 
other — which  it -certainly  never  did,  for  it  never 
occurred  anywhere.  And  oh,  Angelica  !  what 
has  become  of  you  this  present  Sunday  morning 
v/hen  I  can't  attend  to  the  sermon  ?  and,  more 
difficult  question  than  that,  what  has  become  of 
]\te  as  I  was  when  I  sat  by  3-our  side  ? 

But,  we  receive  the  signal  to  make  that  una- 
nimous dive  which  surely  is  a  little  conventional 
— like  the  strange  rustlings  and  settlings  and 
clearings  of  throats  and  noses,  Avhich  are  never 
dispensed  with  at  certain  points  of  the  church 


service,  and  are  never  held  to  be  necessary  under 
any  other  circumstances.  In  a  minute  more  it 
is  all  over,  and  the  organ  expresses  itself  to  be 
as  glad  of  it  as  it  can  be  of  anything  in  its 
rheumatic  state,  and  in  another  minute  we  are 
all  of  us  out  of  the  church,  and  ^Vhity-bro\vn  has 
locked  it  up.  Another  minute,  or  little  more, 
and,  in  the  neighbouring  churchyard — not  the 
yard  of  that  church,  but  of  another — a  church- 
yard like  a  great  shabby  old  mignonette  box 
with  two  trees  in  it,  and  one  tomb — I  meet 
Whity-brown,  in  his  private  capacity,  fetching  a 
pint  of  beer  for  his  dinner  from  the  public-house 
in  the  corner,  where  the  keys  of  the  rotting  fire- 
ladders  are  kept,  and  were  never  asked  for,  and 
where  there  is  a  ragged,  white-seamed,  out-at- 
elbowed  bagatelle  board  on  the  first  floor. 

In  one  of  these  City  churches,  and  only  in 
one,  I  found  an  individual  who  might  have  been 
claimed  as  expressly  a  City  personage.  I  re- 
member the  church  by  the  feature  that  the 
clergyman  couldn't  get  to  his  own  dcik  with- 
out going  through  the  clerk's,  or  couldn't  get  to 
the  pulpit  without  going  through  the  reading- 
desk — I  forget  which,  and  it  is  no  matter — and 
by  the  presence  of  this  personage  among  the 
exceedingly  sparse  congregation.  I  doubt  if  we 
were  a  dozen,  and  we  had  no  exhausted  charity 
school  to  help  us  out.  The  personage  v/as 
dressed  in  black  of  square  cut,  and  was  stricken 
in  years,  and  wore  a  black  velvet  cap  and  cloth 
shoes.  He  was  of  a  staid,  wealthy,  and  dis- 
satisfied aspect.  In  his  l>and  he  conducted  to 
church  a  mysterious  child  :  a  child  of  the  femi- 
nine gender.  The  child  had  a  beaver  hat,  with 
a  stiff  drab  plume  that  surely  never  belonged  to 
any  bird  of  the  air.  The  child  was  further 
attired  in  a  nankeen  frock  and  spencer,  brown 
boxing  gloves,  and  a  veil.  It  had  a  blemish,  in 
the  natm-e  of  currant  jell\',  on  its  chin  ;  and  was 
a  thirsty  child.  Insomuch  that  the  personage 
carried  in  his  pocket  a  green  bottle,  from  which, 
when  the  first  psalm  was  given  out,  the  child 
was  openly  refreshed.  At  all  other  times  through- 
out the  service  it  was  motionless,  and  stood  on 
the  seat  of  the  large  pew,  closely  fitted  into  the 
corner,  like  a  rain-water  pipe. 

The  personage  never  opened  his  book,  and 
never  looked  at  the  clergyman.  He  never  sat 
down  either,  but  stood  with  his  arms  leaning  on 
the  top  of  the  pew,  and  his  forehead  sometimes 
shaded  with  his  right  hand,  always  looking  at 
the  church-door.  It  was  a  long  church  for  a 
church  of  its  size,  and  he  was  at  the  upper  end, 
but  he  always  looked  at  the  door.  That  he  was 
an  old  book-keeper,  or  an  old  trader  who  had 
kept  his  own  books^^  and  that  he  might  be  seen 


44 


THE  UNCOMMERCIAL  TRAVELLER. 


at  the  Bank  of  England  about  Dividend  times, 
no  doubt.  That  he  had  hved  in  the  City  all  his 
life,  and  was  disdainful  of  other  localities,  no 
doubt.  Why  he  looked  at  the  dooj  I  never 
absolutely  proved,  but  it  is  my  belief  that  he 
lived  in  expectation  of  the  time  when  the  citi- 
zens would  come  back  to  live  in  the  City,  and 
its  ancient  glories  would  be  renewed.  He  ap- 
])eared  to  expect  that  this  would  occur  on  a 
Sunday,  and  that  the  wanderers  would  first 
appear  in  the  deserted  churches,  penitent  and 
humbled.  Hence,  he  looked  at  the  door  which 
they  never  darkened.  Whose  child  the  child 
was,  whether  the  child  of  a  disinherited  daugh- 
ter, or  some  parish  orphan  whom  the  personage 
had  adopted,  there  Avas  nothing  to  lead  up  to'. 
It  never  played,  or  skipped,  or  smiled.  Once  the 
idea  occurred  to  me  that  it  was  an  automaton, 
and  that  the  personage  had  made  it ;  but,  fol- 
lowing the  strange  couple  out  one  Sunday,  I 
heard  the  personage  say  to  it,  "  Thirteen  thou- 
sand pounds  ; "  to  which  it  added,  in  a  weak 
human  voice,  ''  Seventeen  and  fourpence."  Four 
Sundays  I  followed  them  out,  and  this  is  all  I 
ever  heard  or  saw  them  say.  One  Sunday  I 
followed  them  home.  They  lived  behind  a 
pump,  and  the  personage  opened  their  abode 
with  an  exceeding  large  key.  The  one  solitary 
inscription  on  their  house  related  to  a  fire-plug. 
The  house  was  partly  undermined  by  a  deserted 
and  closed  gateway;  its  windows  were  blind 
with  dirt ;  and  it  stood  with  its  face  disconso- 
lately turned  to  a  wall.  Five  great  churches  and 
two  small  ones  rang  their  Sunday  bells  between 
this  house  and  the  church  the  couple  frequented, 
so  they  must  have  had  some  s^Decial  reason  for 
going  a  quarter  of  a  mile  to  it.  The  last  time  I 
saw  them  was  on  this  wise.  I  had  been  to 
explore  another  church  at  a  distance,  and  hap- 
l)ened  to  pass  the  church  they  frequented,  at 
about  two  of  the  afternoon,  when  that  edifice 
was  closed.  But,  a  little  side-door,  which  I  had 
never  observed  before,  stood  open,  and  disclosed 
certain  cellarous  steps.  Methought,  "  They  are 
airing  the  vaults  to-day,"  when  the  personage 
and  the  child  silently  arrived  at  the  steps,  and 
silently  descended.  Of  course,  I  came  to  the 
conclusion  that  the  personage  had  at  last  de- 
spaired of  the  looked-for  return  of  the  penitent 
citizens,  and  that  he  and  the  child  went  down 
to  get  themselves  buried. 

In  the  course  of  my  pilgrimages  I  came  upon 
one  obscure  church  which  had  broken  out  in 
the_  melodramatic  style,  and  was  got  up  with 
various  tawdry  decorations,  much  after  the  man- 
ner of  the  extinct  London  maypoles.  These 
attractions  had  induced  several  young  priests  or 


deacons  in  black  bibs  for  waistcoats,  and  several 
young  ladies  interested  in  that  noble  order  (the 
l^roporlion  being,  as  I  estimated,  seventeen 
young  ladies  to  a  deacon),  to  come  into  the 
City  as  a  new  and  odd  excitement.  It  was 
wonderful  to  see  how  these  young  people  played 
out  their  little  play  in  the  heart  of  the  City,  all 
among  themselves,  without  the  deserted  City's 
knowing  anything  about  it.  It  was  as  if  you 
should  take  an  empty  counting-house  on  a  Sun- 
day, and  act  one  of  the  old  Mysteries  there. 
They  had  impressed  a  small  school  (from  what 
neighbourhood  I  don't  know)  to  assist  in  the 
performances,  and  it  was  pleasant  to  notice 
frantic  garlands  of  inscription  on  the  v/alls,  espe- 
cially addressing  those  poor  innocents  in  cha- 
racters impossible  for  them  to  decipher.  There 
was  a  remarkably  agreeable  smell  of  pomatum 
in  this  congregation. 

But,  in  other  cases,  rot  and  mildew  and  dead 
citizens  formed  the  uppermost  scent,  while,  in- 
fused into  it,  in  a  dreamy  way  not  at  all  dis- 
pleasing, was  the  staple  character  of  the  neigh- 
bourhood. In  the  churches  about  Mark  Lane, 
for  example,  there  was  a  dry  whift"  of  wheat ;  and 
I  accidentally  struck  an  airy  sample  of  barley 
out  of  an  aged  hassock  in  one  of  them.  From 
Rood  Lane  to  Tower  Street,  and  thereabouts, 
there  was  often  a  subtle  flavour  of  wine  :  some- 
times of  tea.  One  church  near  Mincing  Lane 
s^nelt  like  a  druggist's  drawer.  Behind  the 
Monument  the  service  had  a  flavour  of  da- 
maged oranges,  which,  a  little  further  down  to- 
wards the  river,  tempered  into  herrings,  and 
gradually  toned  into  a  cosmopolitan  blast  of 
fish.  In  one  church,  the  exact  counterpart  of 
the  church  in  the  Rake's  Progress  where  the 
hero  is  being  married  to  the  horrible  old  lady, 
there  was  no  speciality  of  atmosphere  until  the 
organ  shook  a  perfume  of  hides  all  over  us  from 
some  adjacent  warehouse. 

Be  the  scent  what  it  would,  however,  there 
was  no  speciality  in  the  people-  There  were 
never  enough  of  them  to  represent  any  calling 
or  neighbourhood.  They  had  all  gone  else- 
where overnight,  and  the  few  stragglers  in  the 
many  churches  languished  there  inexpressibly. 

Among  the  uncommercial  travels  in  which  I 
have  engaged,  this  year  of  Sunday  travel  occu- 
pies its  own  place,  apart  from  all  the  rest. 
Whether  I  think  of  the  church  where  the  sails 
of  the  oyster  boats  in  the  river  almost  flapped 
against  the  windows,  or  of  the  church  where  the 
railroad  made  the  bells  hum  as  the  train  rushed 
by  above  the  roof,  I  recall  a  curious  experience. 
On  summer  Sundays,  in  the  gentle  rain_  or  the 
bright  sunshine— either,  deepening  the  idleness 
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of  the  idle  City — I  have  sat,  in  that  singular 
silence  which  belongs  to  resting-places  usually 
astir,  in  scores  of  buildings  at  the  heart  of  the 
world's  metropolis,  unknown  to  far  greater  num- 
bers of  people  speaking  the  English  tongue  than 
the  ancient  edifices  of  the  Eternal  City,  or  the 
Pyramids  of  Egypt.  The  dark  vestries  and 
registries  into  which  I  have  peeped,  and  the 
little  hemmed-in  churchyards  that  have  echoed 
to  my  feet,  have  left  impressions  on  my  memory 
as  distinct  and  quaint  as  any  it  has  in  that  v/ay 
received.  In  all  those  dusty  registers  that  the 
worms  are  eating,  there  is  not  a  line  but  made 
some  hearts  leap,  or  some  tears  flow,  in  their 
dav.  Still  and  dry  now,  still  and  dry  !  and  the 
old  tree  at  the  window,  with  no  room  for  its 
branches,  has  seen  them  all  out.  So  with  the 
tomb  of  the  old  Master  of  the  old  Company,  on 
which  it  drips.  His  son  restored  it  and  died, 
his  daughter  restored  it  and  died,  and  then  he 
had  been  remembered  long  enough,  and  the  tree 
took  possession  of  him,  and  his  name  cracked 
out. 

There  are  few  more  striking  indications  of  the 
changes  of  manners  and  customs  that  two  or 
three  hundred  years  have  brought  about  than 
these  deserted  churches.  Many  of  them  are 
handsome  and  costly  structures,  several  of  them 
were  designed  by  Wren,  many  of  them  arose 
from  the  ashes  of  the  great  fire,  others  of  them 
outlived  the  plague  and  the  fire  too,  to  die  a 
slow  death  in  these  later  days.  No  one  can  be 
sure  of  the  coming  time ;  but  it  is  not  too  much 
to  say  of  it  that  it  has  no  sign,  in  its  outsetting 
tides,  of  the  reflux  to  these  churches  of  their 
congregations  and  uses.  They  remain,  like  the 
tombs  of  the  old  citizens  who  lie  beneath  them 
and  around  them,  Monuments  of  another  age. 
They  are  worth  a  Sunday  exploration,  now  and 
then,  for  they  yet  echo,  not  unharmoniously,  to 
the  time  when  the  City  of  London  really  was 
London ;  when  the  'Prentices  and  Trained 
Bands  were  of  mark  in  the  state  ;  when  even 
the  Lord  Mayor  himself  was  a  reality — not  a 
Fiction  conventionally  be-puffed  on  one  day  in 
the  year  by  illustrious  friends,  w^ho  no  less  con- 
ventionally laugh  at  him  on  the  remaining  three 
hundred  and  sixty-four  days. 


X. 


SHY  NEIGHBOURHOODS. 


CO  much  of  my  travelling  is  done  on 
^^  foot,  that  if  I  cherished  betting  propen- 
sities, I  should    probably  be  found  registered 


in  sporting  newspapers  under  some  such  title 
as  the  Elastic  Novice,  challenging  all  eleven- 
stone  mankind  to  competition  in  walking.  INIy 
last  special  feat  was  turning  out  of  bed  at 
two,  after  a  hard  day,  pedestrian  and  other- 
wise, and  walking  thirty  miles  into  the  country 
to  breakfast.  The  road  was  so  lonely  in  the 
night,  that  I  fell  asleep  to  the  monotonous 
sound  of  my  own  feet,  doing  their  regular 
four  miles  an  hour.  Mile  after  mile  I  walked 
without  the  slightest  sense  of  exertion,  dozing 
heavily  and  dreaming  constantly.  It  was  only 
when  I  made  a  stumble  like  a  drunken  man,  or 
struck  out  into  the  road  to  avoid  a  horseman 
close  upon  me  on  the  path — who  had  no  exist- 
ence— that  I  came  to  myself  and  looked  about. 
The  day  broke  mistily  (it  was  autumn-time),  and 
I  could  not  disembarrass  myself  of  the  idea  that 
I  had  to  climb  those  heights  and  banks  of 
clouds,  and  that  there  was  an  Alpine  Convent 
somewhere  behind  the  sun,  where  I  was  going 
to  breakfast.  This  sleepy  notion  was  so  much 
stronger  than  such  substantial  objects  as  villages 
and  haystacks,  that,  after  the  sun  was  up  and 
bright,  and  when  I  was  sufficiently  awake  to 
have  a  sense  of  pleasure  in  the  prospect,  I  still 
occasionally  caught  myself  looking  about  for 
wooden  arms  to  point  the  right  track  up  the 
mountain,  and  wondering  there  was  no  snow 
yet.  It  is  a  curiosity  of  broken  sleep  that  I 
made  immense  quantities  of  verses  on  that  pe- 
destrian occasion  (of  course  I  never  make  any 
when  I  am  in  my  right  senses),  and  that  I  spoke 
a  certain  language  once  pretty  familiar  to  me, 
but  which  I  have  nearly  forgotten  from  disuse, 
with  fluency.  Of  both  these  phenomena  I  have 
such  frequent  experience  in  the  state  between 
sleeping  and  waking,  that  I  sometimes  argue 
with  myself  that- 1  know  I  cannot  be  awake,  for, 
if  I  were,  I  should  not  be  half  so  ready.  The 
readiness  is  not  imaginary,  because  I  often  re- 
call long  strings  of  the  verses,  and  many  turns  of 
the  fluent  speech,  after  I  am  broad  awake. 

My  walking  is  of  two  kinds  :  one,  straight  on 
end  to  a  definite  goal  at  a  round  pace  ;  one, 
objectless,  loitering,  and  ])urely  vagabond.  In 
the  latter  state  no  gipsy  on  earth  is  a  greater 
vagabond  than  myself;  it  is  so  natural  to  me, 
and  strong  with  me,  that  I  think  I  must  be  the 
descendant,  at  no  great  distance,  of  some  irre- 
claimable tramp. 

One  of  the  pleasantest  things  I  have  lately  met 
with,  in  a  vagabond  course  of  shy  metropolitan 
neighbourhoods  and  small  shops,  is  the  fancy  of 
a  humble  artist,  as  exemplified  in  two  portraits 
representing  Mr.  Thomas  Sayers,  of  Great  Bri- 
tain, and  Mr.  John  Heenan,  of  the  United  States 
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of  America.  These  illustrious  men  are  highly 
coloured  in  fighting  trim,  and  fighting  attitude. 
To  suggest  the  pastoral  and  meditative  nature 
of  their  peaceful  calling,  Mr.  Heenan  is  repre- 
sented on  emerald  sward,  with  primroses  and 
other  modest  flowers  springing  up  under  the 
heels  of  his  half-boots  ;  while  Mr.  Sayers  is  im- 
pelled to  the  administration  of  his  favourite 
blow,  the  Auctioneer,  by  the  silent  eloquence  of 
a  village  church.  The  humble  homes  of  Eng- 
land, with  their  domestic  virtues  and  honeysuckle 
porches,  urge  both  heroes  to  go  in  and  win  ; 
and  the  lark  and  other  singing  birds  are  observ- 
able in  the  upper  air,  ecstatically  carolling  their 
thanks  to  Heaven  for  a  fight.  On  the  whole, 
the  associations  entwined  with  the  pugilistic 
art  by  this  artist  are  much  in  the  manner  of 
Izaak  Walton. 

But,  it  is  with  the  lower  animals  of  back- 
streets  and '  by-ways  that  my  present  purpose 
rests.  For  human  notes  we  may  return  to  such 
neighbourhoods  when  leisure  and  opportunity 
serve. 

Nothing  in  shy  neighbourhoods  perplexes  my 
mind  more  than  the  bad  company  birds  keep. 
Foreign  birds  often  get  into  good  society,  but 
British  birds  are  inseparable  from  low  associates. 
There  is  a  whole  street  of  them  in  St.  Giles's ; 
and  I  always  find  them  in  poor  and  immoral 
neighbourhoods,  convenient  to  the  public-house 
and  the  pawnbroker's.  They  seem  to  lead 
people  into  drinking,  and  even  the  man  who 
makes  their  cages  usually  gets  into  a  chronic 
state  of  black  eye.  Why  is  this  ?  Also,  they 
will  do  things  for  people  in  short-skirted  vel- 
veteen coats  with  bone  buttons,  or  in  sleeved 
waistcoats  and  fur  caps,  which  they  cannot  be 
persuaded  by  the  respectable  orders  of  society 
to  undertake.  In  a  dirty  courf  in  Spitalfields, 
once,  I  found  a  goldfinch  drawing  his  own 
water,  and  drawing  as  much  of  it  as  if  he  were 
in  a  consuming  fever.  That  goldfinch  lived  at 
a  bird  shop,  and  offered,  in  writing,  to  barter 
himself  against  old  clothes,  empty  bottles,  or 
even  kitchen-stuft".  Surely  a  low  thing  and  a 
depraved  taste  in  any  finch  !  I  bought  that 
goldfinch  for  money.  He  was  sent  home,  and 
hung  upon  a  Aail  over  against  my  table.  He 
lived  outside  a  counterfeit  dwelling-house,  sup- 
posed (as  I  argued)  to  be  a  dyer's  ;  otherwise  it 
would  have  been  impossible  to  account  for  his 
perch  sticking  out  of  the  garret  window.  From 
the  time  of  his  appearance  in  my  room,  either  he 
left  off  being  thirsty — which  was  not  in  the  bond 
—or  he  could  not  make  up  his  mind  to  hear  his 
little  bucket  drop  back  into  his  well  when  he  let 
It  go  :  a  shock  which  in  the  best  of  times  had 


made  him  tremble.  He  drew  no  water  but  by 
stealth,  and  under  the  cloak  of  night.  After  an 
interval  of  futile  and  at  length  hopeless  expecta- 
tion, the  merchant  who  had  educated  him  was 
appealed  to.  The  merchant  was  a  bow-legged 
character,  with  a  flat  and  cushiony  nose,  like  the 
last  new  strawberry.  He  wore  a  fur  cap,  and 
shorts,  and  was  of  the  velveteen  race,  velveteen}'. 
He  sent  word  that  he  would  "  look  round." 
He  looked  round,  appeared  in  the  doorway  of 
the  room,  and  slightly  cocked  up  his  evil  eye  at 
the  goldfinch.  Instantly  a  raging  thirst  beset 
that  bird ;  when  it  was  appeased,  he  still  drew 
several  unnecessary  buckets  of  water;  and  finally 
leaped  about  his  perch  and  sharpened  his  bill, 
as  if  he  had  been  to  the  nearest  wine  vaults  and 
got  dTunk. 

Donkeys,  again.  I  know  shy  neighbourhoods 
where  the  donkey  goes  in  at  the  street-door,  and 
appears  to  live  up-stairs,  for  I  have  examined 
the  back-yard  from  over  the  palings,  and  have 
been  unable  to  make  him  out.  Gentility,  nobi- 
lity. Royalty,  would  appeal  to  that  donkey  in 
vain  to  do  what  he  does  for  the  costermonger. 
Feed  him  with  oats  at  the  highest  price,  put  an 
infant  prince  and  princess  in  a  pair  of  panniers 
on  his  back,  adjust  his  delicate  trappings  to  a 
nicety,  take  him  to  the  softest  slopes  at  Wind- 
sor, and  try  what  pace  you  can  get  out  of  him. 
Tijen,  starve  him,  harness  him  anyhow  to  a 
truck  with  a  flat  tray  on  it,  and  see  him  bowl 
from  Whitechapel  to  Bayswater.  There  appears 
to  be  no  particular  private  understanding  be- 
•tween  birds  and  donkeys  in  a  state  of  nature  ; 
but,  in  the  shy  neighbourhood  state,  you  shall 
see  them  always  in  the  same  hands,  and  always 
developing  their  very  best  energies  for  the  very 
worst  company.  I  have  known  a  donkey — by 
sight ;  we  were  not  on  speaking  terms — who 
lived  over  on  the  Surrey  side  of  London  Bridge, 
among  the  fastnesses  of  Jacob's  Island  and 
Dockhead.  It  was  the  habit  of  that  animal, 
when  his  services  were  not  in  immediate  requi- 
sition, to  go  out  alone,  idling.  I  have  met  him 
a  mile  from  his  place  of  residence,  loitering 
about  the  streets;  and  the  expression  of  his 
countenance  at  such  times  was  most  degraded. 
He  was  attached  to  the  establishment  of  an 
elderly  lady  who  sold  periwinkles,  and  he  used 
to  stand  on  Saturday  nights  with  a  cartful  of 
those  delicacies  outside  a  gin-shop,  pricking  up 
his  ears  when  a  customer  came  to  the  cart,  and 
too  evidently  deriving  satisfaction  from  the 
knowledge  that  they  got  bad  measure.  _His 
mistress  was  sometimes  overtaken  by  inebriety. 
The  last  time  I  ever  saw  him  (about  five  years 
ago)  he  was  in  circumstances  of  difficulty,  caused 
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by  this  failing.  Having  been  left  alone  with 
the  cart  of  periwinkles,  and  forgotten,  he  went 
off  idling.  He  prowled  among  his  usual  low 
haunts  for  some  time,  gratifying  his  depraved 
tastes,  until,  not  taking  the  cart  into  his  calcula- 
tions, he  endeavoured  to  turn  up  a  narrow  alley, 
and  became  greatly  involved.  He  was  taken 
into  custody  by  the  police,  and  the  Green  Yard 
of  the  district  being  near  at  hand,  was  backed 
into  that  place  of  durance.  At  that  crisis  I  en- 
countered him  ;  the  stubborn  sense  he  evinced 
of  being — not  to  compromise  the  expression — a 
blackguard,  I  never  saw  exceeded  in  the  human 
subject.  A  flaring  candle  in  a  paper  shade, 
stuck  in  among  his  periwinkles,  showed  him, 
with  his  ragged  harness  broken  and  his  cart 
extensively  shattered,  twitching  his  mouth  and 
shaking  his  hanging  head,  a  picture  of  disgrace 
and  obduracy,  I  have  seen  boys  being  taken 
to  station-houses,  who  wei^e  as  like  him  as  his 
own  brother. 

The  dogs  of  shy  neighbourhoods  I  observe  to 
avoid  play,  and  to  be  conscious  of  poverty. 
They  avoid  work  too,  if  they  can,  of  course ; 
that  is  in  die  nature  of  all  animals.  I  have  the 
pleasure  to  know  a  dog  in  a  back-street  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Walworth,  who  has  greatly 
distinguished  himself  in  the  minor  drama,  and 
who  takes  his  portrait  with  him  when  he  makes 
an  engagement,  for  the  illustration  of  the  play- 
bill. His  portrait  (which  is  not  at  all  like  him) 
represents  him  in  the  act  of  dragging  to  the 
earth  a  recreant  Indian,  who  is  supposed  to  have 
t(3mahawked,  or  essayed  to  tomahawk,  a  British 
ofiicer.  The  design  is  pure  poetry,  for  there  is 
no  such  Indian  in  the  piece,  and  no  such  inci- 
dent. He  is  a  dog  of  the  Newfoundland  breed, 
for  whose  honesty  I  would  be  bail  to  any 
amount;  but  whose  intellectual  qualities  in  asso- 
ciation with  dramatic  fiction  I  cannot  rate  high. 
Indeed,  he  is  too  honest  for  the  profession  he 
has  entei'ed.  Being  at  a  town  in  Yorkshire  last 
summer,  and  seeing  him  posted  in  the  bill  of 
the  night,  I  attended  the  performance.  His 
first  scene  was  eminently  successful ;  but,  as  it 
occupied  a  second  in  its  representation  (and  five 
lines  in  the  bill),  it  scarcely  aftbrded  gi-ound  for 
a  cool  and  deliberate  judgment  of  his  powers. 
He  had  merely  to  bark,  run  on,  and  jumj) 
through  an  inn  window  after  a  comic  fugitive. 
The  next  scene  of  importance  to  the  fable  was 
a  little  marred  in  its  interest  by  his  over-anxiety ; 
forasmuch  as  while  his  master  (a  belated  soldier 
in  a  den  of  robbers  on  a  tempestuous  night)  was 
feelingly  lamenting  the  absence  of  his  faithful 
dog,  and  laying  great  stress  on  the  fact  that  he 
was  thirty  leagues  away,  the  foithful  dog  was 


barking  furiously  in  tlie  prompter's  box,  and 
clearly  choking  himself  against  his  collar.  But 
it  was  in  his  greatest  scene  of  all  that  his  honesty 
got  the  better  of  him.  He  had  to  enter  a  dense 
and  trackless  forest,  on  the  trail  of  the  mur- 
derer, and  there  to  fly  at  the  murderer  when  he 
found  him  resting  at  the  foot  of  a  tree,  with  his 
victim  bound  ready  for  slaughter.  It  was  a  hot 
night,  and  he  came  into  the  forest  from  an  alto- 
gether unexpected  direction,  in  the  sweetest 
temper,  at  a  very  deliberate  trot,  not  in  the  least 
excited ;  trotted  to  the  foot-lights  with  his  tongue 
•out ;  and  there  sat  down,  panting,  and  amiably 
surveying  the  audience,  with  his  tail  beating  on 
the  boards  like  a  Dutcla  clock.  Meanwhile,  the 
murderer,  impatient  to  receive  his  doom,  Tvas 
audibly  calling  to  him  "  Co-o-ome  here  !"  while 
the  victim,  struggling  with  his  bonds,  assailed 
him  with  the  most  injurious  expressions.  It 
happened,  through  these  means,  that  when  he 
was  in  course  of  time  persuaded  to  trot  up  and 
rend  the  murderer  limb  from  limb,  he  made  it 
(for  dramatic  purposes)  a  Httle  too  obvious  that 
he  worked  out  that  awful  retribution  by  licking 
butter  off  his  blood-stained  hands. 

In  a  shy  street,  behind  Long  Acre,  two  honest 
dogs  live,  who  perform  in  Punch's  shows.  I 
may  venture  to  say  that  I  am  on  terms  of  inti- 
macy with  both,  and  that  I  never  saw  either 
guilty  of  the  falsehood  of  failing  to  look  down 
at  the  man  inside  the  show  during  the  whole 
performance.  The  difticulty  other  dogs  have  in 
satisfying  their  minds  about  these  dogs  appears 
to  be  never  overcome  by  time.  The  same  dogs 
must  encounter  them  over  and  over  again,  as 
they  trudge  along  in  their  off-minutes  behind  the 
legs  of  the  show  and  beside  the  drum  ;  but  all 
dogs  seem  to  suspect  their  frills  and  jackets,  and 
to  sniff  at  them  as  if  they  thought  those  articles 
of  personal  adornment  an  eruption — a  something 
in  the  nature  of  mange,  perhaps.  From  this 
Covent  Garden  of  mine  I  noticed  a  country  dog, 
only  the  other  day,  who  had  come  up  to  Covent- 
Garden  Market  under  a  cart,  and  had  broken 
his  cord,  an  end  of  which  he  still  trailed  along 
with  him.  He  loitered  about  the  corners  of  the 
four  streets  commanded  by  my  window  ;  and 
bad  London  dogs  came  up,  and  told  him  lies 
that  he  didn't  believe  ;  and  worse  London  dogs 
came  up,  and  made  proposals  to  him  to  go  and 
steal  in  the  market,  which  his  principles  rejected ; 
and  the  ways  of  the  town  confused  him,  and  he 
crept  aside  and  lay  down  in  a  doorway.  He 
had  scarcely  got  a  wink  of  sleep,  when  up  comes 
Punch  with  Toby.  He  was  darting  to  Toby  for 
consolation  and  advice,  when  he  saw  the  frill, 
and  stopped,  in  the  middle  of  the  street,  appalled. 
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The  show  was  pitched,  Toby  retired  behind  the 
drapery,  the  audience  formed,  the  drum  and 
I^ipes  struck  up.  My  country  dog  remained 
immovable,  intently  staring  at  these  strange  ap- 
pearances, until  Toby  opened  the  drama  by 
appearing  on  his  ledge,  and  to  him  entered 
Punch,  who  put  a  tobacco-pipe  into  Toby's 
mouth.  At  this  spectacle  the  country  dog  threw 
up  his  head,  gave  one  terrible  howl,  and  fled 
due  west. 

^Ve  talk  of  men  keeping  dogs,  but  we  might 
often  talk  more  expressively  of  dogs  keeping 


meft.  I  know  a  bulldog  in  a  shy  corner  of 
Hammersmith  who  keeps  a  man.  He  keeps 
hmi  up  a  yard,  and  makes  him  go  to  public- 
houses  and  lay  wagers  on  him,  and  obliges  him 
to  lean  agamst  posts  and  look  at  him,  and  forces 
hun  to  neglect  work  for  him,  and  keeps  him 
under  rigid  coercion.  I  once  knew  a  fancy 
terrier  who  kept  a  gentleman— a  gentleman  who 
had  been  brought  up  at  Oxford,  too.  The  do" 
kept  the  gentleman  entirely  for  his  glorification^^ 
and  the  gentleman  never  talked  about  any.hin'r 
but  the  terrier.    This,  however,  was  not  in  a 
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shy  neighbourhood,  and  is  a  digression  conse- 
quently. 

There  are  a  great  many  dogs  in  shy  neigh- 
bourhoods who  keep  boys.  I  have  my  eye  on 
a  mongrel  in  Somers  Town  who  keeps  three 
boys.  He  feigns  that  he  can  bring  down  spar- 
rows and  unburrow  rats  (he  can  do  neither), 
and  he  takes  the  boys  out  on  sporting  pretences 
into  all  sorts  of  suburban  fields.  He  has  like- 
wise made  them  believe  that  he  possesses  some 


mysterious  knowledge  of  the  art  of  fishing,  and 
they  consider  themselves  incompletely  equipped 
for  the  Hampstead  ponds,  with  a  pickle-jar  and 
a  wide-mouthed  bottle,  unless  he  is  with  them, 
and  barking  tremendously.  There  is  a  dog  re- 
siding in  the  Borough  of  Southwark  who  keeps  a 
blind  man.  He  may  be  seen,  most  days,  in 
Oxford  Street,  haling  the  blind  man  away  on 
expeditions  wholly  uncontemplated  by,  and  un- 
intelligible to,  the  man  :  wholly  of  the  dog's  con- 
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ception  and  execution.  Contrariwise,  when  tlie 
man  has  projects,  the  dog  will  sit  down  in  a 
crowded  thoroughfare  and  meditate.  I  saw  him 
yesterday  wearing  the  money-tray  like  an  easy 
collar,  instead  of  otTering  it  to  the  public,  taking 
tlie  man  against  his  will,  on  the  invitation  of  a 
disreputable  cur,  apparently  to  visit  a  dog  at 
Harrow — he  was  so  intent  on  that  direction. 
The  north  wall  of  Burlington-House  Gardens, 
between  the  Arcade  and  the  Albany,  offers  a  shy 
spot  for  appointment  among  blind  men  at  about 
two  or  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon.  They  sit 
(very  uncomfortably)  on  a  sloping  stone  there, 
and  compare  notes.  Their  dogs  may  always  be 
observed,  at  the  same  time,  openly  disparaging 
the  men  they  keep  to  one  another,  and  settling 
where  they  shall  respectively  take  their  men 
when  they  begin  to  move  again.  At  a  small 
butcher's,  in  a  shy  neighbourhood  (there  is  no 
reason  for  suppressing  the  name  ;  it  is  by  Netting 
Hill,  and  gives  upon  the  district  called  the  Pot- 
teries), I  know  a  shaggy  black  and  white  dog 
who  keeps  a  drover.  He  is  a  dog  of  an  easy 
disposition,  and  too  frequently  allows  this  drover 
to  get  drunk.  On  these  occasions,  it  is  the  dog's 
custom  to  sit  outside  the  public-house,  keeping 
his  eye  on  a  few  sheep,  and  thinking.  I  have 
seen  him  with  six  sheep,  plainly  casting  up  in 
his  mind  how  many  he  began  with  when  he  left 
the  market,  and  at  what  places  he  has  left  the 
rest.  I  have  seen  him  perplexed  by  not  being 
able  to  account  to  himself  for  certain  particular 
sheep.  A  light  has  gradually  broken  on  him, 
he  has  remembered  at  what  butcher's  he  left 
them,  and  in  a  burst  of  grave  satisfaction  has 
caught  a  fly  off  his  nose,  and  shown  himself 
much  relieved.  If  I  could  at  any  time  have 
doubted  the  fact  that  it  was  he  who  kept  the 
drover,  an^  not  the  drover  who  kept  him,  it 
would  have  been  abundantly  proved  by  his  way 
of  taking  undivided  charge  of  the  six  sheep,  when 
the  drover  came  out  besmeared  with  red  ochre 
and  beer,  and  gave  him  wrong  directions,  which 
he  calmly  disregarded,  tie  has  taken  the  sheep 
entirely  into  his  own  hands,  has  merely  remarket!, 
with  respectful  firmness,  "  That  instruction  would 
jilace  them  under  an  omnibus ;  you  had  better 
confine  your  attention  to  yourself — you  will  want 
it  all ;"  and  has  driven  his  charge  away,  with  an 
intelligence  of  ears  and  tail,  and  a  knowledge  of 
business,  that  has  left  his  lout  of  a  man  very, 
very  far  behind. 

As  the  dogs  of  shy  neighbourhoods  usually 
betray  a  slinking  consciousness  of  being  in  poor 
circumstances — for  the  most  part  manifesteil  in 
an  aspect  of  anxiety,  an  awkwardness  in  their 
play,  and  a  misgiving  that  somebody  is  going  to 


harness  them  to  something,  to  pick  up  a  living 
— so  the  cats  of  shy  neighbourhoods  exhibit  a 
strong  tendency  to  relapse  into  barbarism.  Not 
only  are  they  made  selfishly  ferocious  by  rumi- 
nating on  the  surplus  population  around  them, 
and  on  the  densely-crowded  state  of  all  the 
avenues  to  cat's-meat  ;  not  only  is  there  a  moral 
and  politico-economical  haggardness  in  them, 
traceable  to  these  reflections  ;  but  they  evince  a 
physical  deterioration.  Their  linen  is  not  clean, 
and  is  wretchedly  got  up ;  their  black  turns 
rusty,  like  old  mourning ;  they  wear  very  indif- 
ferent fur ;  and  take  to  the  shabbiest  cotton 
velvet,  instead  of  silk  velvet.  I  am  on  terms  of 
recognition  with  several  small  streets  of  cats 
about  the  Obelisk  in  St.  George's  Fields,  and 
also  in  the  vicinity  of  Clerkenwell  Green,  and 
also  in  the  back-settlements  of  Drury  Lane.  In 
appearance  they  are  very  like  the  women  among 
whom  they  live.  They  seem  to  turn  out  of  their 
unwholesome  beds  into  the  street  without  any 
preparation.  They  leave  their  young  families 
to  stagger  about  the  gutters  unassisted,  while 
they  frouzily  quarrel  and  swear  and  scratch  and 
spit  at  street  corners.  In  particular,  I  remark 
that  when  they  are  about  to  increase  their 
families  (an  event  of  frequent  occurrence),  the 
resemblance  is  strongly  expressed  in  a  certain 
dusty  dowdiness,  down-at-heel  self-neglect,  and 
general  giving  up  of  things.  I  cannot  honestly 
report  that  I  have  ever  seen  a  feline  matron  of 
this  class  washing  her  face  when  in  an  interest- 
ing condition. 

Not  to  prolong  these  notes  of  uncommercial 
travel  among  the  lower  animals  of  shy  neigh- 
bourhoods by  dwelling  at  length  upon  the  exas- 
perated moodiness  of  the  tom-cats,  and  their 
resemblance  in  many  respects  to  a  man  and  a 
brotlier,  I  will  come  to  a  close  with  a  word  on 
the  fowls  of  the  same  localities. 

That  anything  born  of  an  egg,  and  invested 
with  wings,  should  have  got  to  the  pass  that  it 
hops  contentedly  down  a  ladder  into  a  cellar, 
and  calls  that  going  home,  is  a  circumstance  so 
amazing  as  to  leave  one  nothing  more  in  this 
connection  to  wonder  at.  Otherwise  I  might 
wonder  at  the  completeness  with  which  these 
fowls  have  become  separated  from  all  the  birds 
of  the  air — have  taken  to  grovelling  in  bricks 
and  mortar  and  mud — have  forgotten  all  about 
live  trees,  and  make  roosting-places  of  shop- 
boards,  barrows,  oyster  tubs,  bulk-heads,  and 
door-scrapers.  I  wonder  at  nothing  concerning 
them,  and  take  them  as  they  are.  I  accept  as 
products  of  Nature  and  things  of  course  a  re- 
duced Bantam  family  of  my  acquaintance  in  the 
Hackney  Road,  who  are  incessantly  at  the  pawn- 
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broker's.  I  cannot  say  that  they  enjoy  them- 
selves, for  they  are  of  a  melanclioly  tempera- 
ment;  but  what  enjoyment  they  are  capable 
of,  they  derive  from  crowding  together  in  the 
pawnbroker's  side-entry.  Here  they  are  always 
to  be  found  in  a  feeble  flutter,  as  if  they  were 
newly  come  down  in  the  world,  and  were  afraid 
of  being  identified.  I  know  a  low  fellow,  origi- 
nally of  a  good  family  from  Dorking,  who  takes 
his  whole  establishment  of  wives,  in  single  file, 
in  at  the  door  of  the  Jug  Department  of  a  dis- 
orderly tavern  near  the  Haymarket,  manrcuvres 
them  among  the  company's  legs,  emerges  with 
them  at  the  Bottle  Entrance,  and  so  passes  his 
life  :  seldom,  in  the  season,  going  to  bed  before 
two  in  the  morning.  Over  Waterloo  Bridge  there 
is  a  shabby  old  speckled  couple  (they  belong  to 
the  wooden  French-bedstead,  washing-stand,  and- 
towel-horse  making  trade),  who  are  always  trying 
to  get  in  at  the  door  of  a  chapel.  Whether  the 
old  lady,  under  a  delusion  reminding  one  of 
Mrs.  Southcott,  has  an  idea  of  intrusting  an  egg 
to  that  particular  denomination,  or  merely  under- 
stands that  she  has  no  business  in  the  building, 
and  is  consequently  frantic  to  enter  it,  I  cannot 
determine ;  but  she  is  constantly  endeavouring  to 
undermine  the  principal  door ;  while  her  partner, 
who  is  infirm  upon  his  legs,  walks  up  and  down, 
encouraging  her,-  and  defying  the  Universe. 
.]jut,  the  family  I  have  been  best  acquainted 
with,  since  the  removal  from  this  trying  sphere 
of  a  Chinese  circle  at  Brentford,  reside  in  the 
densest  part  of  Bethnal  Green.  Their  abstrac- 
tion from  the  objects  among  which  they  live,  or 
rather,  their  conviction  that  those  objects  have 
all  come  into  existence  in  express  subservience 
to  fowls,  has  so  enchanted  me,  that  I  have  made 
them  the  subject  of  many  journeys  at  divers 
hours.  After  careful  observation  of  the  two 
lords  and  the  ten  ladies  of  whom  this  family 
consists,  I  have  come  to  the  conclusion  that 
their  opinions  are  represented  by  the  leading 
lord  and  leading  lady.:  the  latter,  as  I  judge, 
an  aged  personage,  afflicted  with  a  paucity  of 
feather  and  visibility  of  quill,  that  gives  her  the 
appearance  of  a  bundle  of  office  pens.  When 
a  raihvaygoods  van  that  would  crush  an  elephant 
comes  round  the  corner,  tearing  over  these  fowls, 
they  emerge  unharmed  from  under  the  horses, 
perfectly  satisfied  that  the  whole  rush  was  a 
passing  property  in  the  air,  which  may  have  left 
som.ething  to  eat  behind  it.  They  look  upon 
old  shoes,  wrecks  of  kettles  and  saucepans,  and 
fragments  of  bonnets  as  a  kind  of  meteoric  dis- 
charge for  fowls  to  peck  at.  Pegtops  and  hoops 
they  account,  I  think,  as  a  sort  of  hail ;  shuttle- 
cocks, as  rain,  ,or  dew.     Gas-light  comes  quite 


as  natural  to  them  as  any  other  light ;  and  I  have 
more  than  a  suspicion  that,  in  the  minds  of  the 
two  lords,  the  early  public-house  at  the  corner 
has  superseded  the  sun.  I  have  establislied  it 
as  a  certain  fact  that  they  always  begin  to  crow 
when  the  public-house  shutters  begin  to  be  taken 
down,  and  that  they  salute  the  potboy,  the  in- 
stant he  appears  to  perform  that  duty,  as  if  he 
were  Phosbus  in  person. 


XI. 


t/>  [■.-r-J  leK  -^^Ijy- 

'^^vi0\  HE  chance  use  of  the  word  "  Tramp," 
w\  *#*'iBI;~:<::^_  jj-j  -^-^y  j^^st;  paper,  brought  that  nume- 
Dw^'  rous  fraternity  so  vividly  before  my 
mind's  eye,  that  I  had  no  sooner 
/^^^^^^  laid  down  my  pen  than  a  compnl- 
1^)  sion  was  upon  me  to  take  it  up  again, 
^P>  and  make  notes  of  the  Tramps  whom  I 
"^W  perceived  on  all  the  summer  roads  in  all 
directions. 

Whenever  a  tramp  sits  down  to  rest  by  the 
WMyside,  he  sits  with  his  legs  in  a  dry  ditch ; 
and  whenever  he  goes  to  sleep  (which  is  very 
often  indeed),  he  goes  to  sleep  on  his  back. 
Yonder,  by  the  high-road,  glaring  white  in  the 
bright  sunshine,  lies,  on  the  dusty  bit  of  turf 
under  the  bramble-bush  that  fences  the  coppice 
from  the  highway,  the  tramp  of  the  order  sa\-agc, 
fast  asleep.  He  lies  on  the  broad  of  his  back, 
with  his  face  turned  up  to  the  sky,  and  one  of 
his  ragged  arms  loosely  thrown  across  his  face. 
His  bundle  (what  can  be  the  contents  of  that 
mysterious  bundle,  to  make  it  worth  his  while 
to  carry  it  about  ?)  is  thrown  down  beside  him, 
and  th*e  w^aking  woman  with  him  sits  with  her 
legs  in  the  ditch,  and  her  back  to  the  road.  She 
wears  her  bonnet  rakishly  perched  on  the  front 
of  her  head,  to  shade  her  face  from  the  sun  in 
w^alking,  and  sire  ties  her  skirts  round  her  in 
conventionally  tight  tramp  fashion  with  a  sort  of 
apron.  You  can  seldom  catch  sight  of  her, 
resting  thus,  without  seeing  her  in  a  despond- 
ently defiant  manner  doing  something  to  her  hair 
or  her  bonnet,  and  glancing  at  you  between  her 
fingers.  She  does  not  often  go  to  sleep  herself 
in  the  daytime,  but  will  sit  for  any  length  of  time 
beside  the  man.  And  his  slumberous  propen- 
sities w^ould  not  seem  to  be  referable  to  the 
fatigue  of  carrying  the  bundle,  for  she  carries  it 
much  oftener  and  further  than  he.  When  they 
are  afoot,  you  will  mostly  find  him  slouching  on 
ahead  in  a  gruff  temper,  while  she  lags  heavily 
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behind  with  the  burden.  He  is  given  to  per- 
sonally correcting  her,  too — which  jAase  of  his 
character  develops  itself  oftencst  on  benches 
outside  alehouse  doors — and  she  appears  to  be- 
come strongly  attached  to  him  for  these  rea- 
sons ;  it  may  usually  be  noticed  that,  when  the 
poor  creature  has  a  bruised  face,  she  is  the 
most  affectionate.  He  has  no  occupation  what- 
ever, this  order  of  tramp,  and  has  no  object 
whatever  in  going  anywhere.  He  will  some- 
times call  himself  a  brickmaker,  or  a  sawyer, 
but  only  when  he  takes  an  imaginative  flight.  He 
generally  represents  himself,  in  a  vague  way,  as 
looking  out  for  a  job  of  work  \  but  he  never  did 
work,  he  never  does,  and  he  never  will.  It  is  a 
favourite  fiction  with  him,  however  (as  if  he  were 
the  most  industrious  character  on  earth),  that 
yoji  never  work ;  and,  as  he  goes  pasi  your 
garden  and  sees  you  looking  at  your  flowers,  you 
will  overhear  him  growl,  with  a  strong  sense  of 
contrast,  "  Yoii  are  a  lucky  hidle  devil,  jw/  are  !" 

The  slinking  tramp  is  of  the  same  hopeless 
order,  and  has  the  same  injured  conviction  on 
him  that  you  were  born  to  whatever  you  possess, 
and  never  did  anything  to  get  it ;  but  he  is  of  a 
less  audacious  disposition.  He  will  stop  before 
your  .gate,  and  say  to  his  female  companion, 
with  an  air  of  constitutional  humility  and  pro- 
pitiation— to  edify  any  one  who  may  be  within 
hearing  behind  a  blind  or  a  bush — "  This  is  a 
sweet  spot,  ain't  it  ?  A  lovelly  spot !  And  I 
wonder  if  they'd  give  two  poor  footsore  travel- 
lers like  me  and  you  a  drop  of  fresh  water  out 
of  such  a  pretty  gen-teel  crib  ?  We'd  take  it 
wery  koind  on  'em,  wouldn't  us?  Wery  koind, 
upon  my  word,  us  would  ! "  He  has  a  quick 
sense  of  a  dog  in  the  vicinity,  and  will  extend 
his  modestly-injured  propitiation  to  the  dog 
chained  up  in  your  yard ;  remarking,  as  he 
slinks  at  the  yard-gate,  "  Ah  !  You  are  a  foine 
breed  o'  dog,  too,  and  you  ain't  kep  for  nothink  ! 
I'd  take  it  wery  koind  o'  your  master  if  he'd  elp 
a  traveller  and  his  woife,  as  envies  no  gentlefolk 
their  good  fortun,  wi'  a  bit  o'  your  broken  wittles. 
He'd  never  know  the  want  of  it,  nor  more  would 
you.  Don't  bark  like  that  at  poor  persons  as 
never  done  you  no  arm  ;  the  poor  is  down- 
trodden and  broke  enough  without  that.  Oh, 
don't  ! "  He  generally  heaves  a  prodigious 
sigh  in  moving  away,  and  always  looks  up  tb.e 
lane  and  down  the  lane,  and  up  the  road  and 
down  the  road,  before  going  on. 

Both  of  these  orders  of  tramp  are- of  a  very 
robust  habit ;  let  the  hard-working  labourer,  at 
whose  cottage  door  they  prowl  and  beg,  have 
the  ague  never  so  badly,  these  tramps  are  sure 
to  be  in  .efood  health. 


There  is  another  kind  of  tramp  whom  you 
encounter  this  bright  summer  day — say,  on  a 
road  with  the  sea  breeze  making  its  dust  lively, 
and  sails  of  ships  in  the  blue  distance  beyond 
the  slope  of  down.  As  you  walk  cnjoyingly  on, 
you  descry  in  the  perspective,  at  the  bottom  of 
a  steep  hill  up  which  )-our  way  lies,  a  figure  that 
appears  to  be  sitting  airily  on  a  gate,  whistling 
in  a  cheerful  and  disengaged  manner.  As  you 
approach  nearer  to  it,  you  observe  the  figure  to 
slide  down  from  the  gate,  to  desist  from  whis- 
tling,, to  uncock  its  hat,  to  become  tender  of 
foot,  to  depress  its  head  and  elevate  its  shoul- 
ders, and  to  present  all  the  characteristics  of 
profound  despondency.  Arriving  at  tlie  bottom 
of  the  hill,  and  coming  close  to  the  figure,  you 
observe  it  to  be  the  figure  of  a  shabby  young 
man.  He  is  moving  painfully  forward,  in  the 
direction  in  which  you  arc  going,  and  his  mind 
is  so  preoccupied  with  his  misfortunes  that  he  is 
not  aware  of  your  approach  until  you  are  close 
upon  him  at  the  hill-foot.  When  he  is  av.-are  of 
you,  you  discover  hini  to  be  a  remarkably  well- 
behaved  young  man,  and  a  remarkably  well- 
spoken  young  man.  You  kiiow  him  to  be  M-ell 
behaved  by  his  respectful  manner  of  touching 
his  hat :  you  know  him  to  be  well  spoken  by 
his  smooth  manner  of  expressing  himself.  He 
says,  in  a  flowing  confidential  ^•oice,  and  with- 
out punctuation,  "  I  ask  your  pardon  sir  but  if 
you  would  excuse  the  liberty  of  being  so  ad- 
dressed upon  the  public  Iway  by  one  who  is 
almost  reduced  to  rags  though  it  as  not  always 
been  so  and  by  no  fault  of  his  own  but  through 
ill  elth  in  his  family  and  many  unmerited  sufter- 
ings  it  would  be  a  great  obligation  sir  to  know 
the  time."  You  give  the  well-spoken  young 
man  the  time.  The  well-spoken  young  man, 
keeping  well  up  with  you,  resumes:  "1  am 
aware  sir  that  it  is  a  liberty  to  intrude  a  further 
question  on  a  gentleman  walking  for  his  enter- 
tainment but  might  I  make  so  bold  as  ask  the 
favour  of  the  way  to  Dover  sir  and  about  the 
distance  ?  "  You  inform  the  well-spoken  young 
man  that  the  way  to  Dover  is  straight  on,  and 
the  distance  some  eighteen  miles.  The  well- 
spoken  young  man  becomes  greatly  agitated. 
"  In  the  condition  to  which  I  am  reduced,"  says 
he,  "  I  could  not  ope  to  reach  Dover  before 
dark  even  if  my  shoes  were  in  a  state  to  take 
me  there  or  my  feet  were  in  a  state  to  old  out  over 
the  flinty  road  and  were  not  on  the  bare  ground 
of  which  any  gentleman  has  the  means  to  satisfy 
himself  by  looking  Sir  may  I  take  the  liberty  ©f 
speaking  to  you  ?  "  As  the  well-spoken  young 
man  keeps  so  well  up  with  you  that  you  can't 
prevent  his  taking  the   liberty  of  speaking  to 
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you,  he  goes  on,  with  fluency :  "  Sir  it  is  not 
begging  that  is  my  intention  for  I  was  brought 
up  by  the  best  of  mothers  and  begging  is  not 
my  trade  I  should  not  know  sir  how  to  follow  it 
as  a  trade  if  such  were  my  shameful  wislies  for 
the  best  of  mothers  long  taught  otherwise  and 
in  the  best  of  omes  though  now  reduced  to  take 
the  present  liberty  on  the  Iway  Sir  my  business 
was  the  law-stationering  and  I  was  favourably 
known  to  the  Solicitor-General  the  Attorney- 
General  the  majority  of  the  Judges  and  the  ole 
of  the  legal  profession  but  through  ill  elth  in 
my  family  and  the  treachery  of  a  friend  for 
whom  I  became  security  and  he  no  other  than 
my  own  wife's  brother  the  brother  of  my  own 
wife  I  w'as  cast  forth  with  my  tender  partner  and 
three  young  children  not  to  beg  for  I  will  sooner 
die  of  deprivation  but  to  make  my  way  to  the 
seaport  town  of  Dover  where  I  have  a  relative  i 
in  respect  not  only  that  will  assist  me  but  that 
would  trust  me  with  untold  gold  Sir  in  appier 
times  and  hare  this  calamity  fell  upon  me  I 
made  for  my  amusement  when  I  little  thought 
that  I  should  ever  need  it  excepting  for  my  air 
this  " — here  the  well-spoken  young  man  put  his 
hand  into  his  breast — "  this  comb  !  Sir  I  im- 
plore you  in  the  name  of  charity  to  purchase  a 
tortoise-shell  comb  which  is  a  genuine  article  at 
any  price  that  your  humanity  may  put  upon  it 
and  may  the  blessings  of  a  ouseless  family 
awaiting  with  beating  arts  the  return  of  a  hus- 
band and  a  father  from  Dover  upon  the  cold 
stone  seats  of  London  Bridge  ever  attend  you 
Sir  may  I  take  the  liberty  of  speaking  to  you  I 
implore  you  to  buy  this  comb  ! "  By  this  time, 
being  a  reasonably  good  walker,  you  will  have 
been  too  much  for  the  well-spoken  young  man, 
who  will  stop  short,  and  express  his  disgust  and 
his  want  of  breath  in  a  long  expectoration,  as 
you  leave  him  behind. 

Towards  the  end  of  the  same  walk,  on  the 
same  bright  summer  day,  at  the  corner  of  the 
next  little  town  or  village,  you  may  find  another 
kind  of  tramp,  embodied  in  the  persons  of  a 
most  exemplary  couple,  whose  only  improvidence 
appears  to  have  been  that  they  spent  the  last  of 
their  little  All  on  soap.  They  are  a  man  and 
woman,  spotless  to  behold — John  Anderson, 
with  the  frost  on  his  short  smock-frock  instead 
of  his  "  pow,"  attended  by  Mrs.  Anderson.  John 
is  over-ostentatious  of  the  frost  upon  his  raiment, 
and  wears  a  curious,  and,  you  would  say,  an 
almost  unnecessary  demonstration  of  girdle  of 
white  linen  wound  about  his  waist — a  girdle 
snowy  as  IMrs.  Anderson's  apron.  This  clean- 
liness was  the  expiring  effort  of  the  respectable 
couple,  and  nothing  then  remained  to  Mr.  An- 


derson but  to  get  chalked  upon  his  spade,  in 
snow-white  copy-book  characters.  Hungry  !  and 
to  sit  down  here.  Yes;  one  thing  more  re- 
mained to  Mr.  Anderson — his  character;  Mo- 
narchs  could  not  dei)rive  him  of  bis  hard-earned 
character.  Accordingly,  as  you  come  up  with 
this  spectacle  of  virtue  in  distress,  Mrs.  Ander- 
son rises,  and  with  a  decent  curtsy  presents  for 
your  consideration  a  certificate  from  a  Doctor  of 
Divinity,  the  Reverend  the  'Vicar  of  Upper 
Dodgington,  who  informs  his  Christian  friends 
and  all  whom  it  may  concern  that  the  bearers, 
John  Anderson  and  lawful  wife,  are  persons  to 
whom  you  cannot  be  too  liberal.  This  benevo- 
lent pastor  omitted  no  work  of  his  hands  to  fit 
the  good  couple  out,  for  with  half  an  eye  you 
can  recognise  his  autograph  on  the  spade. 

An®ther  class  of  tramp  is  a  man,  the  most 
valuable  part  of  whose  stock-in-trade  is  a  highly- 
perplexed  demeanour.  He  is  got  up  like  a 
countryman,  and  you  will  often  come  upon  the 
poor  fellow  while  he  is  endeavouring  to  decipher 
the  inscription  on  a  milestone — quite  a  fruitless 
endeavour,  for  he  cannot  read.  He  asks  your 
pardon,  he  truly  does  (he  is  very  slow  of  speech, 
this  tramp,  and  he  looks  in  a  bewildered  way  all- 
round  the  prospect  while  he  talks  to  you),  but 
all  of  us  shold  do  as  we  wold  be  done  by,  and 
he'll  take  it  kind  if  you'll  put  a  power  man  in 
the  right  road  fur  to  jine  his  eldest  son  as  has 
broke  his  leg  bad  in  the  masoning,  and  is  in  this 
heere  Orspit'l  as  is  wrote  down  by  Squire 
Pouncerby's  own  hand  as  wold  not  tell  a  He  fur 
no  man.  He  then  produces  from  under  his 
dark  frock  (being  always  very  slow  and  per- 
plexed) a  neat  but  worn  old  leathern  purse,  from 
which  he  takes  a  scrap  of  paper.  On  this  scrap 
of  paper  is  written,  by  Squire  Pounceiby,  of  The 
Grove,  "  Please  to  direct  the  Bearer,  a  poor  but 
very  worthy  man,  to  the  Sussex  County  Hospital, 
near  Brighton  " — a  matter  of  some  difficulty  at 
the  moment,  seeing  that  the  request  comes  sud- 
denly upon  you  in  the  depths  of  Hertfordshire. 
The  more  you  endeavour  to  indicate  where 
Brighton  is — when  you  have  with  the  greatest 
difticulty  remembered — the  less  the  devoted 
father  can  be  made  to  comprehend,  and  the  more 
obtusely  he  stares  at  the  prospect;  whereby, 
being  reduced  to  extremity,  you  recommend  the 
faithful  parent  to  begin  by  going  to  St.  Albans, 
and  present  him  with  half-a-crown.  It  does  him 
good,  no  doubt,  but  scarcely  helps  him  forward, 
since  you  find  him  lying  drunk  that  same  even- 
ing in  the  wheelwright's  saw-pit,  under  the  shed 
where  the  felled  trees  are,  opposite  the  sign  of 
the  Three  Jolly  Hedgers. 

But  the  most  vicious,  by  far,  of  all  the  idle 
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tramps,  is  the  tramp  who  pretends  to  have  been 
a  gentleman.  "  Educated,"  he  writes  from  the 
village  beer-shop  in  pale  ink  of  a  ferruginous 
complexion;  "educated  at  Trin.  Coll.  Cam. — 
nursed  in  the  lap  of  affluence — once  in  my  small 
way  the  pattron  of  the  Muses,"  &c.  &c.  «S:c. — 
surely  a  sympathetic  mind  will  not  withhold  a 
trifle  to  help  him  on  to  the  niarket-tovvn  where 
he  thinks  of  giving  a  Lecture  to  ihcfnigcs  coti- 
sumere  fiafi,  on  things  in  general  ?  This  shame- 
ful creature,  lolling  about  hedge  tap-rooms  in 
his  ragged  clothes,  now  so  far  from  being  black 
that  they  look  as  if  they  never  can  have  been 
black,  is  more  selfish  and  insolent  than  even 
the  savage  tramp.  He  would  sponge  on  the 
poorest  boy  for  a  farthing,  and  spurn  him  when 
he  had  got  it ;  he  would  interpose  (if  he  could 
get  anything  by  it)  between  the  baby  and  the 
mother's  breast.  So  much  lower  than  the  com- 
pany he  keeps,  for  his  maudlin  assumption  of 
being  higher,  this  pitiless  rascal  blights  the 
summer  roads  as  he  maunders  on  between  the 
luxuriant  hedges  :  where  (to  my  thinking)  even 
the  wild  convolvulus  and  rose  and  sweetbrier 
are  the  worse  for  his  going  by,  and  need  time  to 
recover  from  the  taint  of  him  in  the  air. 

The  young  fellows  who  trudge  along  barefoot, 
five  or  six  together,  their  boots  slung  over  their 
shoulders,  their  shabby  bundles  under  their 
arms,  their  sticks  newly  cut  from  some  roadside 
wood,  are  not  eminently  prepossessing,  but  are 
much  less  objectionable.  There  is  a  tramp  fel- 
lowship among  them.  They  pick  one  another 
up  at  resting  stations,  and  go  on  in  companies. 
They  always  go  at  a  fast .  swing — though  they 
generally  limp  too — and  there  is  invariably  one 
of  the  company  who  has  much  ado  to  keep  up 
with  the  rest.  They  generally  talk  about  horses, 
and  any  other  means  of  locomotion  than 
walking  :  or,  one  of  the  company  relates  some 
recent  experiences  of  the  road— which  are 
always  disputes  and  difticulties.  As  for  example. 
"  So,  as  I'm  a  standing  at  the  pump  in  the 
market,  blest  if  there  don't  come  up  a  Beadle, 
and  he  ses, '  Mustn't  stand  here,'  he  ses.  '  Why 
not?'  I  ses.  '  No  beggars  allowed  in  this  town,'  he 
ses.  '  Who's  a  beggar  ? '  I  ses.  '  You  are,'  he  ses. 
'  Who  ever  see  >ne  beg  ?  Didjw/  ?'  I  ses,  '  Then 
you're  a  tramp,'  he  ses.  '  I'd  rather  be  that  than 
a  Beadle,'  I  ses."  (The  company  expressed  great 
approval.)  "  '  Would  you  ?'  he  ses  to  me.  '  Yes, 
I  would,'  I  ses  to  him.  '  Well,'  he  ses,  *  any- 
how, get  out  of  this  town.'  '  Why,  blow  your 
little  town!'  I  ses,  'who  wants  to  be  in  it? 
Wot  does  your  dirty  little  town  mean  by  com  in' 
and  stickin'  itself  in  the  road  to  anywhere  ?  Why 
don't  you  get  a  shovel  and  a  barrer,  and  clear 
The  Uncommercial  Traveller,  5 


your  town  out  o'  people's  way  ?'  "  (The  company 
expressing  the  highest  approval,  and  laughing 
aloud,  they  all  go  down  the  hill.) 

Then,  there  are  the  tramp  handicraft  men. 
Are  they  not  all  over  P^ngland  in  this  midsum- 
mer-time ?  Where  does  the  lark  sing,  the  corn 
grow,  the  mill  turn,  the  river  run,  and  they  are 
not  among  the  lights  and  shadows,  tinkering, 
chair-mending,  umbrella-mending,  clock-mend- 
ing, knife -grinding  ?  Surely  a  pleasant  thing,  if 
we  were  in  that  condition  of  life,  to  grind  our 
way  through  Kent,  Sussex,  and  Surrey.  For 
the  first  six  weeks,  or  so,  we  should  see  the  sparks 
we  ground  off  fiery  bright  against  a  background 
of  green  wheat  and  green  leaves.  A  little  later, 
and  the  ripe  harvest  would  pale  our  sparks  from 
red  to  yellow,  until  we  got  the  dark  newly- 
turned  land  for  a  background  again,  and  they 
were  red  once  more.  By  that  time  we  should 
have  ground  our  way  to  the  sea  cliffs,  and  the 
whirr  of  our  wheel  would  be  lost  in  the  breaking 
of  the  waves.  Our  next  variety  in  sparks  would 
be  derived  from  contrast  with  the  gorgeous  med- 
ley of  colours  in  the  autumn  woods,  and  by  the 
time  we  had  ground  our  way  round  to  the  heathy 
lands  between  Reigate  and  Croydon,  doing  a 
prosperous  stroke  of  business  all  along,  we  should 
show  like  a  little  firework  in  the  light  frosty  air, 
and  be  the  next  best  thing  to  the  blacksmith's 
forge.  Very  agreeable,  too,  to  go  on  a  chair- 
mending  tour.  What  judges  we  should  be  of 
rushes,  and  how  knowingly  (with  a  sheaf  and  a 
bottomless  chair  at  our  back)  we  should  lounge 
on  bridges,  looking  over  at  osier-beds  !  Among 
all  the  innumerable  occupations  that  cannot 
possibly  be  transacted  without  the  assistance  of 
lookers-on,  chair-mending  may  take  a  station  in 
the  first  rank.  When  we  sat  down  with  our 
backs  against  the  barn  or  the  public-house,  and 
began  to  mend,  what  a  sense  of  popularity  would 
grow  upon  us  !  When  all  the  children  came  to 
look  at  us,  and  the  tailor,  and  the  general  dealer, 
and  the  farmer  who  had  been  giving  a  small 
order  at  the  little  sadiller's,  and  the  groom  from 
the  great  house,  and  the  publican,  and  even  the 
two  skittle-players  (and  here  note  that,  howso- 
ever busy  all  the  rest  of  village  humankind  may 
be,  there  will  always  be  two  people  with  leisure 
to  play  at  skittles,  wherever  village  skittles  are), 
what  encouragement  would  be  on  us  to  plait  and 
weave  !  No  one  looks  at  us  while  we  plait 
and  weave  these  wortls.  Clock-mending,  again. 
Except  for  the  slight  inconvenience  of  carrying 
a  clock  under  our  arm,  and  the  monotony  of 
making  the  bell  go  whenever  we  came  to  a  human 
habitation,  what  a  pleasant  privilege  to  give  a 
voice  to  the  dumb  cottage  clock,  and  set  it  talk- 
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ing  to  the  cottage  family  again  !  Likewise,  we 
foresee  great  interest  in  going  round  by  the 
park  plantations,  under  the  overhanging  boughs 
(hares,  rabbits,  partridges,  and  pheasants  scud- 
ding like  mad  across  and  across  the  chequered 
ground  before  us),  and  so  over  the  park  ladder, 
and  through  the  Avood,  until  we  came  to  the 
Keeper's  lodge.  Then  would  the  Keeper  be 
discoverable  at  his  door,  in  a  deep  nest  of  leaves, 
smoking  his  pipe.  Then,  on  our  accosting  him 
in  the  way  of  our  trade,  would  he  call  to  Mrs. 
Keeper  respecting  "  t'ould  clock  "  in  the  kitchen. 
Then  would  I\Irs.  Keeper  ask  .us  into  the  lodge, 
and,  on  due  examination,  we  should  offer  to 
make  a  good  job  of  it  for  eighteen-pence  ;  which 
offer,  being  accepted,  would  set  us  tinkling  and 
clinking  among  the  chubby  awe-struck  little 
Keepers  for  an  hour  and  more.  So  completely  to 
the  family's  satisfaction  would  we  achieve  our 
work,  that  the  Keeper  would  mention  how  that 
there  was  something  wrong  with  the  bell  of  the 
turret  stable  clock  up  at  the  Hall,  and  that,  if 
we  thought  good  of  going  up  to  the  housekeeper 
on  the  chance  of  that  job  too,  why  he  would  take 
us.  Then  should  we  go,  among  the  branching 
oaks  and  the  deep  fern,  by  silent  ways  of  mys- 
tery known  to  the  Keeper,  seeing  the  herd 
glancing  here  and  there  as  we  went  along,  until 
we  came  to  the  old  Hall,  solemn  and  grand. 
Under  the  Terrace  Flower  Garden,  and  round 
by  the  staples,  would  the  Keeper  take  us  in, 
and  as  we  passed  we  should  observe  how  spa- 
cious and  stately  the  stables,  and  how  fine  the 
painting  of  tlie  horses'  names  over  their  stalls, 
and  how  solitary  all :  the  family  being  in 
London.  Then  should  we  find  ourselves  pre- 
sented to  the  housekeeper,  sitting,  in  hushed 
state  at  needlework,  in  a  bay-window  looking 
out  upon  a  mighty  grim  red-brick  quadrangle, 
guarded  by  stone  lions  disrespectfully  throwing 
summersets  over  the  escutcheons  of  the  noble 
family.  Then,  our  services  accepted,  and  we 
insinuated  with  a  candle  into  the  stable  turret, 
we  should  find  it  to  be  a  mere  question  of  pen- 
dulum, but  one  that  would  hold  us  until  dark. 
Then  should  we  fall  to  work,  with  a  general  im- 
pression of  Ghosts  being  about,  and  of  pictures 
indoors  that  of  a  certainty  came  out  of  their 
frames  and  "  walked,"  if  the  family  would  only 
own  it.  Then  should  we  work  and  work,  until 
the  day  gradually  turned  to  dusk,  and  even  until 
the  dusk  gradually  turned  to  dark.  Our  task  at 
length  accomplished,  we  should  be  taken  into 
an  enormous  servants'  hall,  and  there  regaled, 
with  beef  and  bread,  and  powerful  ale.  Then, 
jiaid  freely,  we  should  be  at  liberty  to  go,  and 
should  be  told  by  a  pointing  helper  to  keep 


round  over  yinder  by  the  blasted  ash,  and  so 
"  straight  through  the  woods  till  we  should  see 
the  town  lights  right  afore  us.  Then,  feeling 
lonesome,  should  we  desire,  upon  the  whole, 
that  the  ash  had  not  been  blasted,  or  that  the 
helper  had  had  the  manners  not  to  mention  it. 
However,  we  should  keep  on  all  right,  till  sud- 
denly the  stable  bell  would  strike  ten  in  the 
dolefullest  way,  cjuite  chilling  our  blood,  though 
we  had  so  lately  taught  him  how  to  acquit  him- 
self. Then,  as  we  went  on,  should  we  recall  old 
stories,  and  dimly  consider  what  it  would  be 
most  advisable  to  do,  in  the  event  of  a  tall 
figure  all  in  white,  with  saucer  eyes,  coming  up 
and  saying,  '•  I  want  you  to  come  to  a  church- 
yard and  mend  a  church  clock.  Follow  me  !" 
Then  should  we  make  a  burst  to  get  clear  of 
the  trees,  and  should  soon  find  ourselves  in  the 
open,  with  the  town  lights  bright  ahead  of  us. 
So  should  we  lie  that  night  at  the  ancient  sign 
of  the  Crispin  and  Crispanus,  and  rise  early 
next  morning  to  be  betimes  on  tramp  again. 

Bricklayers  often  tramp  in  twos  and  threes, 
lying  by  night  at  their  "  lodges,"  which  are  scat- 
tered all  over  the  country.  Bricklaying  is 
another  of  the  occupations  that  can  by  no 
means  be  transacted  in  rural  parts  without  the 
assistance  of  spectators — of  as  many  as  can  be 
convened.  In  thinly-peopled  spots  I  have 
known  bricklayers  on  tramp,  coming  up  with 
bricklayers  at  work,  to  be  so  sensible  of  the  in- 
dispensability  of  lookers-on,  that  they  them- 
selves have  set  up  in  that  capacity,  and  have 
been  unable  to  subside  into  the  acceptance  of 
a  proffered  share  in  the  job  for  two  or  three 
days  together.  Sometimes  the  "  navvy,"  on 
tramp,  with  an  extra  pair  of  half-boots  over  his 
shoulder,  a  bag,  a  botUe,  and  a  can,  will  take  a 
similar  part  in  a  job  of  excavation,  and  will  look 
at  it,  without  engaging  in  it,  until  all  his  money 
is  gone.  The  current  of  my  uncommercial  pur- 
suits caused  me  only  last  sunmier  to  want  a  little 
body  of  workmen  for  a  certain  spell  of  work  in  a 
pleasant  part  of  the  country ;  and  I  was  at  one 
time  honoured  with  the  attendance  of  as  many  as 
seven-and-twenty,  who  Avere  looking  at  six. 

Who  can  be  familiar  with  any  rustic  highway 
in  summer-time,  without  storing  up  knowledge 
of  the  many  tramps  who  go  from  one  oasis  _ot 
town  or  village  to  another,  to  sell  a  stock-in- 
trade,  apparently  not  worth  a  shilling  when 
sold?  Shrimps  are  a  favourite  commodity  for 
this  kind  of  speculation,  and  so  are_ cakes  of  a 
soft  and  spongy  character,  coupled  with  Spanish 
nuts  and  brandy-balls.  The  stock  is  carried  on 
the  head  in  a  basket,  and  between  the  head  and 
the  basket  are  the  trestles  on  which  the  stock  is 
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displayed  at  trading  times.  Fleet  of  foot,  but  a 
careworn  class  of  tramp  this,  mostly  ;  with  a 
certain  stiffness  of  neck,  occasioned  by  much 
anxious  balancing  of  baskets  ;  and  also  with  a 
long  Chinese  sort  of  eye,  which  an  overweighted 
forehead  would  seem  to  have  squeezed  into  that 
form. 

On  the  hot  dusty  roads  near  seaport  towns 
and  great  rivers,  behold  the  tramping  Soldier. 
And  if  you  should  happen  never  to  have  asked 
yourself  whether  his  uniform  is  suited  to  his 
Avork,  perhaps  the  poor  fellow  s  appearance,  as 
he  comes  distressfully  towards  you,  with  his 
absurdly  tight  jacket  unbuttoned,  his  neck-gear 
in  his  hand,  and  his  legs  well  chafed  by  his 
trousers  of  baize,  may  suggest  the  personal 
inquiry,  how  you  think  you  would  like  it? 
jNIuch  better  the  tramping  Sailor,  although 
his  cloth  is  somewhat  too  thick  for  land 
service.  But,  why  the  tramping  merchant- 
mate  should  put  on  a  black  velvet  waistcoat, 
for  a  chalky  country  in  the  dog-days,  is  one 
of  the  great  secrets  of  nature  that  will  never 
be  discovered. 

I  have  my  eye  upon  a  piece  of  Kentish  road, 
bordered  on  either  side  by  a  ,wood,  and  having 
on  one  hand,  between  the  road  dust  and  the 
trees,  a  skirting  patch  of  grass.  Wild  flowers 
grow  in  abundance  on  this  spot,  and  it  lies  high 
and  airy,  with  a  distant  river  steadily  stealing 
away  to  the  ocean,  like  a  man's  life.  To  gain 
the  milestone  here,  which  the  moss,  primroses, 
violets,  bluebells,  and  wild  roses  would  soon 
render  illegible  but  for  peering  travellers  pushing 
them  aside  with  their  sticks,  you  must  come  up 
a  steep  hill,  come  which  way  you  may.  So,  all 
the  tramps  with  carts  or  caravans — the  Gipsy 
Tramp,  the  Show  Tramp,  the  Cheap  Jack — find 
it  impossible  to  resist  the  temptations  of  the 
place,  and  all  turn  the  horse  loose  when  they 
come  to  it,  and  boil  the  pot.  Bless  the  place, 
I  love  the  ashes  of  the  vagabond  fires  that  have 
scorched  its  grass  !  What  tramp  children  do  I 
see  here,  attired  in  a  handful  of  rags,  making  a 
gymnasium  of  the  shafts  of  the  cart,  making  a 
feather  bed  of  the  flints  and  brambles,  making 
a  toy  of  the  hobbled  old  horse  who  is  not  much 
more  like  a  horse  than  any  cheap  toy  would  be  ! 
Here  do  I  encounter  the  cart  of  mats  and 
brooms  and  baskets— with  all  thoughts  of  busi- 
ness given  to  the  evening  wind— with  the  stew 
made  and  being  served  out— with  Cheap  Jack 
and  Dear  Gill  striking  soft  music  out  of  the 
plates  that  are  rattled  like  warlike  cymbals  when 
put  up  for  auction  at  fairs  and  markets — their 
minds  so  influenced  (no  doubt)  by  the  melody 
of  the  nightingales,  as  they  begin  to  sing  in  the 


woods  behind  them,  that  if  I  were  to  propose  to 
deal,  they  would  sell  me  anything  at  cost  price. 
On  this  hallowed  ground  has  it  been  my  happy 
privilege  (let  me  whisper  it)  to  behold  the 
White-haired  Lady  with  the  pink  eyes  eating 
meat-pie  with  the  Giant :  while,  by  the  hedge- 
side,  on  the  box  of  blankets  which  I  knew  con- 
tained the  snakes,  were  set  forth  the  cups  and 
saucers  and  the  teapot.  It  was  on  an  evening 
in  August  that  I  chanced  upon  this  ravishing 
spectacle,  and  I  noticed  that,  whereas  the  Giant 
reclined  half  concealed  beneath  the  overhanging 
boughs,  and  seemed  indifferent  to  Nature,  the 
white  hair  of  the  gracious  Lady  streamed  free 
in  the  breath  of  evening,  and  her  pink  eyes 
found  pleasure  in  the  landscape.  I  heard  only 
a  single  sentence  of  her  uttering,  yet  it  bespoke 
a  talent  for  modest  repartee.  The  ill-mannered 
Giant — accursed  be  his  evil  race  ! — had  inter- 
rupted the  lady  in  sonie  remark,  and,  as  I  passed 
that  enchanted  comer  of  the  wood,  she  gently 
reproved  him  with  the  words,  "  Now,  Cobby ;" — 
Cobby !  so  short  a  name  ! — "  ain't  one  fool 
enough  to  talk  at  a  time  ?  " 

Within  appropriate  distance  of  this  magic 
ground,  though  not  so  near  it  as  that  tlie  song 
trolled  from  tap  or  bench  at  door  can  invade  its 
woodland  silence,  is  a  little  hostelry  which  no 
man  possessed  of  a  penny  was  ever  known  to 
pass  in  warm  weather.  Before  its  entrance  are 
certain  pleasant  trimmed  limes;  likewise  a  cool 
well,  v/ith  so  musical  a  bucket  handle,  that  its 
fall  upon  the  bucket  rim  will  make  a  horse  prick 
up  his  ears  and  neigh  upon  the  droughtj  road 
half  a  mile  off.  This  is  a  house  of  great  resort 
for  hay-making  tramps  and  harvest  tramps,  inso- 
much that  as  they  sit  within,  drinking  their  mugs 
of  beer,  their  relinquished  scythes  and  reaping- 
hooks  glare  out  of  the  open  windows,  as  if  the 
whole  establishment  were  a  family  war-coach  of 
Ancient  Britons.  Later  in  the  season,  the  whole 
country-side,  for  miles  and  miles,  will  swarm 
with  hopping  tramps.  They  come  in  families, 
men,  women,  and  children,  every  family  pro- 
vided with  a  bundle  of  bedding,  an  iron  pot,  a 
number  of  babies,  and  too  often,  with  some 
poor  sick  creature  quite  unfit  for  the  rough 
life,  for  whom  they  suppose  the  smell  of  the 
fresh  hop  to  be  a  sovereign  remedy.  Many  of 
these  hoppers  are  Irish,  but  many  come  from 
London.  They  crowd  all  the  roads,  and  camp 
under  all  the  hedges  and  on  all  the  scraps  of' 
common-land,  and  live  among  and  upon  the 
hops  until  they  are  all  picked,  and  the  hop 
gardens,  so  beautiful  through  the  summer,  look 
as  if  they  had  been  laid  waste  by  an  invading 
army.     Then  there  is  a  vast  exodus  of  tramps 
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out  of  the  country;  and,  if  you  ride  or  drive 
round  any  turn  of  any  road  at  more  than  a  foot- 
pace, you  will  be  bewildered  to  find  that  you 
have  charged  into  the  bosom  of  fifty  families, 
and  that  there  are  splashing  up  all  around  you, 


in  the  utmost  prodigality  of  confusion,  bundles 
of  bedding,  babies,  iron  pots,  and  a  good- 
humoured  multitude  of  both  sexes  and  all  ages, 
equally  divided  between  perspiration  and  intoxi- 
cation. 


"THEN   you're  a   TRAMP,"    HE   SES.      "I'D   RATHER   BE  THAT  THAN  A   BEADLE,"   I   SES. 


XII. 


DULLBOROUGH   TOWN. 


IT  lately  happened  that  I  found  myself  ram- 

_  bhng  about  the  scenes  among  which   my 

earliest  days  were  passed  :    scenes  from  which  I 

departed  when  I  was  a  child,  and  which  I  did 


not  revisit  until  I  was  a  man.  This  is  no  uncom- 
mon chance,  but  one  that  befalls  some  of  us  any 
day.  Perhaps  it  may  not  be  quite  uninteresting 
to  compare  notes  with  the  reader  respecting  an 
experience  so  familiar,  and  a  journey  so  uncom- 
mercial. 

I  call  my  bo}hood's  home  (and  I  feel  like  a 
Tenor  in  an  English  Opera  when  I  mention  it) 
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Dullborough.      Most  cf  us   come   from    Dull- 
borough  who  come  from  a  country  town. 

As  I  left  Dullborough  in  the  days  when  there 
were  no  railroads  in  the  land,  I  left  it  in  a  stage- 
coach. Tiirough  all  the  years  that  have  since 
])a.ssed  have  I  ever  lost  the  smeil  of  the  damp 
straw  in  which  I  was  packed — like  game — and 
forwarded,  carriage  paid,  to  the  Cross  Keys, 
Wood  Street,  Cheapside,  London  ?  There  was 
no  other  inside  passenger,  and  I  consumed  my 
sandwiches  in  solitude  and  dreariness,  and  it 
rained  hard  all  the  way,  and  I  thought  life 
sloppier  than  I  had  expected  to  find  it. 

With  this  tender  remembrance  upon  me,  I  was 
cavalierly  shunted  back  into  Dullborough  the 
other  day  by  train.  My  ticket  had  been  pre- 
viously collected,  like  my  taxes,  and  my  shining 
new  portmanteau  had  had  a  great  plaster  stuck 
upon  it,  and  I  had  been  defied  by  Act  of 
Parliament  to  ofter  an  objection  to  anything 
that  was  done  to  it,  or  me,  under  a  penalty  of 
not  less  than  forty  shillings,  or  more  than  five 
pounds,  compoundable  for  a  term  of  imprison- 
ment. When  I  had  sent  my  disfigured  property 
on  to  the  hotel,  I  began  to  look  about  me ;  and 
the  first  discovery  I  made  was,  that  the  Station 
had  swallowed  up  the  playing-field. 

It  was  gone.  The  two  beautiful  hawtliorn- 
trees,  the  hedge,  the  turf,  and  all  those  butter- 
cups and  daisies  had  given  place  to  the  stoniest 
of  jolting  roads  ;  while,  beyond  the  Station,  an 
ugly  dark  monster  of  a  tunnel  kept  its  jaws 
open,  as  if  it  had  swallowed  them,  and  were 
ravenous  for  more  destruction.  The  coach  that 
hail  carried  me  away  was  melodiously  called 
Timpson's  Blue-Eyed  Maid,  and  belonged  to 
Timpson,  at  the  coach-office  up  street ;  the  loco- 
motive engine  that  had  brought  me  back  was 
called  severely  No.  97,  and  belonged  to  S.E.R., 
and  was  spitting  ashes  and  hot  water  over  the 
blighted  ground. 

When  I  had  been  let  out  at  the  platform  door, 
like  a  prisoner  whom  his  turnkey  grudgingly 
released,  I  looked  in  again,  over  the  low  wall, 
at  the  scene  of  departed  glories.  Here,  in  the 
hay-making  time,  had  I  been  delivered  from  the 
dungeons  of  Seringapatam,  an  immense  pile  (of 
haycock),  by  my  countrymen,  the  victorious 
British  (boy  next  door,  and  his  two  cousins),  and 
had  been  recognised  with  ecstasy  by  my  affi- 
anced one  (Miss  Green),  who  had  come  all  the 
way  from  England  (second  house  in  the  terrace) 
to  ransom  me,  and  marry  me.  Here  had  I  first 
heard  in  confidence,  from  one  whose  fother  was 
greatly  connected,  being  under  Government,  of 
the  existence  of  a  terrible  banditti,  called  "  The 
::ladicals,"  whose  principles  were,  that  the  Prince 


Regent  wore  stays,  and  that  nobody  had  a  right 
to  any  salary,  and  that  the  army  and  navy  ought 
to  be  put  down — horrors  at  which  I  trembled  in 
my  bed,  after  supplicating  that  the  Radicals 
might  be  speedily  taken  and  hanged.  Here, 
too,  had  we,  the  small  boys  of  Boles's,  had  that 
cricket  match  against  the  small  boys  of  Coles's, 
when  Boles  and  Coles  had  actually  met  upon 
the  ground,  and  when,  instead  of  instantly  hit- 
ting out  at  one  another  with  the  utmost  fury,  as 
we  had  all  hoped  and  expected,  those  sneaks 
had  said  respectively,  "  I  hope  Mrs.  Boles  is 
well,"  and  "  I  hope  Mrs.  Coles  and  the  baby  are 
doing  charmingly."  Could  it  be  that,  after  all 
this,  and  much  more,  the  playing-field  was  a 
Station,  and  No.  97  expectorated  boiling  water 
and  red-hot  cinders  on  it,  and  the  whole  be- 
longed by  Act  of  Parliament  to  S.E.R.  ? 

As  it  could  be,  and  was,  I  left  the  place  with 
a  heavy  heart  for  a  walk  all  over  the  town.  And 
first  of  Timpson's  up  street.  When  I  departed 
from  Dullborough  in  the  strawy  arms  of  Timp- 
son's Blue-Eyed  Maid,  Timpson's  was  a  mode- 
rate-sized coach-office  (in  fact,  a  little  coach- 
office),  with  an  oval  transparency  in  the  window, 
which  looked  beautiful  by  night,  representing 
one  of  Timpson's  coaches  in  the  act  of  passing  a 
milestone  on  the  London  road  with  great  velo- 
city, completely  full  inside  and  out,  and  all  the 
passengers  dressed  in  the  first  style  of  fashion, 
and  enjoying  themselves  tremendously.  I  found 
no  such  place  as  Timpson's  now — no  such 
bricks  and  rafters,  not  to  mention  the  name — no 
such  edifice  on  the  teeming  earth.  Pickford  had 
come  and  knocked  Timpson's  down.  Pickford 
had  not  only  knockeil  Timpson's  down,  but  had 
knocked  two  or  three  houses  down  on  each  side 
of  Timpson's,  and  then  had  knocked  die  Avhole 
into  one  great  establishment  with  a  jiair  of  big 
gates,  in  and  out  of  which  his  (Pickford's)  wag- 
gons are,  in  these  days,  always  rattling,  with 
their  drivers  sitting  up  so  higli,  that  they  look  in 
at  the  second-floor  windows  of  the  old-fashioned 
houses  in  the  High  Street  as  they  shake  the  town. 
I  have  not  the  honour  of  Pickford's  acquaint- 
ance, but  I  felt  that  he  had  done  me  an  injury, 
not  to  say  committed  an  act  of  boyslaughter,  in 
running  over  my  childhood  in  this  rough  man- 
ner ;  and  if  ever  I  meet  Pickford  driving  one  of 
his  own  monsters,  and  smoking  a  pipe  the  while 
(which  is  the  custom  of  his  men),  he  shall  know 
by  the  expression  of  my  eye,  if  it  catches  his, 
that  there  is  something  wrong  between  us. 

Moreover,  I  felt  that  Pickford  had  no  right  to 
come  rushing  into  Dullborough,  and  deprive  the 
town  of  a  public  picture.  He  is  not  Napoleon 
Bonaparte.      When   he  took   down    the  trans- 
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parent  stage-coach,  he  ought  to  have  given  the 
town  a  transparent  van.  With  a  gloomy  con- 
viction that  Pickford  is  wholly  utilitarian  and 
unimaginative,  I  proceeded  on  my  wa}-. 

It  is  a  mercy  I  have  not  a  red  and  green 
lamp  and  a  night  bell  at  my  door,  for  in  my  very 
young  days  I  was  taken  to  so  many  lyings-in, 
that  1  wonder  I  escaped  becoming  a  professional 
martyr  to  them  in  aft^'r  life.  I  suppose  I  had  a 
very  sympathetic  nurse,  with  a  large  circle  of 
married  acquaintance.  However  that  was,  as  I 
continued  my  walk  through  Dullborough,  I 
found  many  houses  to  be  solely  associated  in 
my  mind  with  this  particular  interest.  At  one 
litde  greengrocer's  shop,  down  certain  steps 
from  the  street,  I  remember  to  have  waited  on  a 
lady  who  had  had  four  children  (I  am  afraid  to 
write  five,  though  I  fully  believe  it  was  five)  at  a 
birth.  This  meritorious  woman  held  quite  a 
reception  in  her  room  on  the  morning  when  I 
was  introduced  there,  and  the  sight  of  the  house 
brought  vividly  to  my  mind  how  the  four  (five) 
deceased  young  people  lay,  side  by  side,  on  a 
clean  cloth  on  a  chest  of  drawers ;  reminding 
me,  by  a  homely  association,  which  I  suspect 
their  complexion  to  have  assisted,  of  pigs'  feet 
as  they  are  usually  displayed  at  a  neat  tripe 
shop.  Hot  caudle  was  handed  round  on  the 
occasion,  and  I  further  r^emembered,  as  I  stood 
contemplating  the  greengrocer's,  that  a  subscrip- 
tion was  entered  into  among  the  company, 
which  became  extremely  alarming  to  my  con- 
sciousness of  having  pocket  money  on  my  person. 
This  fact  being  known  to  my  conductress,  who- 
ever she  was,  I  was  earnestly  exhorted  to  con- 
tribute, but  resolutely  declined :  therein  dis- 
gusting the  company,  who  gave  me  to  under- 
stand that  I  must  dismiss  all  expectations  of 
going  to  Heaven. 

How  does  it  happen  that,  when  all  else  is 
changed  wherever  one  goes,  there  yet  seem,  in 
every  place,  to  be  some  few  people  who  never 
alter  ?  As  the  sight  of  the  greengrocer's  house 
recalled  these  trivial  incidents  of  long  ago,  the 
identical  greengrocer  appeared  on  the  steps, 
with  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  and  leaning  his 
shoulder  against  the  door-post,  as  my  childish 
eyes  had  seen  him  many  a  time  ;  indeed,  there 
was  his  old  mark  on  the  door-post  yet,  as  if  his 
shadow  had  become  a  fixture  there.  It  was  he 
himself-  he  might  formerly  have  been  an  old- 
looking  young  man,  or  he  might  now  be  a 
young-looking  old  man,  but  there  he  was.  In 
walking  along  the  street,  I  had  as  yet  looked  in 
vam  for  a  familiar  face,  or  even  a  transmitted 
face ;  here  was  the  very  greengrocer  who  had 
been  weighing  and   handfing   baskets   on   the 


morning  of  the  reception.  As  he  brought  with 
him  a  dawning  remembrance  that  he  had  had 
no  proprietary  interest  in  those  babies,  I  crossed 
the  road,  and  accosted  him  on  the  subject.  He 
was  not  in  the  least  excited  or  gratified,  or  in 
any  way  rousea,  by  the  accuracy  of  my  recollec- 
tion, but  said,  Yes,  summut  out  of  the  common 
— he  didn't  remember  how  many  it  was  (as  if 
half-a-dozen  babes  either  way  made  no  differ- 
ence)—  had  happened  to  a  ]\Irs.  What's-her- 
name,  as  once  lodged  there— but  he  didn't  call 
it  to  mind,  particular.  Nettled  by  this  phleg- 
matic conduct,  I  informed  him  that  I  had  left 
the  town  when  I  was  a  child.  He  slowly  re- 
turned, quite  unsoftened,  and  not  without  a 
sarcastic  kind  of  complacency,  Had  I  ?  Ah  ! 
And  did  I  find  it  had  got  on  tolerably  well 
without  me?  Such  is  the  difi"erence  (I  thought 
when  I  had  left  him  a  few  hundred  yards  be- 
hind, and  was  by  so  much  in  a  better  temper) 
between  going  away  from  a  place  and  remaining 
in  it.  I  had  no  right,  I  reflected,  to  be  angry 
with  the  greengrocer  for  his  want  of  interest ;  I 
was  nothing  to  him  :  whereas  he  was  the  town, 
the  cathedral,  the  bridge,  the  river,  my  child- 
hood, and  a  large  slice  of  my  life,  to  me. 

Of  course  the  town  had  shrunk  fearfully  since 
I  was  a  child  there.  I  had  entertained  the  im- 
pression that  the  High  Street  was  at  least  as 
wide  as  Regent  Street,  London,  or  the  Italian 
Boulevard  at  Paris.  I  found  it  litde  better  than 
a  lane.  There  was  a  public  clock  in  it,  whieh  I 
had  supposed  to  be  the  finest  clock  in  the 
Avorld  :  whereas  it  now  turned  out  to  be  as  inex- 
pressive, moon-faced,  and  weak  a  clock  as  ever 
I  saw.  It  belonged  to  a  Town-hall,  where  I 
had  seen  an  Indian  (who  I  now  suppose  wasn't 
an  Indian)  swallow  a  sword  (which  I  now  sup- 
pose he  didn't).  The  edifice  had  appeared  to 
me,  in  those  days,  so  glorious  a  structure,  that  I 
had  set  it  up  in  my  mind  as  the  model  on  which 
the  Genie  of  the  Lamp  built  the  palace  for 
Aladdin.  A  mean  little  brick  heap,  like  a  de- 
mented chapel,  with  a  few  yawning  persons  in 
leather  gaiters,  and  in  the  last  extremity  for 
something  to  do,  lounging  at  the  door  with  their 
hands  in  their  pockets,  and  calling  themselves  a 
Corn  Exchange  ! 

The  Theatre  was  m  existence,  I  found,  on 
asking  the  fishmonger,  who  had  a  compact  show 
of  stock  in  his  window,  consisting  of  a  sole  and 
a  quart  of  shrimps — and  I  resolved  to  comfort 
my  mind  by  going  to  look  at  it.  Richard  the 
Third,  in  a  very  uncomfortable  cloak,  had  first 
appeared  to  me  there,  and  had  made  my  heart 
leap  with  terror  by  backing  up  against  the  stage 
box  in  which  I  was  posted,  while  struggling  for 
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life  against  the  virtuous  Richmond.  It  was  within 
those  walls  that  I  had  learnt,  as  from  a  page  of 
English  histor}'-,  how  that  wicked  King  slept  in 
war-time  on  a  sofa  much  too  short  for  him,  and 
how  fearfully  his  conscience  troubled  his  boots. 
There,  too,  had  I  first  seen  the  funny  countryman, 
but  countryman  of  noble  principles,  in  a  flowered 
waistcoat,  crunch  up  his  little  hat  and  throw  it 
on  the  ground,  and  pull  off  his  coat,  saying, 
"  Dom  thee,  squire,  coom  on  with   thy  fistes, 
then  ! "    At  which  the  lovely  young  woman  who 
kept   company  with   him  (and  who  went    out 
gleaning  in  a  narrow  white  muslin  apron,  with 
five   beautiful   bars   of    five   different-coloured 
ribbons  across  it)  was  so  frightened  for  his  sake, 
that  she  fainted  away.     Many  wondrous  secrets 
of  Nature  had  I  come  to  the  knowledge  of  in 
that  sanctuary  :  of  which  not  the  least  terrific 
were,  that  the  witches  in  Macbeth  bore  an  awful 
resemblance  to   the  Thanes  and  other  proper 
inhabitants  of  Scotland  ;  and  that  the  good  King 
Duncan  couldn't  rest  in  his  grave,  but  was  con- 
stantly coming  out  of  it,  and  calling   himself 
somebody  else.     To  the  Theatre,  therefore,   I 
repaired   for   consolation.      But   I   found  very 
little,  for  it  was  in  a  bad  and  declining  way.     A 
dealer  in  wine  and  bottled  beer  had  already 
squeezed  his  trade  into  the  box  office,  and  the 
theatrical  money  was  taken — when  it  came — in 
a  kind  of  meat-safe  in  the  passage.     The  dealer 
in  wine  and  bottled  beer  must  have  insinuated 
himself  under  the  stage  too  ;  for  he  announced 
that  he  had  various  descriptions  of  alcoholic 
drinks  "  in  the  wood,"  and  there  was  no  possible 
stowage  for  the  wood  anywliere  else.    Evidently, 
he  was  by  degrees  eating  the  establishment  away 
to  the  core,  and  would  soon  have  sole  possession 
of  it.     It  was  To  Let,  and  hopelessly  so,  for  its 
old  purposes ;  and  there  had  been  no  entertain- 
ment within  its  walls  for  a  long  time  except  a 
Panorama ;  and  even  that  had  been  announced 
as  "  pleasingly  instructive,"  and  I  know  too  well 
the  fatal   meaning  and   the   leaden    import  of 
those  terrible  expressions.     No,  there  was  no 
comfort  in   the  Theatre.     It  was  mysteriously 
gone,  like   my  own    youth.     Unlike   my   own 
youth,  it  might  be  coming  back  some  day  ;  but 
there  was  little  promise  ol  it. 

As  the  town  was  i)lacarded  witli  references 
to  the  Dullborough  Mechanics'  Institution,  I 
tiiought  I  would  go  and  look  at  that  establish- 
ment next.  There  had  been  no  such  thing  in 
the  town  in  my  young  day,  and  it  occurred  to 
me  that  its  extreme  prosperity  might  have 
brought  adversity  upon  the  Drama.  I  found 
the  Institution  with  some  difiiculty,  and  shouUl 
scarcely  have  known  that  I  had  found  it  if  I  had 


judged  from  its  external  appearance  only  ;  but 
this  Avas  attributable  to  its  never  having  been 
finished,  and  having  no  front :  consequently,  it 
led  a  modest  and  retired  existence  up  a  stable- 
yard.     It  was  (as  I   learnt  on   inquiry)  a  most 
flourishing  Institution,  and  of  the  highebt  benefit 
to  the  town  :   two  triumphs  which  I  was  glad  to 
understand  were   not   at   all   impaired    by  the 
seeming  drawbacks  that  no  mechanics  belonged 
to  it,  and  that  it  was  steeped  in  debt  to  the 
chimney-pots.     It  had  a  large  room,  which  was 
approached  by  an  infirm  step  ladder  '.  the  builder 
having  declined  to  construct  the  intended  stair- 
case without  a  present  payment  in  cash,  which 
Dullborough  (though  profoundly  appreciative  of 
the   Institution)  seemed  unaccountably  bashful 
about  subscribing.     The  large  room  had  cost  — 
or  would,  when  paid  for — five  hundred  pounds; 
and  it  had  more  mortar  in  it,  and  more  echoes, 
than   one   might    have    expected    to    get    for 
the  money.     It  was  fitted  up  with  a  platform, 
and  the  usual  lecturing  tools,  including  a  large- 
black  board  of  a  menacing  appearance.     On  re- 
ferring to  lists  of  the  courses  of  lectures  that  had 
been  given  in  this  thriving  Hall,  I  fancied  I 
detected  a  shyness   in   admitting   that   human 
nature,  when  at  leisure,  has  any  desire  whatever 
to  be  relieved  and  diverted  ;  and  a  furtive  sliding 
in  of  any  poor  make-weight  piece  of  amusement 
shamefacedly  and  edgewise.     Thus,  I  observed 
that   it  was  necessary  for  the  members  to  be 
knocked   on    the   head  with  Gas,    Air,  Water, 
Food,  the  Solar  System,  the  Geological  periods. 
Criticism  on   Milton,   the   Steam-engine,   John 
Bunyan,  and  Arrow-headed  Inscriptions,  before 
they  might  be  tickled  by  those  unaccountable 
choristers,  the  negro  singers  in  the  court  costume 
of  the  reign  of  George  the  Second.     Likewise, 
that  they  must  be  stunned  by  a  weighty  inquiry 
whether  there  was   internal  evidence  in  Shak- 
speare's  works  to  prove  that  his  uncle  by  the 
mother's  side  lived  for  some  years  at  Stoke  New- 
ington,  before  they  were  brought-to  by  a  Miscel- 
laneous Concert.     But,  indeed,  the  masking  of 
entertainment,  and  pretending  it  was  something 
else — as  people  mask  bedsteads  when  they  are 
obliged  to  have  them  in  sitting-rooms,  and  make 
believe  that  they  are  bookcases,  sofas,  chests  of 
drawers,  an\thing  rather  than   bedsteads — was 
manifest  even  in  the  pretence  of  dreariness  that 
the    unfortunate    entertainers    themselves    felt 
obliged  in  decency  to  put  forth  when  they  came 
here.     One  very  agreeable  professional  singer, 
who  travelled  with  two  professional  ladies,  knew 
better  than  to  introduce  either  of  those  ladies  to 
sing  the  ballad  "  Comin'  through  the  Rye,"  with- 
out prefacing  it  himself  with  some  general  re- 
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marks  on  wlicat  and  clover ;  and,  even  then,  he 
dared  not  for  his  life  call  the  song  a  song,  but 
disguisetl  it  in  the  bill  as  an  "Illustration."  In 
the  library  also — fitted  with  shelves  for  three 
thousand  books,  and  containing  upwards  of  one 
Innidred  and  seventy  (presented  copies  mostly), 
seething  their  edges  in  damp  plaster — there  was 
such  a  painfully  apologetic  return  of  62  offenders 
who  had  read  'I'ravels,  Popular  Biography,  and 
mere  Fiction  descriptive  of  the  aspirations  of  the 
hearts  and  souls  of  mere  human  creatures  like 
themselves  ;  and  sucli  an  elaborate  parade  of  2 
bright  exami)les  who  had  had  down  Euclid  after 
the  day's  occupation  and  confinement ;  and  3 
who  had  had  down  Metaphysics  after  ditto  ;  and 
I  who  had  had  down  Theology  after  ditto  ;  and 
4  who  had  worried  Grammar,  Political  Economy, 
Botany,  and  Logarithms  all  at  once  after  ditto  ; 
that  I  suspected  the  boasted  class  to  be  one 
man,  who  had  been  hired  to  do  it. 

Emerging  from  the  IMechanics'  Institution, 
and  continuing  my  walk  about  the  town,  I  still 
noticed  everywhere  the  prevalence,  to  an  extra- 
ordinary degree,  of  this  custom  of  putting  the 
natural  demand  for  amusement  out  of  sight,  as 
some  untidy  housekeepers  put  dust,  and  pre- 
tending that  it  was  swept  away.  And  yet  it  was 
ministered  to,  in  a  dull  and  abortive  manner, 
by  all  who  made  this  feint.  Looking  in  at  what 
is  called  in  Dullborough  '■  the  serious  book- 
seller's," where,  in  my  childhood,  I  had  studied 
the  faces  of  numbers  of  gentlemen  depicted  in 
rostrums  with  a  gas-light  on  each  side  of  them, 
and  casting  my  eyes  over  the  open  pages  of 
certain  printed  discourses  there,  I  found  a  vast 
deal  of  aiming  at  jocosity  and  dramatic  effect, 
even  in  them — yes,  verily,  even  on  the  part  of 
one  very  wrathful  expounder  who  bitterly  ana- 
thematized a  poor  little  Circus.  Similarly,  in 
the  reading  provided  for  the  young  people 
enrolled  in  the  Lasso  of  Love,  and  other  excel- 
lent unions,  I  found  the  writers  generally  under 
a  distressing  sense  that  they  must  start  (at  all 
events)  like  story-tellers,  and  delude  the  young 
persons  into  the  belief  that  they  were  going  to 
be  interesting.  As  I  looked  in  at  this  window 
for  twenty  minutes  by  the  clock,  I  am  in  a 
l)osition  to  offer  a  friendly  remonstrance — not 
bearing  on  this  particular  point — to  the  de- 
signers and  engravers  of  the  pictures  in  those 
publications.  Have  they  considered  the  awful 
consequences  likely  to  flow  from  their  representa- 
tions of  Virtue  ?  Have  they  asked  themselves 
the  question,  whether  the  terrific  prospect  of 
accjuiring  that  fearful  chubbiness  of  head,  un- 
wicldmess  of  arm,  feeble  dislocation  of  leg, 
cris])iness  of  hair,  and  enormity  of  shirt  collar, 


which  they  represent  as  inseparable  from  Good- 
ness, may  not  tend  to  confirm  sensitive  v.averers 
in  Evil  ?  A  most  impressive  example  (if  I  had 
believed  it)  of  what  a  Dustman  and  a  Sailor 
may  come  to,  when  they  mend  their  ways,  was 
presented  to  me  in  this  same  shop-window. 
When  they  were  leaning  (they  were  intimate 
friends)  against  a  post,  drunk  and  reckless, 
with  surpassingly  bad  hats  on,  and  their  hair 
over  their  foreheads,  they  were  rather  pictu- 
resque, and  looked  as  if  they  might  be  agreeable 
men,  if  they  would  not  be  beasts.  But,  when 
they  had  got  over  their  bad  propensities,  aftd 
when,  as  a  consequence,  their  heads  had  swelled 
alarmingly,  their  hair  had  got  so  curly  that  it 
lifted  their  blown-out  cheeks  up,  their  coat- 
cuffs  were  so  long  that  they  never  could  do  any 
work,  and  their  eyes  were  so  wide  open  that 
they  never  could  do  any  sleep,  they  presented 
a  spectacle  calculated  to  plunge  a  timid  nature 
into  the  depths  of  Infamy. 

But,  the  clock  that  had  so  degenerated  since 
I  saw  it  last,  admonished  me  that  I  had  stayed 
here  long  enough ;  and  I  resumed  my  walk. 

I  had  not  gone  fifty  paces  along  the  street 
when  I  was  suddenly  brought  up  by  the  sight  of 
a  man  who  got  out  of  a  little  phaeton  at  the 
doctor's  door,  and  went  into  the  doctor's  house. 
Immediately  the  air  was  filled  with  the  scent  of 
trodden  grass,  and  the  perspective  of  years 
opened,  and  at  the  end  of  it  was  a  little  likeness 
of  this  man  keeping  a  wicket,  and  I  said,  "  God 
bless  my  soul  !     Joe  Specks  !  " 

Through  many  changes  and  much  work,  I 
had  preserved  a  tenderness  for  the  memory  of 
Joe,  forasmuch  as  we  had  made  the  acquaint- 
ance of  Roderick  Random  together,  and  had 
believed  him  to  be  no  ruffian,  but  an  ingenuous 
and  engaging  hero.  Scorning  to  ask  the  boy 
left  in  the  phaeton  whether  it  was  really  Joe, 
and  scorning  even  to  read  the  brass  plate  on  the 
door— so  sure  was  I — I  rang  the  bell,  and 
informed  the  servant-maid  that  a  stranger 
sought  audience  of  Mr.  Specks.  Into  a  room, 
half  surgery,  half  study,  I  was  shown  to  await 
his  coming,  and  I  found  it,  by  a  series  of  elabo- 
rate accidents,  bestrewn  with  testimonies  to  Joe. 
Portrait  of  Mr.  Specks,  bust  of  Mr.  Specks, 
silver  cup  from  grateful  patient  to  Mr.  Specks, 
presentation  sermon  from  local  clergyman,  dedi- 
cation poem  from  local  poet,  dinner  card  from 
local  nobleman,  tract  on  balance  of  power  from 
local  refugee,  inscribed  liommage  de  I'auteur  a 
Specks. 

When  my  old  school-fellow  came  in,  and  I 
informed  him  with  a  smile  that  I  was'  not  a 
patient,  he  seemed  rather  at  a  loss  to  perceive 
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any  reason  for  smiling  in  connection  with  that 
fact,  and  inquired  to  what  he  was  to  attribute 
the  honour?     I  asked  him,  with  another  smile, 
could  he  remember  me  at  all  ?    He  had  not  (he 
said)  that  pleasure.     I  was  beginning  to  have 
but  a  poor  opinion  of  Mr.  Specks,  when  he  said 
reflectively,  "  And  yet  there's  a  something  too." 
Upon  that,  I  saw  a  boyish  light  in  his  eyes  that 
looked  well,  and  I  asked  him  if  he  could  inform 
me,  as  a  stranger  who  desired  to  know  and  had 
not  the  means  of  reference  at  hand,  what  the 
name  of  the  young  lady  was  who  married  Mr. 
Random  ?      Upon    that,   he   said    "  Narcissa," 
and,  after  staring  for  a  moment,  called  me  by 
my  name,  shook  me  by  the  hand,  and  melted 
into  a  roar  of  laughter.    "  Why,  of  course,  you'll 
remember  Lucy  Green,"  he  said  after  we  had 
talked  a  little.     "  Of  course,"  said  I.     "  Whom 
do  you  think  she  married?"  said  he.     "You?" 
I    hazarded.     "  Me,"   said    Specks,   "  and  you 
shall  see  her."     So  I  saw  her,  and  she  was  fat, 
and  if  all  the  hay  in  the  world  had  been  heaped 
upon  her,  it  could  scarcely  have  altered  her  face 
more  than  Time  had  altered  it  from  my  remem- 
brance of  the  face  that  had  once  looked  down 
upon  me  into  the  fragrant  dungeons  of  Seringa- 
patam.     But  when  her  youngest  child  came  in 
after  dinner  (for  I  dined  with  them,  and  we  had 
no  other  company  than  Specks,  Junior,  Barrister- 
at-law,  who  went  away  as  soon  as  the  cloth  was 
removed,  to  look  after  the  young  lady  to  whom 
he  was  going  to  be  married  next  week),  I  saw 
again,  in  that  little  daughter,  the  little  face  of 
the  hay-field,  unchanged,  and  it  quite  touched 
my  foolish  heart.    We  talked  immensely.  Specks 
and  Mrs.  Specks,  and  I,  and  we  spoke  of  our 
old  selves  as  though  our  old  selves  were  dead 
and  gone,  and  indeed  indeed  they  were — dead 
and  gone  as  the  playing-field  that  had  become  a 
wilderness  of  rusty  iron,  and    the  property  of 
S.E.R. 

Specks,  however,  illuminated  Dullborough 
with  the  rays  of  interest  that  I  wanted,  and 
should  otherwise  have  missed  in  it,  and  linked 
its  present  to  its  past  with  a  highly  agreeable 
chain.  And  in  Specks's  society  I  had  new 
occasion  to  observe  what  I  had  before  noticed 
in  similar  communications  among  other  men. 
All  the  school-fellows  and  others  of  old,  whom 
I  in(|uired  about,  hail  either  done  superlatively 
well  or  superlatively  ill— had  either  become  un- 
certificated bankrupts,  or  been  felonious,  and 
got  themselves  transported  ;  or  had  made  great 
hits  in  life,  and  done  wonders.  And  this  is  so 
commonly  the  case,  that  I  never  can  imagine 
what  becomes  of  all  the  mediocre  people  of 
people's  youth — especially  considering  that  we 


find  no  lack  of  the  species  in  our  maturity.  But, 
I  did  not  propound  this  difficulty  to  Specks, 
for  no  pause  in  the  conversation  gave  me  an 
occasion.  Nor  could  I  discover  one  single  flaw 
in  the  good  doctor — when  he  reads  this,  he  will 
receive  in  a  friendly  spirit  the  pleasantly-meant 
record — except  that  he  had  forgotten  -his  Rode- 
rick Random,  and  that  he  confounded  Strap 
with  Lieutenant  Hatchway  ;  who  never  knew 
Random,  howsoever  intimate  with  Pickle. 

When  I  went  alone  to  the  Railway  to  catch 
my  train  at  night  (Specks  had  meant  to  go  with 
me,  but  was  inopportunely  called  out),  1  was  in 
a  more  charitable  mood  with  Dullborough  than 
I  had  been  all  day;  and  yet  in  my  heart  I  had 
loved  it  all  day  too.  Ah  !  who  was  I  that  I 
should  quarrel  with  the  town  for  being  changed 
to  me,  when  I  myself  had  come  back  so  changed 
to  it  ?  All  my  early  readings  and  early  imagina- 
tions dated  from  this  place,  and  I  took  them 
away  so  full  of  innocent  construction  and  guile- 
less belief,  and  I  brought  them  back  so  worn 
and  torn,  so  much  the  wiser  and  so  much  the 
worse  ! 


XIIL 

NIGHT  WALKS. 

0^^^  years  ago,  a  .temporary  inability 

^  to  sleep,   referable  to   a   distressing 

impression,  caused  me  to  walk  about 

the  streets  all  night  for  a  series  of 

■~^f^ei)  several  nights.     The  disorder  might 

have  taken  a  long  time  to  concjuer,  if 


It  had  been  faintly  exi)erimented  on  in 
T.3-.  bed  ;  but,  it  was  soon  defeated  by  the 
brisk  treatment  of  getting  up  directly  after  lying 
down,  and  going  out,  and  coming  home  tired  at 
sunrise. 

.  In  the  course  of  those  nights  I  finished  my 
education  in  a  fair  amateur  experience  of  House- 
lessness.  My  principal  object  being  to  get 
through  the  night,  the  pursuit  of  it  brought  me 
into  sympathetic  relations  with  people  who  have 
no  other  object  every  night  in  the  year. 

The  month  was  March,  and  the  weather 
damp,  cloudy,  and  cold.  The  sun  not  rising 
before  half-past  five,  the  night  perspective  looked 
sufficiently  long  at  half-past  twelve  :  which  was 
about  my  time  for  confronting  it. 

The  restlessness  of  a  great  city,  and  the  way 
in  which  it  tumbles  and  tosses  before  it  can  get 
to  sleep,  formed  one  .of  the  first  entertainments 
offered  to  the  contemplation  of  us  houseless 
people.     It  lasted  about  two  hours.     We  lost  a 
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"rent  deal  of  companionship  Avhen  the  late 
public-houses  turned  their  lamps  out,  and  when 
the  potmen  thrust  the  last  brawling  drunkards 
into  the  street ;  but  stray  vehicles  and  stray 
people  were  left  us  after  that.  If  we  were  very 
lucky,  a  policeman's  rattle  sprang,  and  a  fray 
turned  up  \  but,  in  general,  surprisingly  little  of 
this  diversion  was  provided.  Except  in  the  May- 
market,  which  is  the  worst-kept  part  of  London, 
and  about  Kent  Street  in  the  Borough,  and  along 
a  portion  of  the  line  of  the  Old  Kent  Road,  the 
peace  was  seldom  violently  broken.  But,  it  was 
always  the  case  that  London,  as  if  in  imitation 
of  individual  citizens  belonging  to  it,  had  expir- 
ing fits  and  starts  of  restlessness.  After  all 
seemed  quiet,  if  one  cab  rattled  by,  half-a-dozen 
would  surely  follow;  and  Houselessness  even 
observed  that  intoxicated  people  appeared  to  be 
magnetically  attracted  towards  each  other ;  so 
that  we  knew,  when  we  saw  one  drunken  object 
staggering  against  the  shutters  of  a  shop,  that 
another  drunken  object  Avould  stagger  up  before 
five  minutes  were  out,  to  fraternise  or  tight  widi 
it.  When  we  made  a  divergence  from  the  regular 
species  of  drunkard,  the  thin-armed,  puff-faced, 
leaden-lipped  gin-drinker,  and  encountered  a 
rarer  specimen  of  a  more  decent  appearance, 
fifty  to  one  but  that  specimen  was  dressed  in 
soiled  mourning.  As  the  street  experience  in 
the  night,  so  the  street  experience  in  the  day ; 
the  common  folk  A\dio  come  unexpectedly  into  a 
little  property,  come  unexpectedly  into  a  deal  of 
liquor. 

At  length  these  flickering  sparks  would  die 
away,  worn  out — the  last  veritable  sparks  of 
waking  life  trailed  from  some  late  pieman  or 
hot-pot;xto  man — and  London  would  sink  to  rest. 
And  then  the  yearning  of  the  houseless  mind 
would  be  for  any  sign  of  company,  any  lighted 
place,  any  movement,  anything  suggestive  of 
any  one  being  up — nay,  even  so  much  as  awake, 
for  the  houseless  eye  looked  out  for  lights  in. 
windows. 

Walking  the  streets  under  the  pattering  rain, 
Houselessness  would  walk  and  walk  and  walk, 
seeing  nothing  but  the  interminable  tangle  of 
streets,  save  at  a  corner,  here  and  there,  two 
policemen  in  conversation,  or  the  sergeant  or 
inspector  looking  after  his  men.  Now  and  then 
in  the  night — but  rarely — Houselessness  would 
become  aware  of  a  furtive  head  peering  out  of  a 
doorway  a  few  yards  before  him,  and,  coming 
up  with  the  head,  would  find  a  man  standing 
bolt  upright  to  keep  within  the  doorway's  sha- 
dow, and  evidently  intent  upon  no  particular 
service  to  society.  Under  a  kind  of  fascination, 
and  in  a  ghostly  silence  suitable  to  the  time, 


Houselessness  and  this  gentleman  would  eye 
one  another  from  head  to  foot,  and  so,  without 
exchange  of  speech,  part,  mutually  suspicious. 
Drip,  drip,  drip,  from  ledge  and  coping,  splash 
from  pipes  and  Avater-spouts,  and  by-and-by  the 
houseless  shadow  would  fall  upon  the  stones 
that  pave  the  way  to  Waterloo  Bridge ;  it  beinp- 
in  the  houseless  mind  to  have  a  halfpennyworth 
of  excuse  for  saying  "  Good  night"  to  the  toll- 
keeper,  and  catching  a  glimpse  of  his  fire.  A 
good  fire,  and  a  good  great-coat  and  a  good 
woollen  neck-shawl,  were  comfortable  things  to 
see  in  conjunction  with  the  toll-keeper;  also  his 
brisk  wakefulness  was  excellent  company  when 
he  rattled  the  change  of  halfpence  down  upon 
that  metal  table  of  his,  like  a  man  who  defietl 
the  night,  with  all  its  sorrowful  thoughts,  and 
didn't  care  for  the  coming  of  dawn.  There  was 
need  of  encouragement  on  the  threshold  of  die 
bridge,  for  the  bridge  was  dreary.  The  chopped- 
up  murdered  man  had  not  been  lowered  with  a 
rope  over  the  parapet  when  those  nights  were  ; 
he  was  alive,  and  slept  then  quietly  enough  most 
likel)%  and  undisturbed  by  any  dream  of  where 
he  was  to  come.  But  the  river  had  an  awful 
look,  the  buildings  on  the  banks  were  muffled  in 
black  shrouds,  and  the  reflected  lights  seemed 
to  originate  deep  in  the  water,  as  if  the  spectres 
of  suicides  were  holding  them  to  show  where 
they  went  down.  The  wild  moon  and  clouds 
were  as  restless  as  an  evil  conscience  in  a 
tumbled  bed,  and  the  very  shadow  of  the  im- 
mensity of  London  seemed  to  lie  oppressively 
upon  the  river. 

Between  the  bridge  and  the  two  great  theatres 
there  was  but  the  distance  of  a  few  hundred 
paces,  so  the  theatres  came  next.  Grim  and 
black  within,  at  night,  those  great  dry  Wells, 
and  lonesome  to  imagine,  with  the  rows  of  faces 
faded  out,  the  lights  extinguished,  and  the  seats 
all  empty.  One  would  think  that  nothing  in 
them  knew  itself  at  such  a  time  but  Yorick'^; 
skull.  •  In  one  of  my  night  walks,  as  the  church 
steeples  were  shaking  the  March  winds  and  rain 
with  the  strokes  of  Four,  I  passed  the  outer 
boundary  of  one  of  these  great  deserts,  and 
entered  it.  With  a  dim  lantern  in  my  hand,  I 
groped  my  well-known  way  to  the  stage,  and 
looked  over  the  orchestra — which  was  like  a 
great  grave  dug  for  a  time  of  pestilence — into 
the  void  beyond.  A  dismal  cavern  of  an  im- 
mense aspect,  with  the  chandelier  gone  dead 
like  everything  else,  and  nothing  visible,  through 
mist  and  fog  and  space,  but  tiers  of  winding- 
sheets.  The  ground  at  my  feet,  where,  when 
last  there,  I  had  seen  the  peasantry  of  Naples 
dancing  among  the  vines,  reckless  of  the  burning 
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mountain  which  threatened  to  overwhehn  them, 
was  now  in  possession  of  a  strong  serpent  of 
engine-hose,  watchfully  lying  in  wait  for  the 
serpent  Fire,  and  ready  to  fly  at  it  if  it  showed 
its  forked  tongue.  A  ghost  of  a  watchman, 
carrying  a  faint  corpse-candle,  haunted  the  dis- 
tant upper  gallery  and  flitted  away.  Retiring 
within  the  proscenium,  and  holding  my  light 
above  my  head  towards  the  rolled-up  curtain — 
green  no  more,  but  black  as  ebony — my  sight 
lost  itself  in  a  gloomy  vault,  showing  faint  indi- 
cations in  it  of  a  shipwreck  of  canvas  and  cord- 
age. Methought  I  felt  much  as  a  diver  might 
at  the  bottom  of  the  sea. 

In  those  small  hours  when  there  was  no  move- 
ment in  the  streets,  it  afforded  matter  for  reflec- 
tion to  take  Newgate  in  the  way,  and,  touching 
its  rough  stone,  to  think  of  the  prisoners  in  their 
sleep,  and  then  to  glance  in  at  the  lodge  over 
the  spiked  wicket,  and  see  the  fire  and  light  of 
the  watching  turnkeys  on  the  white  wall.  Not 
an  inappropriate  time,  either,  to  linger  by  that 
wicked  little  Debtors'  Door — shutting  tighter 
than  any  other  door  one  ever  saw — which  has 
been  Death's  Door  to  so  many.  In  the  days  of 
the  uttering  of  forged  one-pound  notes  by  people 
tempted  up  from  the  country,  how  many  hundreds 
of  wretched  creatures  of  both  sexes — many  quite 
innocent — swung  out  of  a  pitiless  and  inconsist- 
ent world,  with  the  tower  of  yonder  Christian 
church  of  St.  Sepulchre  monstrously  before  their 
eyes  !  Is  there  any  haunting  of  the  Bank  Par- 
lour, by  the  remorseful  souls  of  old  directors,  in 
the  nights  of  these  later  days,  I  wonder,  or  is  it 
as  quiet  as  this  degenerate  Aceldama  of  an  Old 
Bailey  ? 

To  walk  on  to  the  Bank,  lamenting  the  good 
old  times  and  bemoaning  the  present  evil  period, 
would  be  an  easy  next  step,  so  I  would  take  it, 
and  would  make  my  houseless  circuit  of  the 
Bank,  and  give  a  thought  to  the  treasure  within  ; 
likewise  to  the  guard  of  soldiers  passing  the 
night  there,  and  nodding  over  the  fire.  Next,  I 
went  to  Billingsgate,  in  some  hope  of  market- 
people,  but  it  proving  as  yet  too  early,  crossed 
London  Bridge,  and  got  tlown  by  the  water-side 
on  the  Surrey  shore,  among  the  buildings  of  the 
great  brewery.  There  was  plenty  going  on  at 
the  brewery ;  and  the  reek,  and  the  smell  of 
grains,  and  the  rattling  of  the  plump  dray  horses 
at  their  mangers,  were  capital  company.  Quite 
refreshed  by  having  mingled  with  this  good 
society,  I  made  a  new  start  with  a  new  heart, 
setting  the  old  King's  Bench  Prison  before  me 
for  my  next  object,  and  resolving,  when  I  should 
come  to  the  wall,  to  think  of  poor  Horace  Kinch, 
and  the  Dry  Rot  in  men. 


A  very  curious  disease  the  Dry  Rot  in  men, 
and  difficult  to  detect  the  beginning  of.  It  had 
carried  Horace  Kinch  inside  the  wall  of  the  old 
King's  Bench  Prison,  and  it  had  carried  him  out 
with  his  feet  foremost.  He  was  a  likely  man  to 
look  at,  in  the  prime  of  life,  well  to  do,  as  clever 
as  he  needed  to  be,  and  popular  among  many 
friends.  He  was  suitably  married,  and  had 
healthy  and  pretty  children.  But,  like  some 
fair-looking  houses  or  fair-looking  ships,  he  took 
the  Dry  Rot.  The  first  strong  external  revela- 
tion of  the  Dry  Rot  in  men  is  a  tendency  to  lurk 
and  lounge ;,  to  be  at  street  corners  without  in- 
telligible reason  ;  to  be  going  anywhere  when 
met ;  to  be  about  many  places  rather  than  at 
any ;  to  do  nothing  tangible,  but  to  have  an  in- 
tention of  performing  a  variety  of  intangible 
duties  to-morrow,  or  the  day  after.  When  this 
manifestation  of  the  disease  is  observed,  the  ob- 
server will  usually  connect  it  with  a  vague  im- 
pression once  formed  or  received,  that  the 
patient  was  living  a  little  too  hard.  He  will 
scarcely  have  had  leisure  to  turn  it  over  in  his 
mind,  and  form  the  terrible  suspicion  "  Dry 
Rot,"  when  he  will  notice  a  change  for  the 
worse  in  the  patient's  appearance :  a  certain 
slovenliness  and  deterioration  which  is  not 
poverty,  nor  dirt,  nor  intoxication,  nor  ill- 
health,  but  simply  Dry  Rot.  To  this  succeeds 
a  smell  as  of  strong  waters  in  the  morning ;  to 
that,  a  looseness  respecting  money ;  to  that,  a 
stronger  smell  as  of  strong  waters  at  all  times  ; 
to  tha«t,  a  looseness  respecting  everything;  to  that, 
a  trembling  of  the  limbs,  somnolency,  misery, 
and  crumbling  to  pieces.  As  it  is  in  wood,  so 
it  is  in  men.  Dry  Rot  advances  at  a  compound 
usury  quite  incalculable.  A  plank  is  found  in- 
fected with  it,  and  the  whole  structure  is  devoted. 
Thus  it  had  been  with  the  unhappy  Horace 
Kinch,  lately  buried  by  a  small  subscription. 
Those  who  knew  him  had  not  nigh  done  sa\ing, 
"  So  well  off,  so  comfortably  established,  with 
such  hope  before  him — and  yet,  it  is  feared, 
with  a  slight  touch  of  Dry  Rot !  "  when  lo  !  the 
man  was  all  Dry  Rot  and  dust. 

From  the  dead  wall  associated  on  those 
houseless  nights  with  this  too  common  storv,  I 
chose  next  to  wander  by  Bethlehem  Hospital ; 
partly  because  it  lay  on  my  road  round  to  West- 
minster \  partly  because  I  had  a  night  fancy  in 
my  head  which  could  be  best  pursued  within 
sight  of  its  walls  and  dome.  And  the  fancy  was 
this  :  Are  not  the  sane  and  insane  equal  at  night 
as  the  sane  lie  a  dreaming?  Are  not  all  of  us 
outside  this  hospital,  who  dream,  more  or  less 
in  the  condition  of  those  inside  it,  every  night 
of  our  lives?     Are  we  not  nightly  persuaded,  as 
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they  daily  are,  that  we  associate  preposterously 
with  kings  and  queens,  emperors  and  empresses, 
and  notabiHtics  of  all  sorts  ?  Do  we  not  nightly 
jumble  events  and  personages,  and  times  and 
places,  as  these  do  daily  ?  Are  we  not  some- 
times troubled  by  our  own  sleeping  incon- 
sistencies, and  do  we  not  vexedlytry  to  account 
{or  them  or  excuse  them,  just  as  these  do  some- 
times in  respect  of  their  waking  delusions  ?  Said 
an  afflicted  man  to  me,  when  1  was  last  in  a 
hospital  like  this,  "  Sir,  I  can  frequently  fly."  I 
was  half  ashamed  to  reflect  that  so  could  I — by 
night.  Said  a  woman  to  me  on  the  same  occa- 
sion, "  Queen  Victoria  frequently  comes  to  dine 
with  me,  and  her  Majesty  and  I  dine  oft' peaches 
and  macaroni  in  our  nightgowns,  and  his  Royal 
Highness  the  Prince  Consort  does  us  the  honour 
to  make  a  third  on  horseback  in  a  Field-Mar- 
shal's  uniform."  Could  I  refrain  from  redden- 
ing with  consciousness  when  I  remembered  the 
amazing  royal  parties  I  myself  had  given  (at 
night),  the  unaccountable  viands  I  had  put  on 
table,  and  my  extraordinary  manner  of  conduct- 
ing mj'self  on  those  distinguishetl  occasions  ?  I 
wonder  that  the  great  master  who  knew  every- 
tliing,  when  he  called  Sleep  the  death  of  each 
day's  life,  did  not  call  Dreams  the  insanity  of 
each  day's  sanity. 

By  this  time  I  had  left  the  hospital  behind 
me,  and  was  again  setting  towards  the  river; 
and  in  a  short  breathing  space  I  was  on  West- 
minster Bridge,  regaling  my  houseless  eyes  with 
the  external  walls  of  the  British  Parliament — the 
perfection  of  a  stupendous  institution,  I  know, 
and  the  admiration  of  all  surrounding  nations 
and  succeeding  ages,  I  do  not  doubt,  but  per- 
haps a  little  the  better,  now  and  then,  for  being 
pricked  up  to  its  work.  Turning  oft  into  Old 
Palace  Yard,  the  Courts  of  Law  kept  me  com- 
pany for  a  quarter  of  an  hour  ;  hinting  in  low 
whisjjers  what  numbers  of  people  they  were 
keeping  awake,  and  how  intensely  wretched  and 
horrible  they  were  rendering  the  small  hours  to 
unfortunate  suitors.  Westminster  Abbey  was 
fine  gloomy  society  for  another  quarter  of  an 
hour ;  suggesting  a  wonderful  procession  of  its 
dead  among  the  dark  arches  and  pillars,  each 
century  more  amazed  by  the  century  following 
it  than  by  all  the  centuries  going  before.  And, 
indeed,  in  those  houseless  night  walks — which 
even  included  cemeteries  where  watchmen  went 
round  among  the  graves  at  stated  times,  and 
moved  the  tell-tale  ha  idle  of  an  index  which 
recorded  that  they  had  touched  it  at  such  an 
hour — it  was  a  solemn  consideration  what  enor- 
mous hosts  of  dead  belong  to  one  old  great 
city,  and  how,  if  they  were  raised  while  the  liv- 


ing slept,  there  would  not  be  the  space  of  a 
pin's  point  in  all  the  streets  and  ways  for  the 
living  to  come  out  into.  .  Not  only  that,  but  die 
vast  armies  of  dead  would  overflow  the  hills 
and  valleys  beyond  the  city,  and  would  stretch 
away  all  round  it,  God  knows  how  far. 

When  a  church  clock  strikes  on  houseless 
ears  in  the  dead  of  the  night,  it  may  be  at  first 
mistaken  for  company,  and  hailed  as  such.  But, 
as  the  spreading  circles  of  vibration,  which  you 
may  perceive  at  such  a  time  with  great  clear- 
ness, go  opening  out,  for  ever  and  ever  after- 
wards wiilening,  perhaps  (as  the  philosopher  has 
suggested)  in  eternal  space,  the  mistake  is  rec- 
tified, and  the  sense  of  loneliness  is  profounder. 
Once — it  was  after  leaving  the  Abbey,  and 
turning  my  face  north — I  came  to  the  great 
steps  of  St.  Martin's  Church  as  the  clock  was 
striking  Three.  Suddenly,  a  thing  that  in  a 
moment  more  I  should  have  trodden  upon  with- 
out seeing,  rose  up  at  my  feet  with  a  cry  of 
loneliness  and  houselessness,  struck  out  of  it  by 
the  bell,  the  like  of  which  I  never  heard.  We 
then  stood  face  to  face  looking  at  one  another, 
frightened  by  one  another.  The  creature  was 
like  a  beetle-browed  hare-lipped  youth  of  twenty, 
and  it  had  a  loose  bundle  of  rags  on,  which  it 
held  together  widi  one  of  its  hands.  It  shivered 
from  head  to  foot,  and  its  teeth  chattered,  and 
as  it  stared  at  me^persecutor,  devil,  ghost, 
whatever  it  thought  me — it  made  with  its  whin- 
ing mouth  as  if  it  were  snapping  at  nie,  like  a 
worried  dog.  Intending  to  give  this  ugly  object 
money,  I  put  out  my  hand  to  stay  it— for  it 
recoiled  as  it  whined  and  snapped — and  laid  my 
hand  upon  its  shoulder.  Instantly,  it  twisted 
out  of  its  garment,  like  the  young  man  in  the 
New  Testament,  and  left  me  standing  alone  with 
its  rags  in  my  hand. 

Covent-Garden  Market,  when  it  was  market 
morning,  was  wonderful  company.  The  great 
waggons  of  cabbages,  with  growers'  men  and 
boys  lying  asleep  under  them,  and  with  sharp 
dogs  from  market-garden  neighbourhoods  look- 
ing after  the  whole,  were  as  good  as  a  party. 
But  one  of  the  worst  night  sights  I  know  m 
London  is  to  be  found  in  the  children  who 
prowl  about  this  place  ;  who  sleep  in  the  baskets, 
fight  for  the  offal,  dart  at  any  object  they  think 
they  can  lay  their  thieving  hands  on,  dive  under 
the  carts  and  barrows,  dodge  the  constables,  and 
are  perpetually  making  a  blunt  pattering  on  the 
pavement  of  the  Piazza  with  the  rain  of  their 
naked  feet.  A  painful  and  unnatural  result 
comes  of  the  comparison  one  is  forced  to  insd- 
tute  between  the  growth  of  corruption  as  dis- 
played in  the  so  much  improved  and  cared-for 
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fruits  of  the  earth,  and  the  growth  of  corruption 
as  displayed  in  these  all-uncared-for  (except  in- 
asmuch as  ever-hunted)  savages. 

There  was  early  coffee  to  be  got  about  Covent- 
Garden  Market,  and  that  was  more  company — 
warm  company,  too,  which  was  better.  Toast 
of  a  very  substantial  quality  was  likewise  pro- 
curable :  though  the  tousled -headed  man  who 
made  it,  in  an  inner  chamber  within  the  coffee- 
room,  hadn't  got  his  coat  on  yet,  and  was  so 
heavy  with  sleep  that  in  every  interval  of  toast 
and  coffee  he  went  off  anew  behind  the  partition 
into  complicated  cross-roads  of  choke  and  snore, 
and  lost  his  way  directly.  Into  one  of  these 
establishments  (among  the  earliest)  near  Bow 
Street  there  came  one  morning,  as  I  sat  over  my 
houseless  cup,  pondering  where  to  go  next,  a 
man  in  a  high  and  long  snuff-coloured  coat,  and 
shoes,  and,  to  the  best  of  my  belief,  nothing  else 
but  a  hat,  who  took  out  of  his  hat  a  large  cold 
meat-pudding ;  a  meat-pudding  so  large  that  it 
was  a  very  tight  fit,  and  brought  the  lining  of  the 
hat  out  with  it.  This  mysterious  man  was  known 
by  his  pudding,  for,  on  his  entering,  the  man  of 
sleep  brought  him  a  pint  of  hot  tea,  a  small  loaf, 
and  a  large  knife  and  fork  and  plate.  Left  to  him- 
self in  his  box,  he  stood  the  pudding  on  the  bare 
table,  and,  instead  of  cutting  it,  stabbed  it,  over- 
hand, with  the  knife,  like  a  mortal  enemy ;  then 
took  the  knife  out,  wiped  it  on  his  sleeve,  tore 
the  pudding  asunder  with  his  fingers,  and  ate  it 
all  up.  The  remembrance  of  this  man  with  the 
pudding  remains  with  me  as  the  remembrance  of 
the  most  spectral  person  my  houselessness  en- 
countered. Twice  only  was  I  in  that  establish- 
ment, and  twice  I  saw  him  stalk  in  (as  I  should 
say,  just  out  of  bed,  and  presently  going  back  to 
bed),  take  out  his  pudding,  stab  his  pudding, 
wipe  the  dagger,  and  eat  his  pudding  all  up. 
He  was  a  man  whose  figure  promised  cadaverous- 
ness,  but  who  had  an  excessively  red  face,  though 
shaped  like  a  horse's.  On  the  second  occasion 
of  my  seeing  him,  he  said  huskily  to  the  man  of 
sleep,  "Am  I  red  to-night?"  "You  are,"  he 
uncompromisingly  answered.  "  My  mother," 
said  the  spectre,  "  was  a  red-faced  woman  that 
liked  drink,  and  I  looked  at  her  hard  when  she 
laid  in  her  coffin,  and  I  took  the  complexion." 
Somehow,  the  pudding  seemed  an  unwholesome 
pudding  after  that,  and  I  put  myself  in  its  way 
no  more. 

When  there  was  no  market,  or  when  I  wanted 
variety,  a  railway  terminus,  with  the  morning 
mails  coming  in,  was  remunerative  company. 
But,  like  most  of  the  company  to  be  had  in  this 
world,  it  lasted  only  a  very  short  time.  The 
station  lamps  would  burst  out  ablaze,  the  porters 


would  emerge  from  ])laces  of  concealment,  the 
cabs  and  trucks  would  rattle  to  their  places  (the 
Post-Office  carts  were  already  in  theirs),  and 
finally,  the  bell  would  strike  up,  and  the  train 
would  come  banging  in.  But  there  were  few 
passengers  and  little  luggage,  and  everything 
scuttled  away  with  the  greatest  expedition.  The 
locomotive  post-oftices,  with  their  great  nets — as 
if  they  had  been  dragging  the  country  for  bodies 
— would  fly  open  as  to  their  doors,  and  would 
disgorge  a  smell  of  lamp,  an  exhausted  clerk,  a 
guard  in  a  red  coat,  and  their  bags  of  letters ; 
the  engine  would  blow  and  heave  and  perspire, 
like  an  engine  wiping  its  forehead,  and  saying 
what  a  run  it  had  had ;  and  within  ten  minutes 
the  lami)s  were  out,  and  I  was  houseless  and 
alone  again. 

But  now  there  were  driven  cattle  on  the  high- 
road near,  wanting  (as  cattle  always  do)  to  turn 
into  the  midst  of  stone  walls,  and  squeeze  them- 
selves through  six  inches'  width  of  iron  railing, 
and  getting  their  heads  down  (also  as  cattle 
always  do)  for  tossing-purchase  at  quite  imagi- 
nary dogs,  and  giving  themselves  and  every  de- 
voted creature  associated  with  them  a  most 
extraordinary  amount  of  unnecessary  trouble. 
Now,  too,  the  conscious  gas  began  to  grow  pale 
with  the  knowledge  that  daylight  was  coming, 
and  straggling  workpeople  were  already  in  the 
streets,  and,  as  waking  life  had  become  extin- 
guished with  the  last  pieman's  sparks,  so  it  began 
to  be  rekindled  with  the  fires  of  the  first  street- 
corner  breakfast-sellers.  And  so  by  faster  and 
faster  degrees,  until  the  last  degrees  were  very 
fast,  the  day  came,  and  I  was  tired  and  could 
sleep.  And  it  is  not,  as  I  used  to  think,  going 
home  at  such  times,  the  least  wonderl'ul  thing  in 
London,  that,  in  the  real  desert  region  of  the 
night,  the  houseless  wanderer  is  alone  there.  I 
knew  well  enough  where  to  find  Vice  and  Mis- 
fortune of  all  kinds,  if  I  had  chosen  ;  but  they 
were  put  out  of  sight,  and  my  houselessness 
had  many  miles  upon  miles  of  streets  in  which 
it  could,  and  did,  have  its  own  solitary  way. 


XIV. 

CH.VMBERS. 


HAVING  occasion  to  transact  some  busi- 
ness with  a  solicitor  who  occupies  a  highly 
suicidal  set  of  chambers  in  Gray's  Inn,  I  after- 
wards took  a  turn  in  the  large  square  of  that 
stronghold  of  Melancholy,  reviewing,  with  con- 
genial surroundings,  my  experiences  of  Cham- 
bers. 
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I  began,  as  was  natural,  with  the  chambers  I 
had  just  left.  They  were  an  upper  set  on  a 
rotten  staircase,  with  a  mysterious  bunk  or  bulk- 
head on  the  landing  outside  them,  of  a  rather 
nautical  and  Scrcw-Collier-like  appearance  than 
otherwise,  and  painted  an  intense  black.  Many 
dusty  years  have  passed  since  the  appropriation 
of  this  Davy  Jones's  locker  to  any  purpose,  and, 
during  the  whole  period  within  tlie  memory  of 
living  man,  it  has  been  hasped  and  padjockcd. 
I  cannot  quite  satisfy  my  mind  whether  it  was 
originally  meant  for  the  reception  of  coals,  or 
bodies,  or  as  a  place  of  temporary  security  for 
the  plunder  "  looted  "  by  laundresses  ;  but  I 
incline  to  the  last  opinion.  It  is  about  breast 
high,  and  usually  serves  as  a  bulk  for  defendants 
in  reduced  circumstances  to  lean  against  and 
ponder  at,  when  they  come  on  the  hopeful  errand 
of  trying  to  make  an  arrangement  without 
money — under  which  auspicious  circumstances 
it  mostly  happens  that  the  legal  gentleman  they 
want  to  see  is  much  engaged,  and  they  pervade 
the  staircase  for  a  considerable  period.  Against 
this  opposing  bulk,  in  the  absurdest  manner,  the 
tomb-like  outer  door  of  the  solicitor's  chambers 
(which  is  also  of  an  intense  black)  stands  in  dark 
ambush,  half  open,  and  half  shut,  all  day.  The 
solicitor's  apartments  are  three  in  number ;  con- 
sisting of  a  slice,  a  cell,  and  a  Avedge.  The  slice 
is  assigned  to  the  two  clerks,  the  cell  is  occupied 
by  the  principal,  and  the  wedge  is  devoted  to 
stray  papers,  old  game  baskets  from  the  country, 
a  washing-stand,  and  a  model  of  a  patent  Ship's 
Caboose  which  was  exhibited  in  Chancery,  at 
the  commencement  of  the  present  century,  on  an 
application  for  an  injunction  to  restrain  infringe- 
ment. At  about  half-past  nine  on  every  week- 
day morning,  the  younger  of  the  two  clerks  (who, 
I  have  reason  to  believe,  leads  the  fashion  at 
Pentonville  in  the  articles  of  pipes  and  shirts) 
may  be  found  knocking  the  dust  out  of  his  offi- 
cial door-key  on  the  bunk  or  locker  before  men- 
tioned; and  so  exceedingly  subject  to  dust  is 
his  key,  and  so  very  retentive  of  that  superfluity, 
that  in  exceptional  summer  weather,  when  a  ray 
of  sun-light  has  fallen  on  the  locker  in  my  pre- 
sence, I  have  noticed  its  inexpressive  counte- 
nance to  be  deeply  marked  by  a  kind  of  Bramah 
erysipelas  or  small-pox. 

This  set  of  chambers  (as  I  have  gradually  dis- 
covered, when  I  have  had  restless  occasion  to 
make  inquiries  or  leave  messages  after  office 
hours)  is  under  the  charge  of  a  lady  named 
Sweeney,  in  figure  extremely  like  an  old  family 
umbrella  :  whose  dwelling  confronts  a  dead  wall 
in  a  court  off  Gray's  Inn  Lane,  and  who  is 
usually  fetched  into  the  passage  of  that  bower, 


when  wanted,  from  some  neighbouring  home  of 
industry,  which  has  the  curious  property  of  im- 
parting an  inflammatory  appearance  to  her 
visage.  Mrs.  Sweeney  is  one  of  the  race  of 
professed  laundresses,  and  is  the  compiler  of  a 
remarkable  manuscript  volume  entitled  "  Mrs. 
Sweeney's  Book,"  from  which  much  curious  sta- 
tistical information  may  be  gathered  respecting 
the  high  prices  and  small  uses  of  soda,  soap, 
sand,  fire-wood,  and  other  such  articles.  I  have 
created  a  legend  in  my  mind — and  consequently 
I  believe  it  with  the  utmost  pertinacity — that 
the  late  Mr.  Sweeney  was  a  ticket  porter  under 
the  Honourable  Society  of  Gray's  Inn,  and  that, 
in  consideration  of  his  long  and  valuable  services, 
Mrs.  Sweeney  was  appointed  to  her  present  post. 
For,  though  devoid  of  personal  charms,  I  have 
observed  this  lady  to  exercise  a  fascination  over 
the  elderly  ticket-porter  mind  (particularly  under 
the  gateway,  and  in  corners  and  entries),  which 
I  can  only  refer  to  her  being  one  of  the  frater- 
nity, yet  not  competing  with  it.  All  that  need 
be  said  concerning  this  set  of  chambers  is  said, 
when  I  have  added  that  it  is  in  a  large  double 
house  in  Gray's  Inn  Square,  very  much  out  of 
repair,  and  that  the  outer  portal  is  ornamented 
in  a  hideous  manner  with  certain  stone  remains, 
which  have  the  appearance  of  the  dismembered 
bust,  torso,  and  limbs  of  a  petrified  bencher. 

Indeed,  I  look  upon  Gray's  Inn  generally  as 
one  of  the  most  depressing  institutions  in  brick 
and  mortar  known  to  the  children  of  men.  Can 
anything  be  more  dreary  than  its  arid  Square, 
Sahara  Desert  of  the  law,  with  the  ugly  old  tile- 
topped  tenements,  the  dirty  windows,  the  bills 
To  Let,  To  Let,  the  door-posts  inscribed  like 
gravestones,  the  crazy  gateway  giving  upon  the 
filthy  Lane,  the  scowling  iron-barred  prison-like 
passage  into  Verulam  Buildings,  the  mouldy 
red-nosed  ticket  porters  with  httle  coffin  plates, 
and  why  with  aprons,  the  dry  hard  atomy-like 
appearance  of  the  whole  dust-heap  ?  When  my 
uncommercial  travels  tend  to  this  dismal  spot, 
my  comfort  is  its  rickety  state.  Imagination 
gloats  over  the  fulness  of  time  when  the  stair- 
cases shall  have  quite  tumbled  down — they  are 
daily  wearing  into  an  ill-savoured  powder,  but 
have  not  quite  tumbled  down  yet — when  the 
last  old  prolix  bencher,  all  of  the  olden  time, 
shall  have  been  got  out  of  an  upper  window  by 
means  of  a  Fire  Ladder,  and  carried  off"  to  the 
Holborn  Union ;  when  the  last  clerk  shall  have 
engrossed  the  last  parchment  behind  the  last 
splash  on  the  last  of  the  mud-stained  windows, 
which,  all  through  the  miry  year,  are  pilloried 
out  of  recognition  in  Gray's  Inn  Lane.  Then 
shall  a  squalid  little  trench,  with  rank  grass  and 
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a  pump  in  it,  lying  between  the  coffee-house  and 
South  Square,  be  wholly  given  up  to  cats  and 
rats,  and  not,  as  now,  have  its  empire  divided 
between  those  animals  and  a  few  briefless  bipeds 
— surely  called  to  the  Bar  by  voices  of  deceiving 
spirits,  seeing  that  they  arc  wanted  there  by  no 
mortal — who  glance  down,  with  eyes  better 
glazed  than  their  casements,  from  their  dreary 
and  lack-lustre  rooms.  Then  shall  the  way  Nor'- 
Westward,  now  lying  under  a  short  grim  colon- 
nade, where  in  summer-time  pounce  flies  from 
•law-stationering  windows  into  the  eyes  of  laymen, 
be  choked  with  rubbish,  and  happily  become 
impassable.  Then  shall  the  gardens  where  turf, 
trees,  and  gravel  wear  a  legal  livery  of  black, 
run  rank,  and  pilgrims  go  to  Gorhambury  to  see 
Bacon's  eftigy  as  he  sat,  and  not  come  here 
(which  in  truth  they  seldom  do)  to  sec  where  he 
Avalked.  Then,  in  a  word,  shall  the  old-esta- 
blished vendor  of  periodicals  sit  alone  in  his 
little  crib  of  a  shop  behind  the  Holborn  Gate, 
like  that  lumbering  Marius  among  the  ruins  of 
Carthage,  who  has  sat  heavy  on  a  thousand 
million  of  similes. 

At  one  period  of  my  uncommercial  career  I 
much  frequented  another  set  of  chambers  in 
Gray's  Inn  Square.  They  were  what  is  fami- 
liarly called  "  a  top  set,"  and  all  the  eatables 
and  drinkables  introduced  into  them  acquired  a 
flavour  of  Cock-loft.  I  have  known  an  unopened 
Strasbourg  pate,  fresh  from  Fortnum  and 
Mason's,  to  draw  in  this  cock-loft  tone  througii 
its  crockery  dish,  and  become  penetrated  with 
ccck-loft  to  the  core  of  its  inmost  truffle  in  three- 
quarters  of  an  hour.  This,  however,  was  not 
the  most  curious  feature  of  those  chambers ; 
that  consisted  in  the  profound  conviction  enter- 
tained by  my  esteemed  friend  Parkle  (their 
tenant)  that  they  were  clean.  Whether  it  was  an 
inborn  hallucination,  or  whether  it  was  imparted 
to  him  by  Mrs.  Miggot  the  laundress,  I  never 
could  ascertain.  But,  I  believe  he  Avould  have 
gone  to  the  stake  upon  the  question.  Now, 
they  were  so  dirty  that  I  could  take  off  the  dis- 
tinctest  impression  of  my  figure  on  any  article 
of  furniture  by  merely  lounging  upon  it  for  a  few 
moments ;  and  it  used  to  be  a  private  amuse- 
ment of  mine  to  print  myself  off — if  I  may  use 
the  expression — all  over  the  rooms.  It  was  the 
first  large  circulation  I  had.  At  other  times  I 
have  accidentally  shaken  a  window  curtain  while 
in  animated  conversation  with  Parkle,  and  strug- 
gling insects  which  were  certainly  red,  and  were 
certainly  not  ladybirds,  have  dropped  on  the 
back  of  my  hand.  Yet  Parkle  lived  in  that  top 
set  years,  bound  body  and  soul  to  the  supersti- 
tion that  they  were  clean.     He   used    to  say, 


when  congratulated  upon  them,  "Well,  they  are 
not  like  chambers  in  one  respect,  you  know  ; 
they  are  clean."  Concurrently,  he  had  an  idea 
which  he  could  never  e.\j)lain,  that  Mrs.  Miggot 
was  in  some  way  connected  with  the  Church. 
When  he  was  in  particularly  good  spirits,  he 
used  to  believe  that  a  deceased  uncle  of  hers 
had  been  a  Dean  ;  when  he  was  poorly  and  low, 
he  believed  that  her  brother  had  been  a  Curate. 
I  and  Mrs.  Miggot  (she  was  a  genteel  woman) 
were  on  confidential  terms,  but  I  never  knew 
her  to  commit  herself  to  any  distinct  assertion 
on  the  subject;  she  merely  claimed  a  proprietor- 
ship in  the.  Church,  by  looking,  when  it  was  • 
mentioned,  as  if  the  reference  awakened  the 
slumbering  Past,  and  were  personal.  It  may 
have  been  his  amiable  confidence  in  Mrs.  Mig- 
got's  better  days  that  inspired  my  friend  with  his 
delusion  respecting  the  chambers,  but  he  never 
Avavered  in  his  fidelity  to  it  for  a  moment, 
though  he  wallowed  in  dirt  seven  years. 

Two  of  the  windows  of  these  chambers  looked 
down  into  the  garden ;  and  we  have  sat  up  there 
together  many  a  summer  evening,  saying  how 
pleasant  it  was,  and  talking  of  many  things.  To 
my  intimacy  with  that  top  set,  I  am  indebted 
for  tliree  of  my  liveliest  personal  impressions  of 
the  loneliness  of  life  in  chambers.  .  They  shall 
follow  here  in  order  ;  first,  second,  and  third. 

First.  My  Gray's  Inn  friend,  on  a  time,  hurt 
one  of  his  legs,  and  it  became  seriously  inflamed. 
Not  knowing  of  his  indisposition,  I  was  on  my 
way  to  visit  him  as  usual,  one  summer  evening, 
when  I  was  much  surj:)rised  by  meeting  a  lively 
leech  in  Field  Court,  Gray's  Inn,  seemingly  on 
his  way  to  the  West-end  of  London.  As  the 
leech  was  alone,  and  was,  of  course,  unable  to 
explain  his  position,  even  if  he  had  been  in- 
clined to  do  SO"  (which  he  had  not  the  appear- 
ance of  being),  I  passed  him  and  went  on. 
Turning  the  corner  of  Gray's  Inn  Square,  I  was 
beyond  expression  amazed  by  meeting  another 
leech — also  entirely  alone,  and  also  proceeding 
in  a  westerly  direction,  though  with  less  decision 
of  purpose.  Ruminating  on  this  extraordinary 
circumstance,  and  endeavouring  to  remember 
whether  I  had  ever  read,  in  the  Philosophical 
Transactions  or  any  work  on  Natural  History, 
of  a  migration  of  Leeches,  I  ascended  to  the  top 
set,  past  the  dreary  series  of  closed  outer  doors 
of  offices,  and  an  empty  set  or  two  which  inter- 
vened between  that  lofty  region  and  the  surface. 
Fntering  my  friend's  rooms,  I  found  him 
stretched  upon  his  back,  like  Prometheus 
Bound,  with  a  perfectly  demented  ticket  porter 
in  attendance  on  him  instead  of  the  Vulture  : 
which  helpless  individual,  who  was  feeble  and 
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frightened,  and  had  (my  friend  explained  to  me, 
in  great  choler)  been  endeavouring  for  some 
hours  to  apply  leeches  to  his  leg,  and  as  yet  had 
only  got  on  two  out  of  twenty.  To  this  Unfor- 
tunate's distraction  between  a  damp  cloth  on 
which  he   had   j^laced  the   leeches   to  freshen 


them,  and  the  wrathful  adjurations  of  my  friend 
to  "  Stick  'em  on,  sir  I "  I  referred  the  phe- 
nomenon I  had  encountered  :  the  rather  as  two 
fine  specimens  were  at  that  moment  going  out 
at  the  door,  while  a  general  insurrection  of  the 
rest  was  in  progress  on  the  table.     After  awhile 


'AM   I   RED   TO-NIGHT?"     "YOU   ARE,"   HE  UNCOMPROMISINGLY  ANSWERED. 


our  united  efforts  prevailed,  and,  when  the 
leeches  came  off  and  had  recovered  their  spirits, 
we  carefully  tied  them  up  in  a  decanter.  But  I 
never  heard  more  of  them  than  that  they  were 
all  gone  next  morning,  and  that  the  Out-of-door 
young  man  of  Bickle,"'Bush,  and  Bodger,  on  the 
ground-floor,  had  been  bitten  and  blooded  by 


some  creature  not  identified.  They  never 
"  took  "  on  Mrs.  Miggot,  the  laundress ;  but,  I 
have  always  preserved  fresh  the  belief  that  she 
unconsciously  carried  several  about  her,  until 
they  gradually  found  openings  in  hfe. 

Second.     On   the   same   staircase   with    my 
friend    Parkle,  and  on  the   same   floor,    there 
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lived  a  man  of  law  who  pursued  his  business 
elsewhere,  and  used  those  chambers  as  his  place 
of  residence.  For  three  or  four  years,  Parkle 
rather  knew  of  him  than  knew  him,  but  after 
that — for  Englishmen — short  pause  of  con- 
sideration, they  began  to  speak.  Parkle  ex- 
changed words  with  him  in  his  private  character 
only,  and  knew  nothing  of  his  business  ways,  or 
means.  He  was  a  man  a  good  deal  about 
town,  but  always  alone.  We  used  to  remark 
to  one  another  that,  although  we  often  encoun- 
tered him  in  theatres,  concert-rooms,  and  similar 
public  places,  he  was  always  alone.  Yet  he  was 
not  a  gloomy  man,  and  was  of  a  decidedly  con- 
versational turn  ;  insomuch  that  he  would  some- 
times of  an  evening  lounge  with  a  cigar  in  his 
mouth,  half  in  and  half  out  of  Parkle's  rooms, 
and  discuss  the  topics  of  the  day  by  the  hour. 
He  used  to  hint,  on  these  occasions,  that  he  had 
four  faults  to  find  with  life  ;  firstly,  that  it  obliged 
a  man  to  be  always  winding  up  his  watch ; 
secondly,  that  London  was  too  small ;  thirdly, 
that  it  therefore  wanted  variety ;  fourthly,  that 
there  was  too  much  dust  in  it.  There  was  so 
much  dust  in  his  own  faded  chambers,  certainly, 
that  they  reminded  me  of  a  sepulchre,  furnished 
in  prophetic  anticipation  of  the  present  time, 
which  had  newly  been  brought  to  light,  after 
having  remained  buried  a  few  thousand  years. 
One  dry  hot  autumn  evening  at  twilight,  this 
man,  being  then  five  years  turned  of  fifty,  looked 
in  upon  Parkle  in  his  usual  lounging  way,  with 
his  cigar  in  his  mouth  as  usual,  and  said,  "  I  am 
going  out  of  town."  Ashe  neverwent  out  of  town, 
Parkle  said,  "  Oh,  indeed  !  At  last  ?  "  "  Yes," 
says  he,  "  at  last.  For  what  is  a  man  to  do  ? 
London  is  so  small !  If  you  go  West,  you  come 
to  Hounslow.  If  you  go  East,  you  come  to 
Jiow.  If  you  go  South,  there's  Brixton  or  Nor- 
wood. If  you  go  North,  you  can't  get  rid  of 
Barnet.  Then,  the  monotony  of  all  the  streets, 
streets,  streets — and  of  all  the  roads,  roads, 
roads — and  the  dust,  dust,  dust ! "  When  he 
had  said  this,  he  wished  Parkle  a  good  evening, 
but  came  back  again  and  said,  with  his  watch  in 
his  hand,  "  Oh  !  I  really  cannot  go  on  winding 
up  this  watch  over  and  over  again  ;  I  wish  you 
would  take  care  of  it."  So,  Parkle  laughed  and 
consented,  and  the  man  went  out  of  town.  The 
man  remained  out  of  town  so  long,  that  his 
letter-box  becane  choked,  and  no  more  letters 
could  be  got  into  it,  and  they  began  to  be  left  at 
the  lodge  and  to  accumulate  there.  At  last  the 
head  porter  decided,  on  conference  with  the 
steward,  to  use  his  master-key,  and  look  into  the 
chambers,  and  give  them  the  benefit  of  a  whiff 
f  f  air.  Then,  it  was  found  that  he  had  hanged 
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himself  to  his  bedstead,  and  had  left  this  written 
memorandum  :  "  I  should  prefer  to  be  cut  down 
by  my  neighbour  and  friend  (if  he  will  allow  me 
to  call  him  so),  H.  Parkle,  Esq."  This  was  an 
end  of  Parkle's  occupancy  of  chambers.  He 
went  into  lodgings  immediately. 

Third.  While  Parkle  lived  in  Gray's  Inn, 
and  I  myself  was  uncommercially  preparing  for 
the  Bar — which  is  done,  as  everybody  knows, 
by  having  a  frayed  old  gown  put  on  in  a  pantry 
by  an  old  woman  in  a  chronic  state  of  St. 
Anthony's  fire  and  dropsy,  and,  so  decorated, 
bolting  a  bad  dinner  in  a  party  of  four,  whereof 
each  individual  mistrusts  the  other  three — I  say, 
while  these  things  were,  there  was  a  certain 
elderly  gentleman  who  lived  in  a  court  of  the 
Temple,  and  was  a  great  judge  and  lover  of  port 
wine.  Every  day  he  dined  at  his  club,  and  drank 
his  bottle  or  two  of  port  wine,  and  every  night 
came  home  to  the  Temple,  and  went  to  bed  in  his 
lonely  chambers.  This  had  gone  on  many  years 
without  variation,  when  one  night  he  had  a  fit  on 
coming  home,  and  fell,  and  cut  his  head  deep, 
but  partly  recovered,  and  groped  about  in  the 
dark  to  find  the  door.  When  he  Avas  afterwards 
discovered,  dead,  it  was  clearly  established  by 
the  marks  of  his  hands  about  the  room  that  he 
must  have  done  so.  Now,  this  chanced  on  the 
night  of  Christmas  Eve,  and  over  him  lived  a 
young  fellow  who  had  sisters  and  young  country 
friends,  and  who  gave  them  a  little  party  that 
night,  in  the  course  of  which  they  played  at 
Blind-man's  Buff.  They  played  that  game,  for 
their  greater  sport,  by  the  light  of  the  fire  only ; 
and  once,  when  they  were  all  quietly  rustling 
and  stealing  about,  and  the  blind  man  was  trying 
to  pick  out  the  prettiest  sister  {for  which  I  am 
far  from  blaming  him),  somebody  cried.  Hark  ! 
The  man  below  must  be  playing  Blind-man's 
Buff  by  himself  to-night !  They  listened,  and 
they  heard  sounds  of  someone  falling  about  and 
stumbling  against  furniture,  and  they  all  laughed 
at  the  conceit,  and  went  on  with  their  play, 
more  light-hearted  and  merry  than  ever.  Thui^, 
those  two  so  different  games  of  life  and  death 
were  played  out  together,  blindfolded,  in  the 
two  sets  of  chambers. 

Such  are  the  occurrences,  which,  coming  to 
my  knowledge,  imbued  me  long  ago  with  a 
strong  sense  of  the  loneliness  of  chambers. 
There  was  a  fantastic  illustration  to  much  the 
same  purpose,  implicitly  believed  by  a  strange 
sort  of  man  now  dead,  whom  I  knew  when  I 
had  not  quite  arrived  at  legal  years  of  discretion, 
though  1  was  already  in  the  uncommercial  line. 

This  was  a  man  who,  though  not  more  than 
thirty,  had  seen  the  world  in  divers  irreconcil- 
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able  capacities — had  been  an  officer  in  a  South 

American  regiment  among  other  odd  things — 
but  had  not  achieved  much  in  any  way  of  life, 
and  was  in  debt,  and  in  hiding.  He  occupied 
chambers  of  the  dreariest  nature  in  Lyons  Inn ; 
his  name,  however,  was  not  up  on  the  door,  or 
door-post,  but  in  heu  of  it  stood  the  name  of  a 
friend  who  had  died  in  the  chambers,  and  had 
given  him  the  furniture.  The  story  arose  out  of 
the  furniture,  and  was  to  this  effect : — Let  the 
former  holder  of  the  chambers,  whose  name  was 
still  upon  the  door  and  door-post,  be  Mr.  Tes- 
tator. 

l\Ir.  Testator  took  a  set  of  chambers  in  Lyons 
Inn  when  he  had  but  very  scanty  furniture  for 
his  bedroom,  and  none  for  his  sitting-room.  He 
had  lived  some  wintry  months  in  this  condition, 
and  had  found  it  very  bare  and  cold.  One 
night,  past  midnight,  when  he  sat  writing,  and 
still  had  writing  to  do  that  must  be  done  before 
he  went  to  bed,  he  found  himself  out  of  coals. 
He  had  coals  down-stairs,  but  had  never  been  to 
his  cellar ;  however,  the  cellar  key  was  on  his 
mantel-shelf,  and,  if  he  went  down  and  opened 
the  cellar  it  fitted,  he  might  fairly  assume  the 
coals  in  that  cellar  to  be  his.  As  to  his  laun- 
dress, she  lived  among  the  coal-waggons  and 
Thames  watermen — for  there  were  Thames 
Vi'^atermen  at  that  time — -in  some  unknown  rat- 
hole  by  the  river,  down  lanes  and  alleys  on  the 
other  side  of  the  Strand.  As  to  any  other 
person  to  meet  him  or  obstruct  him,  Lyons  Inn 
was  dreaming,  drunk,  maudlin,  moody,  betting, 
brooding  over  bill  discounting  or  renewing — 
asleep  or  awake,  minding  its  own  affairs.  Mr. 
Testator  took  his  coal-scuttle  in  one  hand,  his 
candle  and  key  in  the  other,  and  descended  to 
the  dismallest  underground  dens  of  Lyons  Inn, 
where  the  late  vehicles  in  the  streets  became 
thunderous,  and  all  the  water-pipes  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood seemed  to  have  Macbeth's  Amen 
sticking  in  their  throats,  and  to  be  trying  to  get 
it  out.  After  groping  here  and  there  among  low 
doors  to  no  purpose,  Mr.  Testator  at  length 
came  to  a  door  with  a  rusty  padlock  which  his 
key  fitted.  Getting  the  door  open  with  much 
trouble,  and  looking  in,  he  found,  no  coals,  but 
a  confused  pile  of  furniture.  Alarmed  by  this 
intrusion  on  another  man's  property,  he  locked 
the  door  again,  found  his  own  cellar,  filled  his 
scuttle,  and  returned  up-stairs. 

But  the  furniture  he  had  seen  ran  on  casters 
across  and  across  Mr.  Testator's  mind  inces- 
santly, when,  in  the  chill  hour  of  five  in  the 
morning,  he  got  to  bed.  He  particularly  wanted 
a  table  to  write  at,  and  a  table  expressly  made 
to  be  written  at  had  been  the  piece  of  furniture 


in  the  foreground  of  the  heap.  When  his  laun- 
dress emerged  from  her  burrow  in  the  morning 
to  make  his  kettle  boil,  he  artfully  led  up  to  the 
subject  of  cellars  and  furniture;  but  the  two 
ideas  had  evidently  no  connection  in  her  mind. 
^Vhen  she  left  him,  and  he  sat  at  his  breakfast, 
thinking  about  the  furniture,  he  recalled  the 
rusty  state  of  the  padlock,  and  inferred  that  the 
furniture  must  have  been  stored  in  the  cellars 
for  a  long  time — was  perhaps  forgotten — owner 
dead,  perhaps  ?  After  thinking  it  over  a  few 
days,  in  the  course  of  which  he  could  pump 
nothing  out  of  Lyons  Inn  about  the  furniture, 
he  became  desperate,  and  resolved  to  borrow 
that  table.  He  did  so  that  night.  He  had  not 
had  the  table  long,  when  he  determined  to 
borrow  an  easy-chair ;  he  had  not  had  that  long, 
when  he  made  up  his  mind  to  borrow  a  book- 
case; then,  a  couch;  then,  a  carpet  and  rug. 
By  that  time,  he  felt  he  was  "in  furniture  stepped 
in  so  far,"  as  that  it  could  be  no  worse  to  borrow 
it  all.  Consequently,  he  borrowed  it  all,  and 
locked  up  the  cellar  for  good.  He  had  ahvays 
locked  it  after  every  visit.  He  had  carried  up 
every  separate  article  in  the  dead  of  the  night, 
and,  at  the  best,  had  felt  as  wicked  as  a  Resur- 
rection Man.  Every  article  was  blue  and  furry 
when  brought  into  his  rooms,  and  he  had  had, 
in  a  murderous  and  guilty  sort  of  way,  to  polish 
it  up  while  London  slept. 

Mr.  Testator  lived  in  his  furnished  chambers 
two  or  three  years,  or  more,  and  gradually  lulled 
himself  into  the  opinion  that  the  furniture  was 
his  own.  This  was  his  convenient  state  of  mind 
when,  late  one  night,  a  step  came  up  the  stairs, 
and  a  hand  passed  over  his  door,  feeling  for 
his  knocker,  and  then  one  deep  and  solemn 
rap  was  rapped,  that  might  have  been  a  spring 
in  Mr.  Testator's  easy-chair  to  shoot  him  out 
of  it;  so  promptly  was  it  attended  with  that 
effect. 

With  a  candle  in  his  hand,  INIr.  Testator  went 
to  the  door,  and  found  there  a  very  pale  and 
very  tall  man  ;  a  man  who  stooped ;  a  man  with 
very  high  shoulders,  a  very  narrow  chest,  and  a 
very  red  nose ;  a  shabby-genteel  man.  He  was 
wrapped  in  a  long  threadbare  black  coat,  fastened 
up  the  front  with  more  pins  than  buttons,  and 
under  his  arm  he  squeezed  an  umbrella  without 
a  handle,  as  if  he  were  playing  bagpipes.  He 
said,    "I   ask  your   pardon,  but  can  you  tell 

me "  and  stopped  ;  his  eyes  resting  on  some 

object  within  the  chambers. 

"  Can  I  tell  you  what?"  asked  Mr.  Testator, 
noting  his  stoppage  with  quick  alarm. 

"  I  ask  your  pardon,"  said  the  stranger,  '•  but 
— this  is  not  the  inquiry  I  was  going  to  make— 
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do  I  see  in  there  any  small  article  of  property 
belonging  to  mcV^ 

I\Ir.  Testator  was  beginning  to  stammer  that 
he  was  not  aware — when  the  visitor  slipped  past 
him  into  the  chambers.  There,  in  a  goblin  way 
which  froze  Mr.  Testator  to  the  marrow,  he  ex- 
amined, first,  the  writing-table,  and  said,  "  Mine ; " 
then,  the  easy-chair,  and  said,  "Mine;"  then, 
the  bookcase,  and  said,  "  Mine  ;  "  then,  turned 
up  a  corner  of  the  carpet,  and  said,  "  ]Mine  !  "  in 
a  word,  inspected  every  item  of  furniture  from 
the  cellar  in  succession,  and  said,  "  Mine  ! " 
Towards  the  end  of  this  investigation,  Mr. 
Testator  perceived  that  he  was  sodden  with 
liquor,  and  that  the  liquor  was  gin.  He  was  not 
unsteady  with  gin,  cither  in  his  speech  or  car- 
riage ;  but  he  was  stiff  with  gin  in  both  par- 
ticulars. 

Mr.  Testator  was  in  a  dreadful  state,  for  (ac- 
cording to  his  making  out  of  the  story)  the 
possible  consequences  of  v/hat  he  had  done  in 
recklessness  and  hardihood  flashed  upon  him  in 
their  fulness  for  the  first  time.  When  they  had 
stood  gazing  at  one  another  for  a  little  while,  he 
tremulously  began  : 

"  Sir,  I  am  conscious  that  the  fullest  explana- 
tion, compensation,  and  restitution  are  your  due. 
They  shall  be  yours.  Allow  me  to  entreat  that, 
without  temper,  without  even  natural  irritation 

on  your  part,  we  may  have  a  little " 

"  Drop  of  something  to  drink,"  interposed  the 
stranger.     "  I  am  agreeable." 

Mr.  Testator  had  intended  to  say,  "a  little 
quiet  conversation,"  but  with  great  relief  of  mind 
adopted  the  amendment.  He  produced  a  de- 
canter of  gin,  and  was  bustling  about  for  hot 
water  and  sugar,  when  he  found  that  his  visitor 
had  already  drunk  half  the  decanter's  contents. 
With  hot  Avater  and  sugar  the  visitor  drank  the 
remainder  before  he  had  been  an  hour  in  the 
chambers  by  the  chimes  of  the  church  of  St. 
Mary  in  the  Strand ;  and  during  the  process  he 
frequently  whispered  to  himself,  '''  ^line  !  " 

The  gin  gone,  and  Mr.  Testator  wondering 
what  was  to  follow  it,  the  visitor  rose  and  said, 
with  increased  stiffness,  "At  what  hour  of  the 
morning,  sir,  Avill  it  be  convenient?"  Mr, 
Testator  hazarded,  "At  ten?"  "  Sir,"  said  the 
visitor,  "  at  ten,  to  the  moment,  I  shall  be  here." 
He  then  contemplated  Mr.  Testator  somewhat 
at  leisure,  and  said,  "  God  bless  you  !  How  is 
your  wife  ? "  Mr.  Testator  (who  never  had  a 
wife)  replied,  with  much  feeling,  "  Deeply 
anxious,  poor  soul,  but  otherwise  well."  The 
visitor  thereupon  turned  and  went  away,  and 
fell  twice  in  going  down-stairs.  From  that  hour 
ne  was  never  heard  of.    Whether  he  was  a  ghost. 


or  a  spectral  illusion  of  conscience,  or  a  drunken 
man  who  had  no  business  there,  or  the  drunken 
rightful  owner  of  the  furniture,  with  a  transitory 
gleam  of  memory ;  whether  he  got  safe  home,  or 
had  no  home  to  get  to ;  whether  he  died  of 
liquor  on  the  way,  or  lived  in  liquor  ever  after- 
wards; he  never  was  heard  of  more.  This  was 
the  story,  received  with  the  furniture,  and  held 
to  be  as  substantial,  by  its  second  possessor  in 
an  upper  set  of  chambers  in  grim  Lyons  Inn. 

It  is  to  be  remarked  of  chambers  in  general, 
that  they  must  have  been  built  for  chambers,  to 
have  the  right  kind  of  loneliness.  You  may 
make  a  great  dwelling-house  very  lonely  by  iso- 
lating suites  of  rooms,  and  calling  them  cham- 
bers, but  you  cannot  make  the  true  kind  of 
loneliness.  In  dwelling-houses  there  have  been 
family  festivals ;  children  have  grown  in  them, 
girls  have  bloomed  into  women  in  them, 
courtships  and  marriages  have  taken  place  in 
them.  True  chambers  never  were  young,  child- 
ish, maidenly  ;  never  had  dolls  in  them,  or  rock- 
ing-horses, or  christenings,  or  betrothals,  or  litUe 
cofhns.  Let  Gray's  Inn  identify  the  child  who 
first  touched  hands  and  hearts  with  Robinson 
Crusoe  in  any  one  of  its  many  "  sets,"  and  that 
child's  little  statue,  in  white  marble  with  a 
golden  inscription,  shall  be  at  its  service,  at  my 
cost  and  charge,  as  a  drinking  fountain  for  the 
spirit  to  freshen  its  thirsty  square.  Let  Lincoln's 
produce,  from  all  its  houses,  a  twentieth  of  the 
procession  derivable  from  any  dwelling-house 
one-twentieth  of  its  age,  of  fair  young  brides 
who  married  for  love  and  hope,  not  settlements, 
and  all  the  Vice-Chancellors  shall  thencefor- 
ward be  kept  in  nosegays  for  nothing,  on  appli- 
cation to  the  writer  hereof.  It  is  not  denied 
that  on  the  terrace  of  the  Adclphi,  or  in  any  of 
the  streets  of  that  subterranean-stable-haunted 
spot,  or  about  Bedford  Row,  or  James  Street 
of  that  ilk  (a  gruesome  place),  or  anywhere 
among  the  neighbourhoods  that  have  done 
flowering  and  have  run  to  seed,  you  may  find 
chambers  replete  with  the  accommodations  of 
Solitude,  Closeness,  and  Darkness,  where  you 
may  be  as  low-spirited  as  in  the  genuine  article, 
and  might  be  as  easily  murdered,  with  the  placid 
reputation  of  having  merely  gone  down  to  the 
seaside.  But,  the  majiy  waters  of  life  did  run 
musical  in  those  dry  channels  once  ; — among  the 
Inns,  never.  The  only  popular  legend  known  in 
relation  to  any  one  of  the  dull  family  of  Inns  is 
a  dark  Old  Bailey  whisper  concerning  Clement's, 
and  importing  how  the  black  creature  who  holds 
the  sun-dial  there  was  a  negro  who  slew  his 
master,  and  built  the  dismal  pile  out  of  the  con- 
tents of  his  strong-box — for  which  architectural 
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offence  alone  he  ought  to  have  been  condemned 
to  live  in  it.  But,  what  populace  would  waste 
fancy  upon  such  a  place,  or  on  New  Inn,  Staple 
Inn,  Barnard's  Inn,  or  any  of  the  shabby  crew  ? 
The  genuine  laundress,  too,  is  an  institution 
not  to  be  had  in  its  entirety  out  of  and  away 
from  the  genuine  chambers.  Again,  it  is  not 
denied  that  you  may  be  robbed  elsewhere. 
Elsewhere  you  may  have — for  money — dis- 
honesty, drunkenness,  dirt,  laziness,  and  pro- 
found  incapacity.     But  the  veritable   shining- 


red-faced  shameless  laundress ;  the  true  Mrs. 
Sweeney — in  figure,  colour,  texture,  and  smell 
like  the  old  damp  family  umbrella  ;  the  tiptop 
complicated  abomination  of  stockings,  spirits, 
bonnet,  limpness,  looseness,  and  larceny ;  is 
only  to' be  drawn  at  the  fountain-head.  Mrs. 
Sweeney  is  beyond  the  reach  of  individual  art. 
It  requires  the  united  efforts  of  several  men  to 
insure  that  great  result,  and  it  is  only  developed 
in  perfection  under  an  Honourable  Society  and 
in  an  Inn  of  Court. 


DROP   OF   SOMETHING   TO   DRINK,"   INTERPOSED   THE   STRANGER.      "I   All  AGREEABLE." 


XV. 

NURSES'   STORIES. 

"T^HERE  are  not  many  places  that  I  find  it 
more  agreeable  to  revisit,  when  I  am  in 
an  idle  mood,  than  some  places  to  which  I  have 
never  been.  For,  my  acquaintance  with  those 
spots  is  of  such  long  standing,  and  has  ripened 
into  an  intimacy  of  so  affectionate   a   nature. 


that    I    take   a  particular   interest  in  assuring 
myself  that  they  are  unchanged. 

I  never  was  in  Robinson  Crusoe's  Island, 
yet  I  frequently  return  there.  The  colony  he 
established  on  it  soon  faded  away,  and  it  is  un- 
inhabited by  any  descendants  of  the  grave  and 
courteous  Spaniards,  or  of  Will  Atkins  and  the 
other  mutineers,  and  has  relapsed  into  its  ori- 
ginal condition.  Not  a  twig  of  its  wicker  houses 
remains,  its  uoats  have  long  run  wild  again,  its 
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screaming  parrots  would  darken  the  sun  wiih  a 
cloud  of  many  flaming  colours  if  a  gun  were  fired 
there,  no  face  is  ever  reflected  in  the  waters  of 
the  little  creek  which  Friday  swam  across  when 
pursued  by  his  two  brother  cannibals  with  sharp- 
ened stomachs  After  comparing  notes  with 
other  travellers  who  have  similarly  revisited  the 
Island,  and  conscientiously  inspected  it,  I  have 
satisfied  myself  that  it  contains  no  vestige  of 
Mr.  Atkins's  domesticity  or  theology,  though  his 
track  on  the  memorable  evening  of  his  landing 
to  set  his  captain  ashore,  when  he  was  decoyed 
about  and  round  about  until  it  was  dark,  and  his 
boat  was  stove,  and  his  strength  and  spirits 
failed  him,  is  yet  plainly  to  be  traced.  So  is  the 
hill-top  on  which  Robinson  was  struck  dumb 
with  joy  when  the  reinstated  captain  pointed  to 
the  ship,  riding  within  half  a  mile  of  the  shore, 
that  was  to  bear  him  away,  iu  the  nine-and- 
twentieth  year  of  his  seclusion  in  that  lonely 
place.  So  is  the  sandy  beach  on  which  the 
memorable  footstep  was  impressed,  and  where 
the  savages  hauled  up  their  canoes  when  they 
came  ashore  for  those  dreadful  public  dinners, 
which  led  to  a  dancing  worse  than  speech- 
making.  So  is  the  cave  where  the  flaring  eyes 
of  the  old  goat  made  such  a  goblin  appearance 
in  the  dark.  So  is  the  site  of  the  hut  where 
Robinson  lived  with  the  dog  and  the  parrot  and 
the  cat,  and  where  he  endured  those  first  ago- 
nies of  solitude,  which — strange  to  say — never 
involved  any  ghostly  fancies  ;  a  circumstance  so 
very  remarkable,  that  perhaps  he  left  out  some- 
thing iu  writing  his  record  ?  Round  hundreds 
of  such  objects,  hidden  in  the  dense  tropical 
foliage,  the  tropical  sea  breaks  evermore ;  and 
over  them  the  tropical  sky,  saving  in  the  short 
rainy  season,  shines  bright  and  cloudless. 

Neither  was  I  ever  belated  among  wolves,  on 
the  borders  of  France  and  Spain  ;  nor  ditl  I  ever, 
when  night  was  closing  in  and  the  ground  was 
covered  with  snow,  draw  up  my  little  company 
among  some  felled  trees  which  served  as  a 
breastwork,  and  there  fire  a  train  of  gunpowder 
so  dexterously  that  suddenly  we  had  three  or 
four  score  blazing  wolves  illuminating  the  dark- 
ness around  us. «  Nevertheless,  I  occasionally  go 
back  to  that  dismal  region,  and  perform  the  feat 
again ;  when,  indeed,  to  smell  the  singeing  and 
the  frying  of  the  wolves  afire,  and  to  see  them 
setting  one  another  alight  as  they  rush  and 
tumble,  and  to  behold  them  rolling  in  the  snow 
vainly  attempting  to  put  themselves  out,  and  to 
hear  their  bowlings  taken  up  by  all  the  echoes 
as  well  as  by  all  the  unseen  wolves  within  the 
woods,  makes  me  tremble. 

I  was  never  in   the  robbers'  cave  where  Gil 


Bias  lived,  but  I  often  go  back  there,  and  find 
the  trap-door  just  as  heavy  to  raise  as  it  used  to 
be,  while  that  wicked  old  disabled  Black  lies 
everlastingly  cursing  in  bed.  I  was  never  in 
Don  Quixote's  study,  where  he  read  his  books  of 
chivalry  until  he  rose  and  hacked  at  imaginary 
giants,  and  then  refreshed  himself  with  great 
draughts  of  water,  yet  you  couldn't  move  a  book 
in  it  without  my  knowledge,  or  with  my  consent. 
I  was  never  (thank  Heaven  I)  in  company  with 
the  little  old  woman  who  hobbled  out  of  the 
chest,  and  told  the  merchant  Abudah  to  go  in 
search  of  the  Talisman  of  Oromanes,  yet  I  make 
it  my  business  to  know  that  she  is  well  preserved, 
and  as  intolerable  as  ever.  1  was  never  at  the 
school  where  the  boy  Horatio  Nelson  got  out  of 
bed  to  steal  the  pears ;  not  because  he  wanted 
any,  but  because  every  other  boy  was  afraid  : 
yet  I  have  several  times  been  back  to  this 
Academy,  to  see  him  let  down  out  of  window 
with  a  sheet.  So  with  Damascus,  and  Bagdad, 
and  Brobdingnag  (which  has  the  curious  fate  of 
being  usually  misspelt  when  written),  and  Lilli- 
put,  and  Laputa,  and  the  Nile,  and  Abyssinia, 
and  the  Ganges,  and  the  North  Pole,  and  many 
hundreds  of  places — I  was  never  at  them,  yet  it 
is  an  affair  of  my  life  to  keep  them  intact,  and  I 
am  always  going  back  to  tliem. 

But,  when  I  was  in  Dullborough  one  day, 
revisiting  the  associations  of  my  childhood,  as 
recorded  in  previous  pages  of  these  notes,  my 
experience  in  this  wise  was  made  quite  incon- 
siderable and  of  no  account,  by  the  quantity  of 
places  and  people — utterly  impossible  places  and 
people,  but  none  the  less  alamiingly  real — that 
I  found  I  had  been  introduced  to  by  my  nurse 
before  I  was  six  years  old,  and  used  to  be  forced 
to  go  back  to  at  night  without  at  all  wanting  to 
go.  If  we  all  knew  our  own  minds  (in  a  more 
enlarged  sense  than  the  popular  acceptation  cff 
that  phrase),  I  suspect  we  should  find  our  nurses 
responsible  for  most  of  the  dark  corners  we  are 
forced  to  go  back  to  against  our  wills. 

The  first  diabolical  character  who  intruded 
himself  on  my  peaceful  youth  (as  I  called  to 
mind  that  day  at  Dullborough)  was  a  certain 
Captain  Murderer.  Tliis  wretch  must  have  been 
an  oftshoot  of  the  Blue  Beard  family,  but  I  had 
no  suspicion  of  the  consanguinity  in  those  times. 
His  warning  name  would  seem  to  have  awakened 
no  general  prejudice  against  him,  for  he  was  ad- 
mitted into  the  best  society,  and  possessed 
immense  wealth.  Captain  ^lurderer's  mission 
was  matrimony,  and  the  gratification  of  a  canni- 
bal appetite  with  tender  brides.  On  his  marriage 
morning,  he  always  caused  both  sides  of  the  way 
to  church  to  be  planted  with  curious  flowers ; 
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and  when  his  bride  said,  "  Dear  Captain  Mur- 
derer, I  never  saw  flowers  like  these  before : 
what  are  they  called  ?  "  he  answered,  "  They  are 
called  Garnish  for  house-lamb,"  and  laughed  at 
his  ferocious  practical  joke  in  a  horrid  manner, 
disquieting  the  minds  of  the  noble  bridal  com- 
pany, with  a  very  sharp  show  of  teeth,  then 
displayed  for  the  first  time.  He  made  love  in  a 
coach  and  six,  and  married  in  a  coach  and 
twelve,  and  all  his  horses  were  milk-white  horses 
with  one  red  spot  on  the  back,  which  he  caused 
to  be  hidden  by  the  harness.  For,  the  spot 
would  come  there,  though  every  horse  was  milk- 
white  when  Captain  Murderer  bought  him.  And 
the  spot  was  young  bride's  blood.  (To  this 
terrific  point  I  am  indebted  for  my  first  personal 
experience  of  a  shudder  and  cold  beads  on  the 
forehead.)  When  Captain  :Murderer  had  made 
an  end  of  feasting  and  revelry,  and  had  dismissed 
the  noble  guests,  and  was  alone  with  his  wife  on 
the  day  month  after  their  marriage,  it  was  his 
whimsical  custom  to  produce  a  golden  rolling- 
pin  and  a  silver  pie-board.  Now,  there  was 
this  special  feature  in  the  Captain's  courtships, 
that  he  always  asked  if  the  young  lady  could 
make  pie-crust ;  and,  if  she  couldn't  by  nature  or 
education,  she  was  taught.  Well !  When  the 
bride  saw  Captain  IMurderer  produce  the  golden 
rolling-pin  and  silver  pie-board,  she  remembered 
this,  and  turned  up  her  laced-silk  sleeves  to  make 
a  pie.  The  Captain  brought  out  a  silver  pie- 
dish  of  immense  capacity,  and  the  Captain 
brought  out  flour  and  butter  and  eggs  and  all 
things  needful,  except  the  inside  of  the  pie  ;  of 
materials  for  the  staple  of  the  pie  itself,  the 
Captain  brought  out  none.  Then  said  the 
lovely  bride,  "  Dear  Captain  IMurderer,  what 
pie  is  this  to  be  ?  "  He  replied,  "  A  meat-pie." 
Then  said  the  lovely  bride,  "Dear  Captain  jNIur- 
derer,  I  see  no  meat."  The  Captain  humo- 
rously retorted,  "  Look  in  the  glass."  She 
looked  in  the  glass,  but  still  she  saw  no  meat, 
and  then  the  Captain  roared  with  laughter,  and, 
suddenly  frowning  and  drawing  his  sword,  bade 
her  roll  out  the  crust.  So  she  rolled  out  the 
crust,  dropping  large  tears  upon  it  all  the  time 
because  he  was  so  cross,  and  when  she  had  lined 
the  dish  with  crust,  and  had  cut  the  crust  all 
ready  to  fit  the  top,  the  Captain  called  out,  "  / 
see  the  meat  in  the  glass ! "  And  the  bride 
looked  up  at  the  glass,  just  in  time  to  see  the 
Captain  cutting  her  head  off;  and  he  chopped 
her  in  pieces,  and  peppered  her,  and  salted  her, 
and  put  her  in  the  pie,  and  sent  it  to  the  baker's, 
and  ate  it  all,  and  picked  the  bones. 

Captain  Murderer  went  on  in  this  way,  pros- 
pering exceedingly,  until  he  came  to  choose  a 


bride  from  two  twin  sisters,  and  at  first  didn't 
know  which  to  choose.  For,  though  one  was 
fair,  and  the  other  dark,  they  were  both  equally 
beautiful.  But  the  fair  twin  loved  him,  and  the 
dark  twin  hated  him,  so  he  chose  the  fair  one. 
The  dark  twin  would  have  prevented  the  mar- 
riage if  she  could,  but  she  couldn't ;  however,  on 
the  night  before  it,  much  suspecting  Captain 
Murderer,  she  stole  out  and  climbed  his  garden 
wall,  and  looked  in  at  his  window  through  a 
chink  in  the  shutter,  and  saw  him  having  his 
teeth  filed  sharp.  Next  day  she  listened  all 
day,  and  heard  him  make  his  joke  about  the 
house-lamb.  And  that  day  month  he  had  the 
paste  rolled  out,  and  cut  the  fair  twin's  head  off, 
and  chopped  her  in  pieces,  and  peppered  her, 
and  salted  her,  and  put  her  in  the  pie,  and  sent 
it  to  the  baker's,  and  ate  it  all,  and  picked  the 
bones. 

Now,  the  dark  twin  had  had  her  suspicions 
much  increased  by  the  filing  of  the  Captain's 
teeth,  and  again  by  the  house-lamb  joke.  Put- 
ting all  things  together  when  he  gave  out  that 
her  sister  was  dead,  she  divined  the  truth,  and 
determined  to  be  revenged.  So,  she  went  up  to 
Captain  Murderer's  house,  and  knocked  at  the 
knocker,  and  pulled  at  the  bell,  and,  when  the 
Captain  came  to  the  door,  said  :  "  Dear  Captain 
jNIurderer,  marry  me  next,  for  I  ahvays  loved 
you,  and  was  jealous  of  my  sister."  The  Cap- 
tain took  it  as  a  compliment,  and  made  a  polite 
answer,  and  the  marriage  was  quickly  arranged. 
On  the  night  before  it,  the  bride  again  climbed 
to  his  window,  and  again  saw  him  having  his 
teeth  filed  sharp.  At  this  sight  she  laughed 
such  a  terrible  laugh  at  the  chink  in  the  shutter, 
that  the  Captain's  blood  curdled,  and  he  said  : 
"  I  hope  nothing  has  disagreed  with  me !  "  At 
that,  she  laughed  again,  a  still  more  terrible 
laugh,  and  the  shutter  was  opened  and  search 
made,  but  she  was  nimbly  gone,  and  there  was 
no  one.  Next  day  they  went  to  church  in  a 
coach  and  twelve,  and  were  married.  And  that 
day  month  she  rolled  the  pie-crust  out,  and 
Captain  Murderer  cut  her  head  off,  and  chopped 
her  in  pieces,  and  peppered  her,  and  salted  her, 
and  put  her  in  the  pie,  and  sent  it  to  the  baker's, 
and  ate  it  all,  and  picked  the  bones. 

But,  before  she  began  to  roll  out  the  paste, 
she  had  taken  a  deadly  poison  of  a  most  awfid 
character,  distilled  from  toads'  eyes  and  spiders' 
knees  ;  and  Captain  Murderer  had  hardly  picked 
her  last  bone,  when  he  began  to  swell,  and  to 
turn  blue,  and  to  be  all  over  spots,  and  to  scream. 
And  he  went  on  swelling  and  turning  bluer,  and 
being  more  all  over  spots  and  screaming,  until 
he  reached  from  floor  to  ceiling,  and  from  wall 


AN  INTERVIEW  WITH  THE  DEVIL. 


75 


to  wall ;  and  then,  at  one  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing, he  blew  up  with  a  loud  explosion.  At  the 
sound  of  it,  all  the  milk-white  horses  in  the 
stables  broke  their  halters  and  went  mad,  and 
then  they  galloped  over  everybody  in  Captain 
Murderer's  house  (beginning  with  the  family 
blacksmith  who  had  filed  his  teeth)  until  the 
whole  were  dead,  and  then  they  galloped  away. 

Hundreds  of  times  did  I  hear  this  legend  of 
Captain  IMurdcrer  in  my  early  youth,  and  added 
hundreds  of  times  was  there  a  mental  compul- 
sion upon  me,  in  bed,  to  peep  in  at  his  window 
as  the  dark  twin  peeped,  and  to  revisit  his 
horrible  house,  and  look  at  him  in  his  blue  and 
spotty  and  screaming  stage,  as  he  reached  from 
floor  to  ceiling,  and  from  wall  to  wall.  The 
young  woman  who  brought  me  acquainted  with 
Captain  Murderer  had  a  fiendish  enjoyment  of 
my  terrors,  and  used  to  begin,  I  remember — as 
a  sort  of  introductory  overture — by  clawing  the 
air  with  both  hands,  and  uttering  a  long  low 
hollow  groan.  So  acutely  did  I  suffer  from  this 
ceremony  in  combination  with  this  infernal  Cap- 
tain, that  I  sometimes  used  to  plead,  I  thought 
I  was  hardly  strong  enough  and  old  enough  to 
hear  the  story  again  just  yet.  But,  she  never 
spared  me  one  word  of  it,  and,  indeed,  com- 
mended the  awful  chalice  to  my  lips  as.  the  only 
preservative  known  to  science  against  "  The 
Black  Cat" — a  weird  and  glaring-eyed  super- 
natural Tom,  who  was  reputed  to  prowl  about 
the  world  by  night,  sucking  the  breath  of  infancy, 
and  who  was  endowed  with  a  sj^ecial  thirst  (as  I 
was  given  to  understand)  for  mine. 

This  female  bard — may  she  have  been  repaid 
my  debt  of  obligation  to  her  in  the  matter  of 
nightmares  and  perspirations  ! — reappears  in  my 
memory  as  the  daughter  of  a  shipwright.  Her 
name  was  Mercy,  though  she  had  none  on  me. 
There  was  something  of  a  ship-building  flavour 
in  the  following  story.  As  it  always  recurs  to 
me  in  a  vague  association  with  calomel  pills,  I 
believe  it  to  have  been  reserved  for  dull  nights 
when  I  was  low  with  medicine. 

There  was  once  a  shipwright,  and  he  wrought 
in  a  Government  Yard,  and  his  name  was  ChijJS. 
And  his  father's  name  before  him  was  Chips,  and 
his  father's  name  before  h'un  was  Chips,  and  they 
were  all  Chipses.  And  Chips  the  father  had 
sold  himself  to  the  Devil  for  an  iron  pot  and 
a  bushel  of  tenpenny  nails  and  half  a  ton  of 
copper  and  a  rat  that  could  speak ;  and  Chips 
the  grandfather  had  sold  himself  to  the  Devil  for 
an  iron  pot  and  a  bushel  of  tenpenny  nails  and 
half  a  ton  of  copper  and  a  rat  that  could  speak ; 
and  Chips  the  great-grandfather  had  disposed  of 
himself  in  the  same  direction  on  the  same  terms; 


and  the  bargain  had  run  in  the  family  for  a  long 
long  time.  So,  one  day,  when  j'oung  Chips  was 
at  work  in  the  Dock  Slip  all  alone,  down  in  the 
dark  hold  of  an  old  Seventy-four  that  was  haled 
up  for  repairs,  the  Devil  presented  himself,  and 
remarked  : 

"  A  Lemon  has  pips, 
And  a  Yard  has  ships. 
And  /'U  have  Chips  ! " 

(I  don't  know  why,  but  this  fact  of  the  Devil's 
expressing  himself  in  rhyme  was  peculiarly  try- 
ing to  me.)  Chips  looked  up  when  he  heard 
the  words,  and  there  he  saw  the  De\-il  with 
saucer  eyes  that  squinted  on  a  terrible  great 
scale,  and  that  struck  out  sparks  of  blue  fire  con- 
tinually. And,  whenever  he  winked  his  eyes, 
showers  of  blue  sparks  came  out,  and  his  eye- 
lashes made  a  clattering  like  flints  and  steels 
striking  lights.  And  hanging  over  one  of  his 
arms  by  the  handle  was  an  iron  pot,  and  under 
that  arm  was  a  bushel  of  tenpenny  nails,  and 
under  his  other  arm  was  half  a  ton  of  copper, 
and  sitting  on  one  of  his  shoulders  was  a  rat 
that  could  speak.     So,  the  Devil  said  again  : 

"  A  Lemon  has  pips. 
And  a  Yard  has  ships, 
And  /'ll  have  Chips  !  " 

(The  invariable  effect  of  this  alarming  tautology 
on  the  part  of  the  Evil  Spirit  was  to  deprive  me 
^of  my  senses  for  some  moments.)  So,  Chips 
answered  never  a  word,  but  went  on  with  his 
work.  "  What  arc  you  doing,  Chips  ?"  said  tlic 
rat  that  could  speak.  "  I  am  putting  in  new 
planks  where  you  and  your  gang  have  eaten  old 
awa}',"  said  Chips.  "  But  we'll  eat  them  too," 
said  the  rat  that  could  speak ;  "  and  we'll  let  in 
the  water  and  drown  the  crew,  and  we'll  eat 
them  too."  Chips,  being  only  a  shipwright,  and 
not  a  Man-of-war's  man,  said,  "  You  are  wel- 
come to  it."  But  he  couldn't  keep  his  eyes  off 
the  half  a  ton  of  copper,  or  the  bushel  of  ten- 
penny  nails ;  for  nails  and  copper  are  a  ship- 
wriglit's  sweethearts,  and  shipwrights  will  run 
away  with  them  whenever  they  can.  So,  the 
Devil  said,  "I  see  what  you  are  looking  at, 
Chips.  You  had  better  strike  the  bargain.  You 
know  the  terms.  Your  father  before  you  was 
well  accjuainted  with  them,  and  so  were  your 
grandfather  and  great-grandfather  before  him." 
Says  Chips,  "  I  like  the  copper,  and  I  like  the 
nails,  and  I  don't  mind  the  pot,  but  I  don't  like 
the  rat."  Says  the  Devil  fiercely,  "You  can't 
have  the  metal  without  him — and  //^'s  a  curio- 
sity.    I'm  going."     Chips,  afraid  of  losing  the 
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half  a  ton  of  copper  and  the  bushel  of  nails,  then 
said,  "  Give  us  hold  !  '  So,  he  got  the  copper 
and  the  nails  and  the  pot  and  the  rat  that  could 
:5j)eak:,  and  the  Devil  vanished.  Chips  sold  the 
copper,  and  he  sold  the  nails,  and  he  would 
have  sold  the  pot ;  but,  whenever  he  offered  it 
for  sale,  the  rat  was  in  it,  and  the  dealers  dropped 
it,  and  would  have  nothing  to  say  to  the  bargain. 
So,  Chips  resolved  to  kill  the  rat,  and  being  at 
work  in  the  Yard  one  day  with  a  great  kettle  of 
hot  pitch  on  one  side  of  him,  and  the  iron  pot 


with  the  rat  in  it  on  the  otlier,  he  turned  the 
scaldmg  pitch  into  the  pot,  and  filled  it  full. 
Then,  he  kept  his  eye  upon  it  till  it  cooled  and 
hardened,  and  then  he  let  it  stand  for  twenty 
days,  and  then  he  heated  the  pitch  again,  and 
turned  it  back  into  the  kettle,  and  then  he  sank 
the  pot  in  water  for  twenty  days  more,  and  then 
he  got  the  smelters  to  put  it  in  the  furnace  for 
twenty  days  more,  and  then  they  gave  it  him 
out,  red-hot,  and  looking  like  red-hot  glass  in- 
stead of  iron— yet  there  was  the  rat  in  it,  just 
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the  same  as  ever !  And  the  moment  it  caught 
his  eye,  it  said  with  a  jeer : 

"  A  Lemon  has  pips, 
And  a  Yard  has  ships, 
And  r\\  have  Chips  !  " 

il'or  this  Refrain  I  had  waited,  since  its  last 
appearance,  with  inexpressible  horror,  which  now 
culminated.)  -Chips  now  felt  certain  in  his  own 
mmd  that  the  rat  would  stick  to  him  :  the  rat, 
answering  his  thought,  said,  "  I  will— like  pitch  '" 


Now,  as  the  rat  leaped  out  of  the  pot  when  it 
had  spoken,  and  made  off.  Chips  began  to  hope 
that  it  wouldn't  keep  its  word.  But,  a  terrible 
thing  happened  next  day.  For,  when  dinner- 
time came,  and  the  Dock  bell  rang  to  strike 
work,  he  put  his  rule  into  the  long  pocket  at  the 
side  of  his  trousers,  and  there  he  found  a  rat — 
not  that  rat,  but  another  rat.  And  in  his  hat  he 
found  another ;  and  in  his  pocket-handkerchief 
another ;  and  in  the  sleeves  of  his  coat,  when  he 
pulled  it  on  to  go  to  dinner,  two  more.     And 
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from  that  time  he  found  himself  so  frightfully  in- 
timate with  all  the  rats  in  the  Yard,  that  they 
climbed  up  his  legs  when  he  was  at  work,  and 
sat  on  his  tools  while  he  used  them.  And  they 
could  all  speak  to  one  another,  and  he  under- 
stood what  tliey  said.  And  they  got  into  his 
lodging,  and  into  his  bed,  and  into  his  teapot, 
and  into  his  beer,  and  into  his  boots.  And  he 
was  going  to  be  married  to  a  corn-chandler's 
daughter ;  and  when  he  gave  her  a  workbox  he 
had  himself  made  for  her,  a  rat  jumped  out  of  it ; 
and  when  he  put  his  arm  round  her  Avaist,  a  rat 
clung  about  her;  so  the  marriage  was  broken 
off,  though  the  banns  were  already  twice  put  up 
— which  the  parish  clerk  well  remembers,  for,  as 
he  handed  the  book  to  the  clergyman  for  the 
second  time  of  asking,  a  large  fat  rat  ran  over 
the  leaf.  (By  this  time  a  special  cascade  of  rats 
was  rolling  down  my  back,  and  the  whole  of  my 
small  listening  person  was  overrun  with  them. 
At  intervals  ever  since,  I  have  been  morbidly 
afraid  of  my  own  pocket,  lest  my  exploring  hand 
should  find  a  specimen  or  two  of  those  vermin 
in  it.) 

You  may  believe  that  all  this  was  very  terrible 
to  Chips ;  but  even  all  this  Avas  not  the  worst. 
He  knew,  besides,  what  the  rats  were  doing, 
wherever  they  were.  So,  sometimes  he  would 
cry  aloud,  when  he  was  at  his  club  at  night, 
"  Oh  !  Keep  the  rats  out  of  the  convicts'  bury- 
ing-ground  !  Don't  let  them  do  that ! "  Or, 
"  There's  one  of  them  at  the  cheese  down- 
stairs ! "  Or,  "  There's  two  of  them  smelling  at 
the  baby  in  the  garret!"  Or,  other  things  of 
that  sort.  At  last  he  was  voted  mad,  and  lost 
his  work  in  the  Yard,  and  could  get  no  other 
work.  But,  King  George  wanted  men,  so  before 
very  long  he  got  pressed  for  a  sailor.  And  so 
he  was  taken  off  in  a  boat  one  evening  to  his 
ship,  lying  at  Spithead,  ready  to  sail.  And  so 
the  first  thing  he  made  out  in  her,  as  he  got  near 
her,  was  the  figure-head  of  the  old  Seventy-four, 
where  he  had  seen  the  Devil.  She  was  called 
the  Argonaut,  and  they  rowed  right  under  the 
bowsprit,  where  the  figure-head  of  the  Argonaut, 
with  a  sheep-skin  in  his  hand  and  a  blue  gown 
on,  was  looking  out  to  sea ;  and  sitting  staring 
on  his  forehead  was  the  rat  who  could  si)eak, 
and  his  exact  words  were  these  :  "  Chips  ahoy  ! 
Old  boy  !  We've  pretty  well  eat  them  too,  and 
we'll  drown  the  crew,  and  will  eat  them  too  ! " 
(Here  I  always  became  exceedingly  faint,  and 
would  have  asked  for  water,  but  that  1  was 
speechless.) 

The  ship  was  bound  for  the  Indies ;  and, 
if  you  don't  know  where  that  is,  you  ought  to  it, 
and  angels  will  never  love  you.     (Here  I  felt 


myself  an  outcast  from  a  future  state.)  The 
ship  set  sail  that  very  night,  and  she  sailed,  and 
sailed,  and  sailed.  Chips's  feelings  were  dread- 
ful. Nothing  ever  equalled  his  terrors.  No 
wonder.  At  last,  one  day,  he  asked  leave  to 
speak  to  the  Admiral.  The  Admiral  giv'  leave. 
Chips  went  down  on  his  knees  in  the  Great  State 
Cabin.  "  Your  Honour,  unless  your  Honour, 
without  a  moment's  loss  of  time,  makes  sail  for 
the  nearest  shore,  this  is  a  doomed  ship,  and  her 
name  is  the  Cofiftn  !"  "  Young  man,  your  words 
are  a  madman's  words."  "  Your  Honour,  no  ; 
they  are  nibbling  us  away."  "  They  ?"  "  Your 
Honour,  them  dreadful  rats.  Dust' and  hollow- 
ness  where  solid  oak  ought  to  be  !  Rats  nib- 
bling a  grave  for  every  man  on  board  !  Oh  ! 
Does  your  Honour  love  your  Lady  and  your 
pretty  children  ?"  "  Yes,  ray  man,  to  be  sure." 
"  Then,  for  God's  sake,  make  for  the  nearest 
shore,  for  at  this  present  moment  the  rats  are  all 
stopping  in  their  work,  and  are  all  looking 
straight  towards  you  with  bare  teeth,  and  are  all 
saying  to  one  another  that  you  shall  never,  never, 
never,  never  see  your  Lady  and  your  children 
more."  "  My  poor  fellow,  you  arc  a  case  for  the 
doctor.     Sentry,  take  care  of  this  man  !" 

So,  he  was  bled  and  he  was  blistered,  and  he 
was  this  and  that,  for  six  whole  days  and  nights. 
So,  then  he  again  asked  leave  to  speak  to  the 
Admiral.  The  Admiral  giv'  leave.  He  went 
down  on  his  knees  in  the  Great  State  Cabin. 
"  Now,  Admiral,  you  must  die  !  You  took  no 
warning;  you  must  die!  The  rats  are  never 
wrong  in  their  calculations,  and  they  make  out 
that  they'll  be  through  at  twelve  to-night.  So, 
you  must  die  ! — With  me  and  all  the  rest  !  " 
And  so  at  twelve  o'clock  there  was  a  great  leak 
reported  in  the  ship,  and  a  torrent  of  water 
rushed  in,  and  nothing  could  stop  it,  and  they 
all  went  down,  every  living  soul.  And  what 
the  rats — being  water-rats — left  of  Chips  at  last 
floated  to  shore,  and  sitting  on  him  was  an  im- 
mense overgrown  rat,  laughing,  that  dived  when 
the  corpse  touched  the  beach,  and  never  came 
up.  And  there  was  a  deal  of  seaweed  on  the 
remains.  And  if  you  get  thirteen  bits  of  sea- 
weed, and  dry  them,  and  burn  them  in  the  fire, 
they  will  go  off  like  in  these  thirteen  words  as 
plain  as  plain  can  be  : 

"  A  Lemon  has  pips. 
And  a  Yard  has  ships, 
And  /'ll  have  Chips  ! "' 

The  same  female  bard— descended,  possibly, 
from  those  terrible  old  scalds  who  seem  to  have 
existed  for  the  express  purpose  of  addling  the 
brains  of  mankind  when  they  begin  to  investi- 
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gate  languages — made  a  standing  pretence  which 
greatly  assisted  in  forcing  me  back  to  a  number 
of  hideous  places  that  I  would  by  all  means 
have  avoided.  This  pretence  was,  that  all  her 
ghost  stories  had  occurred  to  her  own  relations. 
Politeness  towards  a  meritorious  family,  there- 
fore, forbade  my  doubting  them,  and  they  ac- 
quired anair  of  authentication  that  impaired  my 
digestive  powers  for  life.  There  was  a  narrative 
concerning  an  unearthly  animal  foreboding  death, 
which  appeared  in  the  open  street  to  a  parlour- 
maid who  ''  went  to  fetch  the  beer  "  for  supper  : 
first  (as  I  now  recall  it)  assuming  the  likeness  of 
a  black  dog,  and  gradually  rising  on  its  hind- 
legs,  and  swelling  into  the  semblance  of  some 
quadruped  greatly  surpassing  a  hippopotamus  : 
which  apparition — not  because  I  deemed  it  in 
the  least  improbable,  but  because  I  felt  it  to  be 
really  too  large  to  bear — I  feebly  endeavoured  to 
explain  away.  But,  on  Mercy's  retorting  with 
wounded  dignity  that  the  parlour-maid  was  her 
own  sister-in-law,  I  perceived  there  was  no  hope, 
and  resigned  myself  to  this  zoological  pheno- 
menon as  one  of  my  many  pursuers.  There 
was  another  narrative  describing  the  apparition 
of  a  young  woman  who  came  out  of  a  glass 
case,  and  haunted  another  young  woman  until 
the  other  young  woman  questioned  it,  and 
elicited  that  its  bones  (Lord  !  To  think  of  its 
being  so  particular  about  its  bones  !)  were  buried 
under  the  glass  case,  whereas  she  required  them 
to  be  interred,  with  every  Undertaking  solemnity 
up  to  twenty-four  pound  ten,  in  another  par- 
ticular place.  This  narrative  I  considered  I  had 
a  personal  interest  in  disproving,  because  we 
had  glass  cases  at  home,  and  how,  otherwise, 
was  I  to  be  guaranteed  from  the  intrusion  of 
young  women  requiring  me  to  bury  them  up  to 
twenty-four  pound  ten,  when  I  had  only  two- 
pence a  week  ?  But  my  remorseless  nurse  cut 
the  ground  from  under  my  tender  feet,  by  in- 
forming me  that  She  was  the  other  young 
woman ;  and  I  couldn't  say,  "  I  don't  believe 
you ;  "  it  was  not  possible. 

Such  are  a  few  of  the  uncommercial  journeys 
that  I  was  forced  to  make,  against  my  will, 
when  I  was  very  young  and  unreasoning.  And 
really,  as  to  the  latter  part  of  them,  it  is  not  so 
very  long  ago — now  I  come  to  think  of  it — that 
I  was  asked  to  undertake  them  once  again  with 
a  steady  countenance. 


XVI. 
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EING  in  a  humour  for  complete  soli- 
tude and   uninterrupted  meditation 
this  autumn,  I  have  taken  a  lodging 
for  six   weeks   in    the   most   unfre- 
,^  quented  part  of  England — in  a  word,. 

)ij     in  London. 

The  retreat  into  which  I  have  with- 
drawn myself  is  Bond  Street.  From 
this  lonely  spot  I  make  pilgrimages  into  the  sur- 
rounding wilderness,  and  traverse  extensive  tracts 
of  tlie  Great  Desert.  The  first  solemn  feeling 
of  isolation  overcome,  the  first  oppressive  con- 
sciousness of  profound  retirement  conquered,  I 
enjoy  that  sense  of  freedom,  and  feel  reviving 
within  me  that  latent  wildncss  of  the  original 
savage,  which  has  been  (upon  the  whole,  some- 
what frequently)  noticed  by  Travellers. 

]\Iy  lodgings  are  at  a  hatter's — my  own  hat- 
ter's. After  exhibiting  no  articles  in  his  window, 
for  some  weeks,  but  seaside  wide-awakes,  shoot- 
ing caps,  and  a  choice  of  rough  waterproof  head- 
gear for  the  moors  and  mountains,  he  has  put 
upon  the  heads  of  his  family  as  much  of  this 
stock  as  they  could  carry,  and  has  taken  them 
off  to  the  Isle  of  Thanet.  His  young  man  alone 
remains — and  remains  alone — in  the  shop.  The 
young  man  has  let  out  the  fire  at  which  the 
irons  are  heated,  and  saving  his  strong  sense  of 
duty,  I  see  no  reason  why  he  should  take  the 
shutters  down. 

Happily  for  himself  and  for  his  country,  the 
young  man  is  a  Volunteer ;  most  happily  for 
himself,  or  I  think  he  would  become  the  prey  of 
a  settled  melancholy.  For,  to  live  surrounded 
by  human  hats,  and  alienated  from  human,  heads 
to  fit  them  on,  is  surely  a  great  endurance.  But, 
the  young  man,  sustained  by  practising  his  ex- 
ercise, and  by  constantly  furbishing  up  his  regu- 
lation plume  (it  is  unnecessary  to  observe  that, 
as  a  hatter,  he  is  in  a  cock's-feather  corps),  is 
resigned,  and  uncomplaining.  On  a  Saturday, 
when  he  closes  early  and  gets  his  Knicker- 
bockers on,  he  is  even  cheerful.  I  am  gratefully 
particular  in  this  reference  to  him,  because  he  is 
my  companion  through  many  peaceful  hours. 
My  hatter  has  a  desk  up  certain  steps  behind 
his  counter,  enclosed  like  the  clerk's  desk  at 
church.  I  shut  myself  into  this  place  of  seclu- 
sion after  breakfast,  and  meditate.  At  such 
times  I  observe  the  young  man  loading  an 
imaginary  rifle  with  the  greatest  precision,  and 
maintaining  a  most  galling  and  destructive  fire 
upon  the  national  enemy.  I  thankhim  publicly 
for  his  companionship  and  his  patriotism. 
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The  simple  character  of  my  life,  and  the  calm 
nature  of  the  scenes  by  Avhich  I  am  suiTOunded, 
occasion  me  to  rise  early.  I  go  forth  in  my 
slippers,  and  promenade  the  pavement.  It  is 
pastoral  to  feel  the  freshness  of  the  air  in  the 
uninhabited  town,  and  to  appreciate  the  shep- 
herdess character  of  the  few  milk^'omen  who 
purvey  so  little  milk  that  it  would  be  worth  no- 
body's while  to  adidterate  it,  if  anybody  were 
left  to  undertake  the  task.  On  the  crowded 
seashore,  the  great  demand  for  milk,  combined 
with  the  strong  local  temptation  of  chalk,  would 
betray  itself  in  the  lowered  quality  of  the 
article.  In  Arcadian  London  I  derive  it  from 
the  cow. 

The  Arcadian  simplicity  of  the  metropolis 
altogether,  and  the  primitive  ways  into  which  it 
has  fallen  in  this  autumnal  Golden  Age,  make  it 
entirely  new  to  me.  Within  a  few  hundred 
yards  of  my  retreat  is  the  house  of  a  friend  who 
maintains  a  most  sumptuous  butler.  I  never, 
until  yesterday,  saw  that  butler  out  of  superfine 
black  broadcloth.  Until  yesterday  I  never  saw 
him  off  duty,  never  saw  him  (he  is  the  best  of 
butlers)  with  the  appearance  of  having  any  mind 
for  anything  but  the  glory  of  his  master  and  his 
master's  friends.  Yesterday  morning,  walking 
in  my  slippers  near  the  house  of  which  he  is  the 
prop  and  ornament — a  house  now  a  waste  of 
sliutters — I  encountered  that  butler,  also  in  his 
slippers,  and  in  a  shooting  suit  of  one  colour, 
and  in  a  low-crowned  straw  hat,  smoking  an 
early  cigar.  He  felt  that  we  had  formerly  met 
in  another  state  of  existence,  and  that  we  were 
translated  into  a  new  sphere.  Wisely  and  well, 
he  passed  me  without  recognition.  Under  his 
arm  he  carried  the  morning  paper,  and  shortly 
afterwards  I  saw  him  sitting  on  a  rail  in  the 
pleasant  open  landscape  of  Regent  Street,  perus- 
ing it  at  his  ease  under  the  ripening  sun. 

My  landlord  having  taken  his  whole  esta- 
blishment to  be  salted  down,  I  am  waited  on  by 
an  elderly  woman  labouring  under  a  chronic 
sniff,  who,  at  the  shadowy  hour  of  half-past 
nine  o'clock  of  every  evening,  gives  admittance 
at  the  street-door  to  a  meagre  and  mouldy  old 
man  whom  I  have  never  yet  seen  detached  from 
a  flat  pint  of  beer  in  a  ])ewter  pot.  The  meagre 
and  mouldy  old  man  is  her  husband,  and  the 
pair  have  a  dejected  consciousness  that  they  are 
not  justified  in  appearing  on  the  surface  of  the 
earth.  They  come  out  of  some  hole  when  Lon- 
don empties  itself,  and  go  in  again  when  it  fills. 
I  saw  them  arrive  on  the  evening  when  I  myself 
took  possession,  and  they  arrived  with  the  flat 
pint  of  beer,  and  their  bed  in  a  bundle.  The 
old  man  is  a  weak  old  man,  and  appeared  to 


me  to  get  the  bed  down  the  kitchen  stairs  by 
tumbling  down  with  and  upon  it.  They  make 
their  bed  in  the  lowest  and  remotest  corner  of 
the  basement,  and  they  smell  of  bed,  and  have 
no  possession  but  bed  :  unless  it  be  (which  I 
rather  infer  from  an  under-current  of  flavour  in 
them)  cheese.  I  know  their  name,  through  the 
chance  of  having  called  the  wife's  attention,  at 
half-past  nine  on  the  second  evening  of  our 
acquaintance,  to  the  circumstance  of  there  being 
some  one  at  the  house-door ;  v/hen  she  apolo- 
getically explained,  "  It's  only  Wx.  Klem." 
What  becomes  of  Mr.  Klem  all  day,  or  when 
he  goes  out,  or  why,  is  a  mystery  I  cannot 
penetrate;  but  at  half-past  nine  he  never  fails 
to  turn  up  on  the  door-step  with  the  flat  pint 
of  beer.  And  the  pint  of  beer,  flat  as  it  is, 
is  so  much  more  important  than  himself,  that 
it  always  seems  to  my  fancy  as  if  it  had  found 
him  drivelling  in  the  street,  and  had  humanely 
brought  him  home.  In  making  his  way  below, 
j\Ir.  Klem  never  goes  down  the  middle  of  the 
passage,  like  another  Christian,  but  shuffles 
against  the  wall,  as  if  entreating  me  to  take 
notice  that  he  is  occupying  as  little  space  as 
possible  in  the  house ;  and,  whenever  I  come 
upon  him  face  to  face,  he  backs  from  me  in 
fascinated  confusion.  The  most  extraordinary 
circumstance  I  have  traced,  in  connection  with 
this  aged  couple,  is,  that  there  is  a  Miss  Klem, 
their  daughter,  apparently  ten  years  older  than 
either  of  them,  who  has  also  a  bed,  and  smells 
of  it,  and  carries  it  about  the  earth  at  dusk,  and 
hides  it  in  deserted  houses.  I  came  into  this 
piece  of  knowledge  through  Mrs.  Klem's  be- 
seeching me  to  sanction  the  sheltering  of  ^Miss 
Klem  under  that  roof  for  a  single  night,  "  be- 
tween her  takin'  care  of  the  upper  part  in  Pall 
Mall  which  the  family  of  his  back,  and  a  'ouse 
in  Serjameses  Street,  which  the  family  of  leaves 
towng  ter-morrer."  I  gave  my  gracious  consent 
(having  nothing  that  I  know  of  to  do  with  it), 
and  in  the  shadowy  hours  ]\Iiss  Klem  became 
perceptible  on  the  door-step,  wrestling  with  a 
bed  in  a  bundle.  Where  she  made  it  up  for 
the  night  I  cannot  positively  state,  but  I  think, 
in  a  sink.  I  know  that,  with  th?  instinct  of  a 
reptile  or  an  insect,  she  stowed  it  and  herself 
away  in  deep  obscurity.  In  the  Klem' family  I 
have  noticed  another  remarkable  gift  of  nature, 
and  that  is  the  power  they  possess  of  converting 
everything  into  flue.  Such  broken  victuals  as 
they  take  by  stealth  appear  (whatever  the  nature 
of  the  viands)  invariably  to  generate  flue ;  and 
even  the  nightly  pint  of  beer,  instead  of  assimi- 
lating naturally,  strikes  me  as  breaking  out  in 
that   form,   equally  on    the    shabby   gown    of 
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Mrs.  Klem,  and  the  threadbare  coat  of  her 
husband. 

Mrs.  Klem  has  no  idea  of  my  name — as  to 
Mr.  Klem  he  has  no  idea  of  anything — and 
only  knows  me  as  her  good  gentleman.  Thus, 
if  doubtful  whether  I  am  in  my  room  or  no, 
Mrs.  Klem  taps  at  the  door  and  says,  "  Is  my 
j:ood  gentleman  here  ? "  Or,  if  a  messenger 
desiring  to  see  me  were  consistent  with  my 
solitude,  she  would  show  him  in  with  "  Here  is 
my  good  gentleman."  I  find  this  to  be  a  gene- 
ric custom.  For,  I  meant  to  have  observed 
before  now,  that  in  its  Arcadian  time  all  my 
part  of  London  is  indistinctly  pervaded  by 
the  Klem  species.  They  creep  about  with  beds, 
and  go  to  bed  in  miles  of  deserted  houses. 
They  hold  no  companionship,  except  that  some- 
times, after  dark,  two  of  them  will  emerge  from 
opposite  houses,  and  meet  in  the  middle  of 
the  road  as  on  neutral  ground,  or  will  peep 
from  adjoining  houses  over  an  interposing  bar- 
rier of  area  railings,  and  compare  a  few  re- 
served mistrustful  notes  respecting  their  good 
ladies  or  good  gentlemen.  This  I  have  dis- 
covered in  the  course  of  various  solitary  rambles 
I  have  taken  Northward  from  my  retirement, 
along  the  awful  perspectiv^es  of  Wimpole  Street, 
Harley  Street,  and  similar  frowning  regions. 
Their  effect  would  be  scarcely  distinguishable 
from  that  of  the  primeval  forests,  but  for  the 
Klem  stragglers  ;  these  may  be  dimly  observed, 
when  the  heavy  shadows  fall,  flitting  to  and  fro, 
putting  up  the  door-chain,  taking  in  the  pint  of 
beer,  lowering  like  phantoms  at  the  dark  par- 
lour windows,  or  secretly  consorting  miderground 
with  the  dust-bin  and  the  water  cistern. 

In  the  Burlington  Arcade,  I  observe,  with 
peculiar  pleasure,  a  primitive  state  of  manners 
to  have  superseded  the  baneful  influences  of 
ultra-civilisation.  Nothing  can  surpass  the  in- 
nocence of  the  ladies'  shoe-shops,  the  artificial- 
flower  repositories,  and  the  head-dress  depots. 
They  are  in  strange  hands  at  this  time  of  the 
year — hands  of  unaccustomed  persons,  who  are 
imperfectly  acquainted  with  the  prices  of  the 
goods,  and  contemplate  them  with  unsophisti- 
cated delight .  and  wonder.  The  children  of 
these  virtuous  people  exchange  familiarities  in 
the  Arcade,  and  temper  the  asperity  of  the  two 
tall  beadles.  Their  youthful  prattle  blends  in 
an  unwonted  manner  with  the  harmonious  shade 
of  the  scene,  and  the  general  effect  is  as  of  the 
voices  of  birds  in  a  grove.  In  this  happy  resto- 
ration of  the  golden  time,  it  has  been  ray 
privilege  even  to  see  the  bigger  beadle's  wife. 
She  brought  him  his  dinner  in  a  basin,  and  he 
ate  it  in  his  arm-chair,  and  afterwards  fell  asleep 


like  a  satiated  child.  At  Mr.  Truefitt's,  the 
excellent  hairdresser's,  they  are  learning  French 
to  beguile  the  time  ;  and  even  the  few  solitaries 
left  on  guard  at  Mr.  Atkinson's,  the  perfumer's 
round  the  corner  (generally  the  most  inexorable 
gentleman  in  London,  and  the  most  scornful  of 
three-and-sixpence),  condescend  a  little,  as  they 
drowsily  bide  or  recall  their  turn  for  chasing  the 
ebbing  Neptune  on  the  ribbed  sea-sand.  From 
Messrs.  Hunt  and  Roskell's,  the  jewellers,  all 
things  are  absent  but  the  precious  stones,  and 
the  gold  and  silver,  and  the  soldierly  pensioner 
at  the  door  with  his  decorated  breast.  I  might 
stand  night  and  day,  for  a  month  to  come,  in 
Saville  Row,  with  my  tongue  out,  yet  not  find  a 
doctor  to  look  at  it  for  love  or  money.  The 
dentists'  instruments  are  rusting  in  their  drawers, 
and  their  horrible  cool  parlours,  where  people 
pretend  to  read  the  Every-Day  Book,  and  not  to 
be  afraid,  are  doing  penance  for  their  grimness 
in  white  sheets.  The  light-weight  of  shrewd 
appearance,  with  one  eye  always  shut  up, 
as  if  he  were  eating  a  sharp  gooseberry  in  all 
seasons,  who  usually  stands  at  the  gateway  of 
the  livery  stables  on  very  little  legs  under  a  very 
large  waistcoat,  has  gone  to  Doncaster.  Of  such 
undesigning  aspect  is  his  guileless  yard  now, 
with  its  gravel  and  scarlet-beans,  and  the  yellow 
Brake  housed  under  a  glass  roof  in  a  corner, 
that  I  almost  believe  I  could  not  be  taken  in 
there,  if  I  tried.  In  the  places  of  business  of 
the  great  tailors,  the  cheval-glasses  are  dim  ami 
dusty  for  lack  of  being  looked  into.  Ranges  of 
brown-paper  coat  and  waistcoat  bodies  look  as 
funereal  as  if  they  w'ere  the  hatchments  of  the 
customers  with  whose  names  they  are  inscribed  ; 
the  measuring  tapes  hang  idle  on  the  wall  j  the 
order-taker,  left  on  the  hopeless  chance  of  some 
one  looking  in,  yawns  in  the  last  extremity  over 
the  book  of  patterns,  as  if  he  were  trying  to 
read  that  entertaining  library.  The  hotels  in 
Brook  Street  have  no  one  in  them,  and  the 
staffs  of  servants  stare  disconsolately  for  next 
season  out  of  all  the  windows.  The  very  man 
who  goes  about  like  an  erect  TurUe,  between 
two  boards  recommendatory  of  the  Sixteen- 
Shilling  Trousers,  is  aware  of  himself  as  a  hollow 
mockery,  and  eats  filberts  while  he  leans  his 
hinder  shell  against  a  wall. 

Among  these  tranquillising  objects  it  is  my 
delight  to  walk  and  meditate.  Soothed  by  the 
repose  around  me,  I  wander  insensibly  to  con- 
siderable distances,  and  guide  myself  back  by 
the  stars.  Thus,  I  enjoy  the  contrast  of  a  few 
still  partially  inhabited  and  busy  spots,  where  all 
the  lights  are  not  fled,  where  all  the  garlands  are 
not  dead,  whence  all  but  I  have  not  departed. 


A  GOLDEN  AGE. 


Si 


Then  does  it  appear  to  me  that  in  this  age  three 
things  are  Ciamorously  required  of  Man  in  the 
miscellaneous  thoroughfares  of  the  metropolis. 
Firstly,  that  he  have  his  boots  cleaned.  Secondly, 
that  he  eat  a  penny  ice.  Thirdly,  that  he  get 
himself  photographed.  Then  do  I  speculate, 
What  have  those  seam-worn  artists  been  who 
stand  at  the  photograph  doors  in  Greek  caps, 
sample  in  hand,  and  mysteriously  salute  the 
public — the  female  public  with  a  pressing  ten- 
derness— to  come  in  and  be  "took?"  What 
did  they  do  with  their  greasy  blandishments  be- 
fore the  era  of  cheap  photography?  Of  what 
class  were  their  previous  victims,  and  how  vic- 
timised ?  And  how  did  they  get,  and  how  did 
they  pay  for,  that  large  collection  of  likenesses, 
all  purporting  to  have  been  taken  inside,  with 
the  taking  of  none  of  which  had  that  establish- 
ment any  more  to  do  than  with  the  taking  of 
Delhi  ? 

But,  these  are  small  oases,  and  I  am  soon 
back  again  in  metropolitan  Arcadia.  It  is  my 
impression  that  much  of  its  serene  and  peaceful 
character  is  attributable  to  the  absence  of  cus- 
tomary Talk.  How  do  I  know  but  there  may 
be  subtle  influences  in  Talk,  to  vex  the  souls  of 
men  who  don't  hear  it  ?  How  do  I  know  but 
that  Talk,  five,  ten,  twenty  miles  off,  may  get 
into  the  air  and  disagree  with  me  ?  If  I  rise 
from  my  bed,  vaguely  troubled  and  wearied  and 
sick  of  my  life,  in  the  session  of  Parliament,  who 
shall  say  that  my  noble  frientl,  my  right  reverend 
friend,  my  right  honourable  friend,  my  honour- 
able friend,  my  honourable  and  learned  friend, 
or  my  honourable  and  gallant  friend,  may  not 
be  responsible  for  that  effect  upon  my  nervous 
system  ?  Too  much  Ozone  in  the  air,  I  am  in- 
formed and  fully  believe  (though  I  have  no  idea 
what  it  is),  would  aftect  me  in  a  marvellously 
disagreeable  way  ;  why  may  not  too  much  Talk? 
I  don't  see  or  hear  the  Ozone ;  I  don't  see  or 
hear  the  Talk.  And  there  is  so  much  Talk  ;  so 
much  too  much ;  such  loud  cry,  antl  such  scant 
supply  of  wool ;  such  a  deal  of  fleecing,  and  so 
little  fleece  !  Hence,  in  the  Arcadian  season,  I 
find  it  a  delicious  triumph  to  walk  down  to  de- 
serted Westminster,  and  see  the  Courts  shut  up ; 
to  walk  a  little  further,  and  see  the  Two  Houses 
shut  up  ;  to  stand  in  the  Abbey  Yard,  like  the 
New  Zealander  of  the  grand  English  History 
(concerning  which  unfortunate  man  a  whole 
rookery  of  mares'  nests  is  generally  being  dis- 
covered), and  gloat  upon  the  ruins  of  Talk. 
Returning  to  my  primitive  solitude,  and  lying 
down  to  sleep,  my  grateful  heart  expands  with 
the  consciousness  that  there  is  no  ailjourned 
Debate,  no  ministerial  explanation,  nobody  to 


give  notice  of  intention  to  ask  the  noble  Lord 
at  the  head  of  her  Majesty's  Government  five- 
and-twenty  bootless  (juestions  in  one,  no  term- 
time  with  legal  argument,  no  Nisi  Prius  with 
eloquent  appeal  to  British  Jury;  that  the  air 
will  to-morrow,  and  to-morrow,  and  to-morrow 
remain  untroubled  by  this  superabundant  gene- 
rating of  Talk.  In  a  minor  degree  it  is  a  deli- 
cious triumph  to  me  to  go  into  the  club,  and  see 
the  carpets  up,  and  the  Bores  and  the  other 
dust  dispersed  to  the  four  winds.  Again,  New 
Zealander-like,  I  stand  on  the  cold  hearth,  and 
say  in  the  solitude,  "  Here  I  watched  Bore  A  i. 
with  voice  always  mysteriously  low,  and  head 
always  mysteriously  drooped,  whispering  poli- 
tical secrets  into  the  ears  of  Adam's  confiding 
children.  Accursed  be  his  memory  for  ever  and 
a  day !  " 

But,  I  have  all  this  time  been  coming  to  the 
point,  that  the  happy  nature  of  my  retirement  is 
most  sweetly  expressed  in  its  being  the  abode  of 
Love.  It  is,  as  it  were,  an  inexpensive  Agape- 
mone :  nobody's  speculation  :  everybody's  profit. 
The  one  great  result  of  the  resumption  of  primi- 
tive habits,  and  (convertible  terms)  the  not  hav- 
ing much  to  do,  is,  the  abounding  of  Love. 

The  Klem  species  are  incapable  of  the  softer 
emotions  ;  probably,  in  that  low  nomadic  race, 
the  softer  emotions  have  all  degenerated  into 
flue.  But,  with  this  exception,  all  the  sharers  of 
my  retreat  make  love. 

I  have  mentioned  Saville  Row.  We  all  know 
the  Doctor's  servant.  We  all  know  what  a  re- 
spectable man  he  is,  what  a  hard  dry  man,  what 
a  firm  man,  what  a  confidential  man  :  how  he 
lets  us  into  the  waiting-room,  like  a  man  who 
knows  minutely  what  is  the  matter  with  us,  but 
from  whom  the  rack  should  not  wring  the  secret. 
In  the  prosaic  "season,"  he  has  distinctly  the 
appearance  of  a  man  conscious  of  money  in  the 
Savings  Bank,  and  taking  his  stand  on  his  re- 
spectability with  both  feet.  At  that  time  it  is  as 
impossible  to  associate  him  with  relaxation,  or 
any  human  weakness,  as  it  is  to  meet  his  eye 
without  feeling  guilty  of  indisposition.  In  the 
blest  Arcadian  time,  how  changed  !  I  have  seen 
him  in  a  pepper-and-salt  jacket — jacket — and 
drab  trousers,  with  his  arm  round  the  waist  of  a 
bootmaker's  housemaid,  smiling  in  open  day.  I 
have  seen  him  at  the  pump  by  the  Albany,  un- 
solicitedly  pumping  for  two  fair  young  creatures, 
whose  figures,  as  they  bent  over  their  cans,  were 
— if  I  may  be  allowed  an  original  expression — a 
model  for  a  sculptor.  I  have  seen  him  trying 
the  piano  in  the  Doctor's  drawing-room  with  his 
forefinger,  and  have  heard  him  humming  tunes 
in  praise  of  lovely  woman.     I  have  seen  him 
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seated  on  a  fire-engine,  and  going  (obviously  m 
search  of  excitement)  to  a  fire.  I  saw  hun,  one 
moonlight  evening,  when  the  peace  and  purity 
of  our  Arcadian  west  were  at  their  height,  polk 
with  the  lovely  daughter  of  a  cleaner  of  gloves, 
from  the  door-steps  of  his  own  residence,  across 
Saville  Row,  round  by  Cliftbrd  Street  and  Old 
Burlington  Street,  back  to  Burlington  Gardens. 
Is  this  the  Golden  Age  revived,  or  Iron  London? 

The  Dentist's  servant.  Is  that  man  no  mys- 
tery to  us,  no  type  of  invisible  power  ?  The 
tremendous  individual  knows  (who  else  does  ?) 
what  is  done  with  the  extracted  teeth  ;  he  knows 
what  goes  on  in  the  little  room  where  something 
is  always  being  washed  or  filed  ;  he  knows  what 
warm  spicy  infusion  is  put  into  the  comfortable 
tumbler  from  which  we  rinse  our  wounded 
mouth,  with  a  gap  in  it  that  feels  a  foot  wide  ; 
he  knows  whether  the  thing  we  spit  mto  is  a 
fixture  communicating  with  the  Thames,  or  could 
be  cleared  away  for  a  dance;  he  sees  the  horrible 
parlour  when  there  are  no  patients  in  it,  and  he 
could  reveal,  if  he  would,  what  becomes  of  the 
Evcry-Day  Book  then.  The  conviction  of  my 
coward  conscience,  when  I  see  that  man  in  a  pro- 
fessional light,  is,  that  he  knows  all  the  statistics 
of  my  teeth  and  gums,  my  double  teeth,  my 
single  teeth,  my  stopped  teeth,  and  my  sound. 
In  this  Arcadian  rest,  I  am  fearless  of  him  as  of 
a  harmless,  powerless  creature  in  a  Scotch  cap, 
who  adores  a  young  lady  in  a  voluminous  crino- 
line at  a  neighbouring  biUiard-room,  and  whose 
passion  would  be  uninfluenced  if  every  one  of 
her  teeth  were  false.  They  may  be.  He  takes 
them  all  on  trust. 

In  secluded  corners  of  the  place  of  my  seclu- 
sio»  there  are  little  shops  withdrawn  from  public 
curiosity,  and  never  two  together,  where  servants' 
perquisites  are  bought.  The  cook  may  dispose 
of  grease  at  these  modest  and  convenient  marts ; 
the  butler,  of  bottles ;  the  valet  and  lady's-maid, 
of  clothes  ;  most  servants,  indeed,  of  most  things 
they  may  happen  to  lay  hold  of.  I  have  been 
told  that  in  sterner  times  loving  correspondence, 
otherwise  interdicted,  may  be  maintained  by 
letter  through  the  agency  of  some  of  these 
useful  establishments.  In  the  Arcadian  autumn 
no  such  device  is  necessary.  Everybody  loves, 
and  openly  and  blamelessly  loves.  Ivly  land- 
lord's young  man  loves  the  whole  of  one  side  of 
the  way  of  Old  Bond  Street,  and  is  beloved 
several  doors  up  New  Bond  Street  besides.  I 
never  look  out  of  window  but  I  see  kissing  of 
hands  going  on  all  around  me.  It  is  the  morn- 
ing custom  to  glide  from  shop  to  shop,  and  ex- 
change tender  sentiments;  it  is  the  evening 
custom  for   couples   to  stand   hand-in-hand  at 


house-doors,  or  roam,  linked  in  that  flowery 
manner,  through  the  unpeopled  streets.  There 
is  nothing  else  to  do  but  love ;  and  what  there 
is  to  do  is  done. 

In  unison  w-ith  this  pursuit,  a  chaste  simplicity 
obtains  in  the  domestic  habits  of  Arcadia.  Its 
few  scattered  people  dine  early,  live  moderately, 
sup  socially,  and  sleep  soundly.  It  is  rumoured 
that  the  Beadles  of  the  Arcade,  from  being  the 
mortal  enemies  of  boys,  have  signed  widi  tears 
an  address  to  Lord  Shaftesbury,  and  subscribed 
to  a  ragged  school.  No  wonder !  For  they 
might  turn  their  heavy  maces  into  crooks,  ami 
tend  sheep  in  the  Arcade,  to  the  purling  of  the 
water-carts  as  they  give  the  thirsty  streets  much 
more  to  drink  than  they  can  carry. 

A  happy  Golden  Age,  and  a  serene  tranquillity. 
Charming  picture,  but  it  will  fade.  The  iron  age 
will  return;  London  will  come  back  to  town. 
If  I  show  my  tongue  then  in  Saville  Row  for 
half  a  minute,  I  shall  be  prescribed  for :  the 
Doctor's  man  and  the  Dentist's  man  will  then 
pretend  that  these  days  of  unprofessional  inno- 
cence never  existed.  Where  Mr.  and  j\Irs.  Klem 
and  their  bed  will  be  at  that  time,  passes  human 
knowledge ;  but  my  hatter  hermitage  will  then 
know  them  no  more,  nor  will  it  then  know  me. 
The  desk  at  which  I  have  written  these  medita- 
tions will  retributively  assist  at  the  making  out 
of  my  account,  and  the  wheels  of  gorgeous  car- 
riages and  the  hoofs  of  high-stepping  horses  will 
crush  the  silence  out  of  Bond  Street — will  grind 
Arcadia  away,  and  give  it  to  the  elements  in 
granite  powder. 


XVII. 


THE  CALAIS  NIGHT  HAIL. 

^"^T  is  an  unsettled  question  with  me 
^^  whether  I  shall  leave  Calais  some- 
i)  thing  handsome  in  my  will,  or  whe- 
^ji,  ther  I  shall  leave  it  my  maledic- 
'¥^  tion.  I  hate  it  so  much,  and  yet  I 
am  always  so  very  glad  to  see  it,  that  I 
am  in  a  state  of  constant  indecision  on 
this  subject. 
"When  I  first  made  acquaintance  with  Calais,  it 
was  as  a  maundering  young  wretch  in  a  clammy 
perspiration  and  dripping  saline  particles,  who 
was  conscious  of  no  extremities  but  the  one 
great  extremity,  sea-sickness — who  was  a  mere 
bilious  torso,  with  a  mislaid  headache  some- 
where in  its  stomach — who  had  been  put  into  a 
horrible  swing  in  Dover  Harbour,  and  had 
tumbled  giddily  out  of  it  on  the  French  coast, 
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or  the  Isle  Man,  or  anywhere.  Times  have 
changed,  and  now  I  enter  Calais  self-reliant  and 
rational.  I  know  where  it  is  beforehand,  I  keep 
a  look-out  for  it,  I  recognise  its  landmarks  when 
I  see  any  of  them,  I  am  acquainted  with  its 
ways,  and  I  know — and  I  can  bear — its  worst 
behaviour. 

Malignant  Calais  !  Low-lying  alligator,  evad- 
ing the  eyesight  and  discouraging  hope  !  Dodg- 
•ing  flat  streak,  now  on  this  bow,  now  on  that, 
now  anywhere,  now  everywhere,  now  nowhere  ! 
In  vain  Cape  Grinez,  coming  frankly  forth  into 
the  sea,  exhorts  the  failing  to  be  stout  of  heart 
and  stomach  :  sneaking  Calais,  prone  behind  its 
bar,  invites  emetically  to  dcspliir.  Even  when 
it  can  no  longer  quite  conceal  itself  in  its  muddy 
dock,  it  has  an  evil  way  of  falling  off,  has  Calais, 
which  is  more  hopeless  than  its  invisibility.  The 
pier  is  all  but  on  the  bowsprit,  and  you  think  you 
arc  there — roll,  roar,  wash ! — Calais  has  retired 
miles  inland,  and  Dover  has  burst  out  to  look 
for  it.  It  has  a  last  dip  and  a  slide  in  its  cha- 
racter, has  Calais,  to  be  especially  conimended 
to  the  infernal  gods.  Thrice  accursed  be  that 
garrison  town,  when  it  dives  under  the  boat's 
keel,  and  comes  up  a  league  or  two  to  the  right, 
with  the  packet  shivering  and  spluttering  and 
staring  about  for  it ! 

Not  but  what  I  have  my  animosities  towards 
Dover.  I  particularly  detest  Dover  for  the  self- 
complacency  vv'ith  which  it  goes  to  bed.  It 
always  goes  to  bed  (when  I  am  going  to  Calais) 
with  a  more  brilliant  display  of  lamp  and  candle 
than  any  other  town.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Birming- 
ham, host  and  hostess  of  the  Lord  Warden 
Hotel,  are  my  much-esteemed  friends,  but  they 
arc  too  conceited  about  the  comforts  of  that 
establishment  when  the  Night  !Mail  is  starting. 
I  know  it  is  a  good  house  to  stay  at,  and  I  don't 
want  the  fact  insisted  upon  in  all  its  warm  bright 
windows  at  such  an  hour.  I  know  the  Warden 
is  a  stationary  edifice  that  never  rolls  or  pitches, 
and  I  object  to  its  big  outline  seeming  to  insist 
upon  that  circumstance,  and,  as  it  were,  to  come 
over  me  with  it,  when  I  am  reeling  on  the  deck 
of  the  boat.  Beshrew  the  Warden,  likewise,  for 
obstructing  that  corner,  and  making  the  wind  so 
angry  as  it  rushes  round.  Shall  I  not  know  that 
it  blows  quite  soon  enough,  without  the  officious 
^^'arden's  interference  ? 

As  I  wait  here,  on  board  the  night  packet,  for 
the  South-Eastern  Train  to  come  down  with  the 
;Mail,  Dover  appears  to  me  to  be  illuminated  for 
some  intensely  aggravating  festivity  in  my  per- 
sonal dishonour.  All  its  noises  smack  of  taunt- 
ing praises  of  the  land,  and  dispraises  of  the 
gloomy  sea,  and  of  me  for  going  on  it.     The 


drums  upon  the  heights  have  gone  to  bed,  or  I 
know  they  would  rattle  taunts  against  me  for 
having  my  unsteady  footing  on  this  slippery 
deck.  The  many  gas  eyes  of  the  ]\Iarine  Parade 
twinkle  in  an  offensive  manner,  as  if  with  derision. 
The  distant  dogs  of  Dover  bark  at  me  in  my  mis- 
shapen wrajjpers,  as  if  I  were  Richard  the  Third. 

A  screech,  a  bell,  and  two  red  eyes  come 
gliding  down  the  Admiral ly  Pier  with  a  smooth- 
ness of  motion  rendered  more  smooth  by  the 
heaving  of  the  boat.  The  sea  makes  noises 
against  the  pier,  as  if  several  hippopotami  were 
lapping  at  it,  and  were  prevented  by  circum- 
stances over  which  tliey  had  no  control  from 
drinking  peaceably.  We,  the  boat,  become 
violently  agitated — rumble,  hum,  scream,  roar, 
and  establish  an  immense  family  washing-day  at 
each  paddle-box.  Bright  patches  break  out  in 
the  train  as  the  doors  of  the  post-office  vans  are 
opened,  and  instantly  stooping  figures  with  sacks 
upon  their  backs  begin  to  be  beheld  among  the 
piles,  descending,  as  it  would  seem,  in  ghostly 
procession,  to  Davy  Jones's  Locker.  The  pas- 
sengers come  on  board  ;  a  few  shadowy  French- 
men, with  hat-boxes  shaped  like  tl-^  stoppers  of 
gigantic  case-bottles;  a  few  shadowy  Germans 
in  immense  fur  coats  and  boots;  a  few  shadowy 
iMiglishmen  prepared  for  the  worst,  and  pretend- 
ing not  to  expect  it.  I  cannot  disguise  from  my 
uncommercial  mind  the  miserable  fact  that  we 
are  a  body  of  outcasts ;  that  the  attendants  on 
us  are  as  scant  in  number  as  may  serve  to  get 
rid  of  us  with  the  least  possible  delay ;  that  there 
are  no  night  loungers  interested  in  us ;  that  the 
unwilling  lamps  shiver  and  shudder  at  us;  that 
the  sole  object  is  to  commit  us  to  the  deep  and 
abandon  us.  Lo,  the  two  retl  eyes  glaring  in 
increasing  distance,  and  then  the  very  train  itself 
has  gone  to  bed  before  we  are  oft" ! 

What  is  the  moral  sujjport  derived  by  some 
sea-going  amateurs  from  an  umbrella  ?  Why  do 
certain  v03-agers  across  the  Channel  always  put 
up  that  article,  and  hold  it  up  with  a  grim  and 
fierce  tenacity  ?  A  fellow-creature  near  me — 
whom  I  only  know  to  Ic  a  fellow-creature  be- 
cause of  his  umbrella  :  without  which  he  might 
be  a  dark  bit  of  clifl",  pier,  or  bulk-head — clutches 
that  instrument  with  a  desperate  grasp,  that 
will  not  relax  until  he  lands  at  Calais.  Is  there 
any  analogy,  in  certain  constitutions,  between 
keeping  an  umbrella  up,  and  keeping  the  spirits 
up?  A  hawser  thrown  on  board  with  a  flop 
replies,  "Stand  byf"  "Stand  by,  below!" 
'■  Half  a  turn  ahead  !  "  "  Half  a  turn  ahead  ! " 
"  Half  speed  ! "  "  Half  speed  !  "  "  Port !  " 
"Port!"  '^Steady!"  "Steady!"  "Goon!" 
"Goon!" 
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A  stout  wooden  wedge  driven  in  at  my  right 
temple  and  out  at  my  left,  a  floating  deposit  of 
lukewarm  oil  in  my  throat,  and  a  compression 
of  the  bridge  of  my  nose  in  a  blunt  pair  of 
pincers,— these  are  the  personal  sensations  by 
which  I  know  we  are  off,  and  by  which  I  shall 
continue  to  know  it  until  I  am  on  the  soil  of 
?"rance.  My  symptoms  have  scarcely  esta- 
blished themselves  comfortably,  when  two  or 
three  skating  shadows,  that  have  been  trying  to 


walk  or  stand,  get  flung  together,  and  other  two 
or  three  shadows  in  tarpaulin  slide  with  them 
into  corners,  and  cover  them  up.  Then  the 
South  Foreland  lights  begin  to  hiccup  at  us  in  a 
way  that  bodes  no  good. 

It  is  about  this  period  that  my  detestation  of 
Calais  knows  no  bounds.  Inwardly  I  resolve 
afresh  that  I  never  will  forgive  that  hated  town. 
I  have  done  so  before,  many  times,  but  that  is 
past.     Let  me  register  a  vow.     Implacable  ani-_ 


TIIF.    WIND   BLOWS 


STIFFLY   FROM   THE   NOR'-EAST,    ....    AND  THE   SHAPELESS   PASSENGERS   LIE   ALOUT 
MELANCHOLY  BUNDLES." 


inosity  to  Calais  everm That  was  an  awk- 

vard  sea,  and  the  funnel  seems  of  my  opinion, 
for  it  gives  a  complaining  roar. 

The  wind  blows  stiffly  from  the  Nor'-East,  the 
!  ca  runs  high,  we  ship  a  deal  of  water,  the  night 
)s  dark  and  cold,  and  the  shapeless  passengers 
1  c  about  in  melancholy  bundles,  as  if  they  w^ere 
sorted  out  for  the  laundress;  but,  for  my  own 
I'.ncommercial  part,  I  cannot  pretend  that  I  am 
much  inconvenienced  by  any  of  these  things. 
A   general  howling  whistling  flopping  gurgling 


and  scoop  ing,  I  am  aware  of,  and  a  general 
knocking  about  of  Nature ;  but  the  impressions 
I  receive  are  very  vague.  In  a  sweet  faint  temper, 
something  like  the  smell  of  damaged  oranges,  I 
think  I  should  feel  languidly  benevolent  if  I  had 
time.  I  have  not  time,  because  I  am  under  a 
curious  compulsion  to  occupy  myself  with  tne 
Irish  melodies,  "  Rich  and  rare  were  the  gems 
she  wore,"  is  the  particular  melody  to  which  I 
find  myself  devoted.  I  sing  it  to  myself  in  the 
most  charming  manner,  and  with  the  greatest 
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exprcssion.  Now  and  then  I  raise  my  head  (I 
am  sittuig  on  the  hardest  of  wet  seats,  in  the 
most  uncomfortable  of  wet  attitudes,  but  I  don't 
mind  it),  and  notice  that  I  am  a  vvhirhng  shuttle- 
cock between  a  fiery  battledore  of  a  lighthouse 
on  the  French  coast,  and  a  fiery  battledore  of  a 
lighthouse  on  the  English  coast;  but  I  don't 
notice  it  particularly,  except  to  feel  envenomed 
in  my  hatred  of  Calais.  Then  I  go  on  again, 
"  Rich  and  rare  were  the  ge-ems  she-e-e-e  wore. 
And  a  briglit  gold  ring  on  her  wa-and  she  bo- 
ore,  But  O  her  beauty  was  fa-a-a-a-r  beyond" — 
I  am  particularly  proud  of  my  execution  here, 
when  I  become  aware  of  another  awkward  shock 
from  the  sea,  and  another  protest  from  the  funnel, 
and  a  fellow-creature  at  the  paddle-box  more 
audibly  indisposed  than  I  think  he  need  be — 
"  Her  sparkling  gems,  or  snow-white  wand.  But 
O  her  beauty  was  fa-a-a-a-a-r  beyond  " — another 
awkward  one  here,  and  the  fellow-creature  with 
the  umbrella  down  and  picked  up — "  Her  spa-a-r- 
kling  ge-ems,  or  her  Port !  port !  steady !  steady ! 
snow-white  fellow-creature  at  the  paddle-box  very 
selfishly  audible,  bump  roar  wash  white  wand." 
As  my  execution  of  the  Irish  melodies  par- 
takes of  my  imperfect  perceptions  of  what  is 
going  on  around  me,  so  what  is  going  on  around 
me  becomes  something  else  than  what  it  is.  The 
stokers  open  the  furnace  doors  below,  to  feed 
the  fires,  and  I  am  again  on  the  box  of  the  old 
Exeter  Telegraph  fast  coach,  and  that  is  the  light 
of  the  for-ever-extinguished  coach  lamps,  and 
the  gleam  on  the  hatches  and  paddle-boxes  is 
their  gleam  on  cottages  and  haystacks,  and  the 
monotonous  noise  of  the  engines  is  the  steady 
jingle  of  the  splendid  team.  Anon,  the  inter- 
mittent funnel  roar  of  protest  at  every  violent 
roll  becomes  the  regular  blast  of  a  high-pressure 
engine,  and  I  recognise  the  exceedingly  explo- 
sive steamer  in  which  I  ascended  the  Mississippi 
when  the  American  civil  war  was  not,  and  when 
only  its  causes  were.  A  fragment  of  mast  on 
which  the  light  of  a  lantern  falls,  an  end  of  rope, 
and  a  jerking  block  or  so,  become  suggestive  of 
Franconi's  Circus  at  Paris,  where  I  shall  be  this 
very  night  mayhap  (for  it  must  be  morning  now), 
and  they  dance  to  the  selfsame  time  and  tune  as 
the  trained  steed,  Black  Raven.  What  may  be 
the  speciality  of  these  waves  as  they  come  rush- 
ing on,  I  cannot  desert  the  pressing  demands 
made  upon  me  by  the  gems  she  wore  to  in- 
quire, but  they  are  charged  with  something  about 
Robinson  Crusoe,  and  1  think  it  was  in  Yar- 
mouth Roads  that  he  first  went  a  seafaring,  and 
was  near  foundering  (what  a  terrific  sound  that 
word  had  for  me  when  I  was  a  boy  !)  in  his  first 
gale  of  wind.  Still,  through  all  this,  I  must  ask 
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her  (who  was  she  I  wonder  ?)  for  the  fiftieth 
time,  and  without  ever  stopping,  Does  she  not 
fear  to  stray.  So  lone  and  lovely  through  this 
bleak  way.  And  are  Erin's  sons  so  good  or  so 
cold.  As  not  to  be  tempted  by  more  fellow- 
creatures  at  the  paddle-box  or  gold?  Sir  Knight 
I  feel  not  the  least  alarm,  No  son  of  Erin  will 
offer  me  harm,  For  though  they  love  fellow- 
creature  uith  umbrella  down  again  and  golden 
store.  Sir  Knight  they  what  a  tremendous  one  love 
honour  and  virtue  more  :  For  though  they  love 
Stewards  with  a  bull's  eye  bright,  they'll  trouble 
you  for  your  ticket,  sir — rough  passage  to-night ! 

I  freely  admit  it  to  be  a  miserable  piece  of 
human  weakness  and  inconsistency,  but  I  no 
sooner  become  conscious  of  those  last  words 
from  the  steward  than  I  begin  to  soften  towards 
Calais.  Whereas  I  have  been  vindictively  wish- 
ing that  those  Calais  burghers  who  came  out  of 
their  town  by  a  short  cut  into  the  History  of 
England,  with  those  fatal  ropes  round  their  necks 
by  which  they  have  since  been  towed  into  so 
many  cartoons,  had  all  been  hanged  on  the  spot, 
I  now  begin  to  regard  them  as  highly  respectable 
and  virtuous  tradesmen.  Looking  about  me,  I 
see  the  light  of  Cape  Grinez  well  astern  of  the 
boat  on  the  davits  to  leeward,  and  the  light  ot 
Calais  Harbour  undeniably  at  its  old  tricks,  but 
still  ahead  and  shining.  Sentiments  of  forgive- 
ness of  Calais,  not  to  say  of  attachment  to  Calais, 
begin  to  expand  my  bosom,  I  have  weak  notions 
that  I  will  stay  there  a  day  or  two  on  my  way 
back.  A  faded  and  recumbent  stranger,  pausing 
in  a  profound  reverie  over  the  rim  of  a  basin, 
asked  me  what  kind  of  place  Calais  is  ?  I  tell 
him  (Heaven  forgive  me  !)  a  very  agreeable  place 
indeed — rather  hilly  than  otherwise. 

So  strangely  goes  the  time,  and,  on  the  whole, 
so  quickly — though  still  I  seem  to  have  been  on 
board  a  week — that  I  am  bumped  rolled  gurgled 
washed  and  pitched  into  Calais  Harbour  before 
her  maiden  smile  has  finally  lighted  her  through 
the  Green  Isle,  When  blest  for  ever  is  she  who 
relied.  On  entering  Calais  at  the  top  of  the  tide. 
For  we  have  not  to  land  to-night  down  among 
those  slimy  timbers — covered  with  green  hair  as 
if  it  were  the  mermaids'  favourite  combing-place 
— where  one  crawls  to  the  surface  of  the  jetty 
like  a  stranded  shrimp,  but  we  go  steaming  up 
the  harbour  to  the  Railway  Station  Quay.  And 
as  we  go,  the  sea  washes  in  and  out  among  piles 
and  planks,  with  dead  heavy  beats,  and  in  quite 
a  furious  manner  (whereof  we  are  proud),  and 
the  lamps  shake  in  the  wind,  and  the  bells  of 
Calais  striking  One  seem  to  send  their  vibra- 
tions struggling  against  troubled  air,  as  we  have 
come  struggling  against  troubl&d  water.     And 
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now,  in  the  sudden  relief  and  wiping  of  faces, 
everybody  on  board  seems  to  have  had  a  pro- 
digious double  tooth  out,  and  to  be  this  very 
instant  free  of  the  Dentist's  hands.  And  now 
we  all  know,  for  the  first  time,  how  wet  and  cold 
we  are,  and  how  salt  we  are  ;  and  now  I  love 
Calais  with  my  heart  of  hearts  ! 

"  Hotel  Dessin  ! "  (but  in  this  one  case  it  is 
not  a  vocal  cry ;  it  is  but  a  bright  lustre  in  the 
eyes  of  the  cheery  representative  of  that  best  of 
inns).  "  Hotel  ]Meurice  !"  "  Hotel  de  France  !" 
"  Hotel  de  Calais  !  "  "  The  Royal  Hotel,  sir, 
Angaishe  ouse  !"  "You  going  to  Parry,  sir?" 
"  Your  baggage,  registair  froo,  sir  ?  "  Bless  ye, 
my  Touters,  bless  ye,  my  commissionaires,  bless 
ye,  my  hungry-eyed  mysteries  in  caps  of  a  mili- 
tary form,  who  are  always  here,  day  or  night,  fair 
weather  or  foul,  seeking  inscrutable  jobs  which  I 
never  see  you  get  !  Bless  ye,  my  Custom-House 
officers  in  green  and  grey ;  permit  me  to  grasp 
the  welcome  hands  that  descend  into  my  travel- 
ling bag,  one  on  each  side,  and  meet  at  the 
bottom  to  give  my  change  of  linen  a  peculiar 
shake  up,  as  if  it  were  a  measure  of  chafi:"  or 
grain  !  I  have  nothing  to  declare,  Monsieur  le 
Douanier,  except  that,  when  I  cease  to  breathe, 
Calais  will  be  found  written  on  my  heart.  No 
article  liable  to  local  duty  have  I  with  me,  Mon- 
sieur rOfiicier  de  I'Octroi,  unless  the  overflowing 
of  abreast  devoted  to  your  charming  town  should 
be  in  that  wise  chargeable.  Ah  !  see  at  the  gang- 
way by  the  twinkling  lantern,  my  dearest  brother 
and  friend,  he  once  of  the  Passport  Office,  he 
who  collects  the  names  !  May  he  be  for  ever 
changeless  in  his  buttoned  black  surtout,  with 
his  note-book  in  his  hand,  and  his  tall  black  hat 
surmounting  his  round  smiling  patient  face  !  Let 
us  embrace,  my  dearest  brother.  I  am  yours  a 
tout  jamais — for  the  whole  of  ever. 

Calais  up  and  doing  at  the  railway  station, 
and  Calais  down  and  dreaming  in  its  bed ; 
Calais  with  something  of  "  an  ancient  and  fish- 
like smell "  about  it,  and  Calais  blown  and  sea- 
washed  pure;  Calais  represented  at  the  Buffet 
by  savoury  roast  fowls,  hot  coffee,  cognac,  and 
bordeaux;  and  Calais  represented  everywhere 
by  flitting  persons  with  a  monomania  for  chang- 
ing money — though  I  never  shall  be  able  to 
understand,  in  my  present  state  of  existence, 
how  they  live  by  it,  but  I  suppose  I  should,  if 
I  understood  the  currency  question — Calais  en 
g}'os,  and  Calais  en  detail,  forgive  one  who  has 
deeply  wronged  you. — I  was  not  fully  aware  of 
it  on  the  other  side,  but  I  meant  Dover. 

Ding,  ding  !  To  the  carriages,  gentlemen  the 
travellers.  Ascend  then,  gentlemen  the  travel- 
lers, for  Hazebroucke,  Lille,  Douai,  Bruxelles, 


Arras,  Amiens,  and  Paris  !  I,  humble  repre- 
sentative of  the  uncommercial  interest,  ascend 
with  the  rest.  The  train  is  light  to-night,  and  I 
share  my  compartment  with  but  two  fellow- 
travellers;  one,  a  compatriot  in  an  obsolete 
cravat,  who  thinks  it  a  quite  unaccountable 
thing  that  they  don't  keep  "  London  time "  on 
a  French  railway,  and  who  is  made  angry  by 
my  modestly  suggesting  the  possibility  of  Paris 
time  being  more  in  their  way;  the  other,  a  young 
priest,  with  a  very  small  bird  in  a  very  small 
cage,  who  feeds  the  small  bird  with  a  quill,  and 
then  puts  him  up  in  the  network  above  his  head, 
where  he  advances  twittering  to  his  front  wires, 
and  seems  to  address  me  in  an  electioneering 
manner.  The  compatriot  (who  crossed  in  the 
boat,  and  whom  I  judge  to  be  some  person  of 
distinction,  as  he  was  shut  up,  like  a  stately 
species  of  rabbit,  in  a  private  hutch  on  deck) 
and  the  young  priest  (who  joined  us  at  Calais) 
are  soon  asleep,  and  then  the  bird  and  I  have  it 
all  to  ourselves. 

A  stormy  night  still ;  a  night  that  sweeps  the 
wires  of  the  electric  telegraph  with  a  wild  and 
fitful  hand ;  a  night  so  very  stormy,  with  the 
added  storm  of  the  train-progress  through  it, 
that  when  the  Guard  comes  clambering  round 
to  mark  the  tickets  while  we  are  at  full  speed  (a 
really  horrible  performance  in  an  express  train, 
though  he  holds  on  to  the  open  window  by  his 
elbows  in  the  most  deliberate  manner),  he  stands 
in  such  a  whirlwind  that  I  grip  him  fast  by  the 
collar,  and  feel  it  next  to  manslaughter  to  let 
him  go.  Still,  when  he  is  gone,  the  small  small 
bird  remains  at  his  front  wires  feebly  twittering  to 
me- — twittering  and  twittering,  until,  leaning  back 
in  my  place,  and  looking  at  him  in  drowsy  fasci- 
nation, I  find  that  he  seems  to  jog  my  memory 
as  we  rush  along. 

Uncommercial  travels  (thus  the  small  small 
bird)  have  lain  in  their  idle  thriftless  way  through 
all  this  range  of  swamp  and  dyke,  as  through  many 
other  odd  places ;  and  about  here,  as  you  very 
well  know,  are  the  queer  old  stone  farmhouses,  ap- 
proached by  drawbridges,  and  the  windmills  that 
you  get  at  by  boats.  Here  are  the  lands  where 
the  women  hoe  and  dig,  paddling  canoe-wise 
from  field  to  field,  and  here  are  the  cabarets  and 
other  peasant  houses  where  the  stone  dovecotes 
in  the  littered  yards  are  as  strong  as  warders' 
towers  in  old  castles.  Here  are  the  long  mono- 
tonous miles  of  canal,  with  the  great  Dutch-built 
barges  garishly  painted,  and  the  towing  girls, 
sometimes  harnessed  by  the  forehead,  sometimes 
by  the  girdle  and  the  shoulders,  not  a  pleasant 
sight  to  see.  Scattered  through  this  country  are 
mighty  works  of  Vauban,  whom  you  know  about, 
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and  regiments  of  such  corporals  as  you  heard  of 
once  upon  a  time,  and  many  a  bhie-eyed  Bebelle. 
Through  these  flat  districts,  in  the  shining  summer 
days,  Avalk  those  long  grotesque  files  of  young 
novices  in  enormous  shovel  hats,  whom  you  re- 
member blackening  the  ground  chequered  by 
the  avenues  of  leafy  trees.  And  now  that  Haze- 
broucke  slumbers  certain  kilometres  ahead,  recall 
the  summer  evening  when  your  dusty  feet,  stroll- 
ing up  from  the  station,  tended  hap-hazard  to  a 
Fair  there,  where  the  oldest  inhabitants  were 
circling  round  and  round  a  barrel-organ  on  hobby- 
horses with  the  greatest  gravity,  and  where  the 
principal  show  in  the  fair  was  a  Religious  Richard- 
son's— literally,  on  its  own  announcement  in  great 
letters,  Theatre  Religieux.  In  which  improv- 
ing Temple  the  dramatic  representation  was  of 
"all  the  interesting  events  in  the  life  of  our  Lord, 
from  the  Manger  to  the  Toinb;"  the  principal 
female  character,  without  any  reservation  or  ex- 
ception, being,  at  the  moment  of  your  arrival, 
engaged  in  trimming  the  external  IModerators 
(as  it  was  growing  dusk),  while  the  next  principal 
female  character  took  the  money,  and  the  Young 
St.  John  disported  himself  upside  down  on  the 
jjlatform. 

Looking  up  at  this  point  to  confirm  the  small 
small  bird  in  every  particular  he  has  mentioned, 
I  find  he  has  ceased  to  twitter,  and  has  put  his 
head  under  his  wing.  Therefore,  in  my  different 
way,  I  follow  the  good  example. 


XVIIL 


SOME  RECOLLECTIONS  OF  MORTALITY. 

LIAD  parted  from  the  small  bird  at 
somewhere  about  four  o'clock  in  the 
morning,  when  he  had  got  out  at 
Arras,  and  had  been  received  by  two 
bhovel  hats  in  waiting  at  the  station, 
who  presented  an  appropriately  orni- 
^■^  thological  and  crow-like  appearance. 
(y  My  compatriot  and   I   had  gone  on  to 

Paris;  my  compatriot  enlightening  me  occa- 
sionally with  a  long  list  of  the  enormous  griev- 
ances of  French  railway  travelling  :  every  one  of 
which,  as  I  am  a  sinner,  was  jjcrfectly  new  to 
me,  though  I  have  as  much  experience  of  French 
railways  as  most  uncommercials.  I  had  left 
him  at  the  terminus  (through  his  conviction, 
against  all  explanation  and  remonstrance,  that 
his_  baggage  ticket  was  his  passenger  ticket), 
insisting  in  a  very  high  temper,  to  the  functionary 
on  duty,  that  in  his  own  personal  identity  he 


was  four  packages  weighing  so  many  kilogrammes 
— as  if  he  had  been  Cassim  Baba  !  I  had  bathed 
and  breakfasted,  and  was  strolling  on  the  bright 
quays.  The  subject  of  my  meditations  was  the 
question  whether  it  is  positively  in  the  essence 
and  nature  of  things,  as  a  certain  school  of 
Britons  would  seem  to  think  it,  that  a  Capital 
must  be  ensnared  and  enslaved  before  it  can  be 
made  beautiful  :  when  I  lifted  up  my  eyes,  and 
found  that  my  feet,  straying  like  my  mind,  had 
brought  me  to  Notre-Dame. 

That  is  to  say,  Notre-Dame  was  before 
me,  but  there  was  a  large  open  space  between 
us.  A  very  little  while  gone,  I  had  left  that 
space  covered  with  buildings  densely  crowded ; 
and  now  it  was  cleared  for  some  new  wonder  in 
the  way  of  public  Street,  Place,  Garden.  Foun- 
tain, or  all  four.  Only  the  obscene  little  ]\Iorgue, 
slinking  on  the  brink  of  the  river,  and  soon  to 
come  down,  was  left  there,  looking  mortally 
ashamed  of  itself,  and  supremely  wicked,  i 
had  but  glanced  at  this  old  acquaintance,  when 
I  beheld  an  airy  procession  coming  round  in 
front  of  Notre-Dame,  past  the  great  hospital. 
It  had  something  of  a  JMasaniello  look,  with 
fluttering  striped  curtains  in  the  midst  of  it,  and 
it  came  dancing  round  the  cathedral  in  the  live- 
liest manner. 

I  was  speculating  on  a  marriage  in  Blouse-life, 
or  a  Christening,  or  some  other  domestic  fes- 
tivity which  I  would  see  out,  when  I  found,  from 
the  talk  of  a  quick  rush  of  Blouses  past  me,  that 
it  was  a  Body  coming  to  the  jNIorgue.  Having 
never  before  chanced  upon  this  initiation,  I  con- 
stituted myself  a  Blouse  likewise,  and  ran  into 
the  Morgue  with  the  rest.  It  was  a  very  muddy 
day,  and  we  took  in  a  quantity  of  mire  with  us, 
and  the  procession,  coming  in  upon  our  heels, 
brought  a  quantity  more.  The  procession  was 
in  the  highest  spirits,  and  consisted  of  idlers  who 
had  come  with  the  curtained  litter  from  its  start- 
ing-place, and  of  all  the  reinforcements  it  had 
picked  up  by  the  way.  It  set  the  litter  down  in 
tlie  midst  of  the  Morgue,  and  then  two  Custodians 
proclaimed  aloud  that  we  were  all  "  in\-ited  "  to 
go  out.  This  invitation  was  rendered  the  more 
l)ressing,  if  not  the  more  flattering,  by  our  being 
shoved  out,  and  the  folding  gates  being  barred 
upon  us. 

Those  who  have  never  seen  the  Morgue  may 
see  it  perfectly,  by  presenting  to  themselves  an 
indifterently-paved  coach-house,  accessible  from 
the  street  by  a  pair  of  folding  gates ;  on  the  left 
of  the  coach-house,  occupying  its  width,  any 
large  London  tailor's  or  linendraper's  plate-glass 
window  reaching  to  the  ground;  within  the 
window,  on  two  rows  of  inclined  planes,  what 
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the  coach-house  has  to  show ;  hanging  above, 
like  irregular  stalactites  from  the  roof  of  a  cave, 
a  quantity  of  clothes — the  clothes  of  the  dead- 
and-buried  shows  of  the  coach-house. 

We  had  been  excited  in  the  highest  degree  by 
seeing  the  Custodians  pull  off  their  coats  and 
tuck  up  their  shirt-sleeves  as  the  procession  came 
along.  It  looked  so  interestingly  like  business. 
Shut  out  in  the  muddy  street,  we  now  became 
quite  ravenous  to  know  all  about  it.  Was  it 
river,  pistol,  knife,  love,  gambling,  robbery, 
hatred,  how  many  stabs,  how  many  bullets,  fresh 
or  decomposed,  suicide  or  murder  ?  All  wedged 
together,  and  all  staring  at  one  another  with  our 
heads  thrust  forward,  we  propounded  these 
inquiries,  and  a  hundred  more  such.  Imper- 
ceptibly it  came  to  be  known  that  Monsieur  the 
tall  and  sallow  mason  yonder  was  acquainted 
with  the  facts.  Would  Monsieur  the  tall  and 
sallow  mason,  surged  at  by  a  new  wave  of  us, 
have  the  goodness  to  impart  ?  It  was  but  a 
poor  old  man,  passing  along  the  street  under 
one  of  the  new  buildings,  on  whom  a  stone  had 
lallen,  and  who  had  tumbled  dead.  His  age  ? 
Another  wave  surged  up  against  the  tall  and 
sallow  mason,  and  our  wave  swept  on  and  broke, 
and  he  was  any  age  from  sixty-five  to  ninety. 

An  old  man  was  not  much  :  moreover,  we 
could  have  wished  he  had  been  killed  by  human 
agency — his  own,  or  somebody  else's  :  the  latter 
])referable — but  our  comfort  was  that  he  had 
nothing  about  him  to  lead  to  his  identification, 
and  that  his  people  must  seek  him  here.  Per- 
haps they  were  waiting  dinner  for  him  even  now  ? 
We  liked  that.  Such  of  us  as  had  pocket-hand- 
kerchiefs took  a  slow,  intense,  protracted  wipe 
at  our  noses,  and  then  crammed  our  handker- 
chiefs into  the  breast  of  our  blouses.  Others  of 
us  who  had  no  handkerchiefs  administered  a 
similar  relief  to  our  overwrought  minds,  by  means 
of  prolonged  smears  or  wipes  of  our  mouths  on 
our  sleeves.  One  man  with  a  gloomy  malforma- 
tion of  brow — a  homicidal  worker  in  white-lead, 
to  judge  from  his  blue  tone  of  colour,  and  a 
certain  flavour  of  paralysis  pervading  him — got 
his  coat  collar  between  his  teeth,  and  bit  at  it 
with  an  appetite.  Several  decent  women  arrived 
upon  the  outskirts  of  the  crowd,  and  prepared 
to  launch  themselves  into  the  dismal  coach-house 
when  opportunity  should  come ;  among  them,  a 
pretty  young  mother,  pretending  to  bite  the  fore- 
finger of  her  baby  boy,  kept  it  between  her  rosy 
lips  that  it  might  be  handy  for  guiding  to  point 
at  the  show.  Meantime,  all  faces  were  turned 
towards  the  building,  and  we  men  waited  with  a 
fixed  and  stern  resolution  :  for  the  most  part 
with  folded  arms.     Surely,  it  was  the  only  pubhc 


French  sight  these  uncommercial  eyes  had  seen, 
at  which  the  expectant  people  did  not  form 
en  queue.  But  there,  was  no  such  order  of 
arrangement  here  ;  nothing  but  a  general  deter- 
mination to  make  a  rush  for  it,  and  a  disposition 
to  object  to  some  boys  who  had  mounted  on 
the  two  stone  posts  by  the  hinges  of  the  gates, 
with  the  design  of  swooping  in  when  the  hingc^ 
should  turn. 

Now  they  turned,  and  we  rushed !  Great. 
pressure,  and  a  scream  or  two  from  the  front. 
Then  a  laugh  or  two,  some  expressions  of  dis- 
appointment, and  a  slackening  of  the  pressure 
and  subsidence  of  the  struggle. — Old  man  not 
there. 

"  But  what  would  you  have  ?  "  the  Custodian 
reasonably  argues  as  he  looks  out  at  his  little 
door.  "  Patience,  patience !  We  make  his 
toilet,  gentlemen.  He  will  be  exposed  presently. 
It  is  necessary  to  proceed  according  to  rule. 
His  toilet  is  not  made  all  at  a  blow.  He  will 
be  exposed  in  good  time,  gentlemen,  in  good 
time."  And  so  retires,  smoking,  with  a  wave  of 
his  sleeveless  arm  towards  the  window,  import- 
ing, "  Entertain  yourselves  meanwhile  with  the 
other  curiosities.  Fortunately  the  INIuseum  is 
not  empty  to-day." 

Who  would  have  thought  of  i)ublic  fickleness 
even  at  the  Morgue  ?  But  there  it  was  on  that 
occasion.  Three  lately  popular  articles,  that 
had  been  attracting  greatly  when  the  litter  was 
first  descried  coming  dancing  round  the  corner 
by  the  great  cathedral,  were  so  completely  de- 
posed now,  that  nobody  save  two  little  girh 
(one  showing  them  to  a  doll)  would  look  at  them. 
Yet  the  chief  of  the  three,  the  article  in  the  front 
rov,',  had  received  jagged  injury  of  the  left 
temple ;  and  the  other  two  in  the  back  row,  the 
drowned  two  lying  side  by  side  with  their  heads 
very  slightly  turned  towards  each  other,  seemed 
to  be  comparing  notes  about  it.  Indeed,  those 
two  of  the  back  row  were  so  furtive  of  appear- 
ance, and  so  (in  their  puffed  way)  assassinatingl)- 
knowing  as  to  the  one  of  the  front,  that  it  was 
hard  to  think  the  three  had  never  come  together 
in  their  lives,  and  were  only  chance  companions 
after  death.  Whether  or  no  this  was  the  general, 
as  it  was  the  uncommercial,  fancy,  it  is  not  to 
be  disputed  that  the  group  had  drawn  exceed- 
ingly within  ten  minutes.  Yet  now  the  incon- 
stant public  turned  its  back  upon  them,  and 
even  leaned  its  elbows  carelessly  against  the  bar 
outside  the  window,  and  shook  off  the  mud 
from  its  shoes,  and  also  lent  and  borrowed  fire 
for  pipes. 

Custodian  re-enters  from  his  door.  "  Again 
once,   gentlemen,   you   are   invited "      No 
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farther  invitation  necessary.  Ready  dash  into 
the  street.  Toilet  finished.  Old  man  coming 
out. 

This  time,  the  interest  was  grown  too  hot  to 
admit  of  toleration  of  the  boys  on  the  stone 
posts.  The  homicidal  white-lead  worker  made 
a  pounce  upon  one  boy  who  was  hoisting  him- 
self up,  and  brought  him  to  earth  amidst  general 
commendation.  Closely  stowed  as  we  were,  we 
yet  formed  into  groups — groups  of  conversation, 
without  separation  from  the  mass — to  discuss 
the  old  man.  Rivals  of  the  tall  and  sallow 
mason  sprang  into  being,  and  here,  again,  was 
popular  inconstancy.  These  rivals  attracted 
audiences,  and  were  greedily  listened  to  ;  and 
whereas  they  had  derived  their  information  solely 
from  the  tall  and  sallow  one,  officious  members 
of  the  crowd  now  sought  to  enlighten  him  on 
their  authority.  Changed  by  this  social  experi- 
ence into  an  iron-visaged  and  inveterate  misai> 
thrope,  the  mason  glared  at  mankind,  and 
evidently  cherished  in  his  breast  the  wish  that 
the  whole  of  the  present  company  could  change 
places  with  the  deceased  old  man.  And  now 
listeners  became  inattentive,  and  people  made  a 
start  forward  at  a  slight  sound,  and  an  unholy 
fire  kindled  in  the  public  eye,  and  those  next 
the  gates  beat  at  them  impatiently,  as  if  they 
were  of  the  cannibal  species  and  hungry. 

Again  the  hinges  creaked,  and  we  rushed. 
Disorderly  pressure  for  some  time  ensued  before 
the  uncommercial  unit  got  figured  into  the  front 
row  of  the  sum.  It  was  strange  to  see  so  much 
heat  and  uproar  seething  about  one  poor  spare 
white-haired  old  man,  quiet  for  evermore.  He 
was  calm  of  feature  and  undisfigured.  as  he  lay 
on  his  back — having  been  struck  upon  the  hinder 
part  of  the  head,  and  thrown  forward — and 
something  like  a  tear  or  two  had  started  from 
the  closed  eyes,  and  lay  wet  upon  the  face.  The 
uncommercial  interest,  sated  at  a  glance,  directed 
itself  upon  the  striving  crowd  on  either  side  and 
behind :  wondering  whether  one  might  have 
guessed,  from  the  expression  of  those  faces 
merely,  what  kind  of  sight  they  were  looking  at. 
The  differences  of  expression  were  not  many. 
There  was  a  little  pity,  but  not  much,  antl  that 
mostly  with  a  selfish  touch  in  it — as  who  would 
say,  "  Shall  I,  poor  I,  look  like  that  when  the 
time  comes  ?  "  There  was  more  of  a  secretly- 
brooding  contemplation  and  curiosity,  as,  "  That 
man  I  don't  like,  and  have  the  grudge  against ; 
would  such  be  his  appearance,  if  some  one — not 
to  mention  names — by  any  chance  gave  him  an 
ugly  knock  ?  "  There  was  a  wolfish  stare  at  the 
object,  in  which  the  homicidal  white-lead  worker 
shone    conspicuous.      And  there   was  a   much 


more  general,  purposeless,  vacant  staring  at  it — 
hke  looking  at  wax-work  without  a  catalogue, 
and  not  knowing  what  to  make  of  it.  But  all 
these  expressions  concurred  in  possessing  the 
one  underlying  expression  of  iooking  at  something 
that  could  not  return  a  look.  The  uncommercial 
notice  had  established  this  as  very  remarkable, 
when  a  new  pressure  all  at  once  coming  up  from 
the  street  pinioned  him  ignominiously,  and 
hurried  him  into  the  arms  (now  sleeved  again) 
of  the  Custodian  smoking  at  his  door,  and 
answering  questions,  between  puffs,  with  a  cer- 
tain placid  meritorious  air  of  not  being  proud, 
though  high  in  office.  And,  mentioniivg  pride, 
it  may  be  observed,  by  the  way,  that  one  could 
not  well  help  investing  the  original  sole  occupant 
of  the  front  row  with  an  air  depreciatory  of  the 
legitimate  attraction  of  the  poor  old  man  :  while 
the  two  in  the  second  row  seemed  to  exult  at 
his  superseded  popularity. 

Pacing  presently  round  the  garden  of  the 
Tower  of  St.  Jacques  de  la  Boucherie,  and  pre- 
sently again  in  front  of  the  Hotel  de  Vilfe,  I 
called  to  mind  a  certain  desolate  open-air 
iNIorgue  that  I  happened  to  light  upon  in  Lon- 
don, one  day  in  the  hard  winter  of  1861,  and 
which  seemed  as  strange  to  me,  at  the  time  of 
seeing  it,  as  if  I  had  found  it  in  China.  Towards 
that  hour  of  a  winter's  afternoon  when  the  lamp- 
lighters are  beginning  to  light  the  lamps  in  the 
streets  a  little  before  they  are  wanted,  because 
the  darkness  thickens  fast  and  soon,  I  was  walk- 
ing in  from  the  country  on  the  northern  side  of 
the  Regent's  Park — iiard  frozen  and  deserted — 
when  I  saw  an  empty  Hansom  cab  drive  up  to 
the  lodge  at  Gloucester  Gate,  and  the  driver 
with  great  agitation  call  to  the  man  there  :  who 
quickly  reached  a  long  pole  from  a  tree,  and, 
deftly  collared  by  the  driver,  jumped  to  the  step 
of  his  little  seat,  and  so  the  Hansom  rattled  out 
at  the  gate,  galloping  over  the  iron-bound  road. 
I  followed  running,  though  not  so  fast  but  that 
when  I  came  to  the  right-hand  Canal  Bridge, 
near  the  cross-path  to  Chalk  Farm,  the  Hansom 
was  stationary,  the  horse  was  smoking  hot,  the 
long  pole  was  idle  on  the  ground,  and  the  driver 
and  the  park-keeper  were  looking  over  the  bridge 
parapet.  Looking  over  too,  I  saw,  lying  on  the 
towing-path,  with  her  face  turned  up  towards  us, 
a  woman,  dead  a  day  or  two,  ami  under  thirty, 
as  I  guessed,  poorly  dressed  in  black.  The  feet 
were  lightly  crossed  at  the  ankles,  and  the  dark 
hair,  all  pushed  back  from  the  face,  as  though 
that  had  been  the  last  action  of  her  desperate 
hands,  streamed  over  the  ground.  Dabbled  all 
about  her  were  the  water  and  the  broken  ice 
that    had   dropped   from   her   dress,   and   had 
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splashed  as  she  was  got  out.  The  poHceman 
who  had  just  got  her  out,  and  the  passing  coster- 
monger  who  had  helped  him,  were  standing  near 
the  body  ;  the  latter  Avith  that  stare  at  it  which 
I  have  likened  to  being  at  a  wax-work  exhibition 
without  a  catalogue ;  the  former  looking  over  his 
stock,  with  professional  stiffness  and  coolness, 
in  the  direction  in  which  the  bearers  he  had  sent 
for  were  expected.  ©  So  dreadfully  forlorn,  so 
dreadfully  sad,  so  dreadfully  mysterious,  the 
spectacle  of  our  dear  sister  here  departed  !  A 
barge  came  up,  breaking  the  floating  ice  and  the 
silence,  and  a  woman  steered  it.  The  man  with 
the  horse  that  towed  it  cared  so  little  for  the 
body,  that  the  stumbling  hoofs  had  been  among 
the  hair,  and  the  tow-rope  had  caught  and  turned 
the  head,  before  our  cry  of  horror  took  him 
to  the  bridle.  At  which  sound  the  steering 
woman  looked  up  at  us  on  the  bridge  with  con- 
tempt unutterable,  and  then  looking  down  at 
the  body  with  a  similar  expression — as  if  it  were 
made  in  another  likeness  from  herself,  had  been 
informed  with  other  passions,  had  been  lost  by 
other  chances,  had  had  another  nature  dragged 
down  to  perdition — steered  a  spurning  streak  of 
mud  at  it,  and  passed  on. 

A  better  experience,  but  also  of  the  Morgue 
kind,  in  which  chance  happily  made  me  useful 
in  a  slight  degree,  arose  to  my  remembrance  as 
I  took  my  way  by  the  Boulevard  de  Sebastopol 
to  the  brighter  scenes  of  Paris. 

The  thing  happened,  say,  five-and-twenty 
years  ago.  I  was  a  modest  young  uncommer- 
cial then,  and  timid  and  inexperienced.  Many 
suns  and  winds  have  browned  me  in  the  line, 
but  those  were  my  pale  days.  Having  newly 
taken  the  lease  of  a  house  in  a  certain  distin- 
guished metropolitan  parish — a  house  which 
then  appeared  to  me  to  be  a  frightfully  lirst- 
class  Family  Mansion,  involving  awful  responsi- 
bilities— I  became  the  prey  of  a  Beadle.  I  think 
the  Beadle  must  have  seen  me  going  in  or 
coming  out,  and  must  have  observed  that  I 
tottered  under  the  weight  of  my  grandeur.  Or 
he  may  have  been  hiding  under  straw  when  I 
bought  my  first  horse  (in  the  desirable  stable- 
yard  attached  to  the  first-class  Family  Mansion), 
and  when  the  vendor  remarked  to  me,  in  an 
original  manner,  on  bringing  him  for  approval, 
taking  his  cloth  off  and  smacking  him,  "There, 
sir  !  There's  a  Orse  !  "  And  when  I  said  gal- 
lantly, "  How  much  do  you  want  for  him  ?  "  and 
when  the  vendor  said,  "No  more  than  sixty 
gumeas  from  you;"  and  when  I  said  smartly, 
"Why  not  more  than  sixty  from  vieV  And 
when  he  said  crushingly,  "  Because,  upon  my 
soul  and  body,  he'd  be   considered   cheap  at 


seventy  by  one  who  understood  the  subject — 
but  you  don't." — I  say,  the  Beadle  may  have 
been  in  hiding  under  straw  when  this  disgrace 
befell  me,  or  he  may  have  noted  that  I  was  too 
raw  and  young  an  Atlas  to  carry  the  first-class 
Family  Mansion  in  a  knowing  manner.  Be  this 
as  it  may,  the  Beadle  did  what  Melancholy  diil 
to  the  youth  in  Gray's  Elegy — he  marked  me  for 
his  own.  And  the  way  in  which  the  Beadle  did 
it  was  this  :  he  summoned  me  as  a  Juryman  on 
his  Coroner's  Inquests. 

In  my  first  feverish  alarm  I  repaired  "for 
safety  and  for  succour" — like  those  sagacious 
Northern  shepherds  who,  having  had  no  pre- 
vious reason  whatever  to  believe  in  young 
Norval,  very  prudently  did  not  originate  the 
hazardous  idea  of  believing  in  him — to  a  deep 
householder.  This  profound  man  informed  me 
that  the  Beadle  counted  on  my  buying  him  off ; 
on  my  bribing  him  not  to  summon  me ;  and 
that  if  I  would  attend  an  Inquest  with  a  cheerful 
countenance,  and  profess  alacrity  in  that  branch 
of  my  country's  service,  the  Beadle  would  be 
disheartened,  and  would  give  up  the  game. 

I  roused  my  energies,  and,  the  next  time  the 
wily  Beadle  summoned  me,  I  went.  The  Beadle 
was  the  blankest  Beadle  I  have  ever  looked  on 
when  I  answered  to  my  name,  and  his  dis- 
comfiture gave  me  courage  to  go  through 
with  it. 

We  were  empanelled  to  inquire  concerning  the 
death  of  a  very  little  mite  of  a  child.  It  was  the 
old  miserable  story.  Whether  the  mother  had 
committed  the  minor  oftence  of  concealing  the 
birth,  or  whether  she  had  committed  the  major 
offence  of  killing  the  child,  was  the  question  on 
which  we  were  wanted.  We  must  commit  her 
on  one  of  the  two  issues. 

The  Inquest  came  off  in  the  parish  work- 
house, and  I  have  yet  a  lively  impression  that  I 
was  unanimously  received  by  my  brother  Jury- 
men as  a  brother  of  the  utmost  conceivable 
insignificance.  Also  that,  before  we  began,  a 
broker  who  had  lately  cheated  me  fearfully  in 
the  matter  of  a  pair  of  card-tables,  was  for  the 
utmost  rigour  of  the  law.  I  remember  that  we 
sat  in  a  sort  of  board-room,  on  such  very  large 
square  horsehair  chairs  that  I  wondered  wh.at 
race  of  Patagonians  they  were  made  for ;  and 
further,  that  an  undertaker  gave  me  his  card 
when  we  were  in  the  full  moral  freshness  of 
having  just  been  sworn,  as  "  an  inhabitant  tliat 
was  newly  come  into  the  parish,  and  was  likely 
to  have  a  young  family."  The  case  was  then 
stated  to  us  by  the  Coroner,  and  then  we  went 
down-stairs— led  by  the  plotting  Beadle — to 
view  the  body.    From  that  day  to  this,  the  poor 
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little  figure,  on  which  that  sounding  legal  appel- 
lation was  bestowed,  has  lain  in  the  same  place, 
and  with  the  same  surroundings,  to  my  thinking. 
In  a  kind  of  crypt  devoted  to  the  warehousing 
of  the  parochial  coffins,  and  in  the  midst  of  a 
perfect  Panorama  of  coffins  of  all  sizes,  it  was 
stretched  on  a  box  ;  the  mother  had  put  it  in  her 
box — this  box — almost  as  soon  as  it  was  born, 
and  it  had  been  presently  found  there.  It  had 
been  opened,  and  neatly  sewn  up,  and,  regarded 
from  that  point  of  view,  it  looked  like  a  stuffed 
creature.  It  rested  on  a  clean  white  cloth, 
witli  a  surgical  instrument  or  so  at  hand,  and, 
regarded  from  that  point  of  view,  it  looked  as  if 
the  cloth  were  "  laid,"  and  the  Giant  were 
coming  to  dinner.  There  was  nothing  repellent 
about  the  poor  piece  of  innocence,  and  it  de- 
manded a  mere  form  of  looking  at.  So,  we 
looked  at  an  old  pauper  who  was  going  about 
among  the  coffins  with  a  foot-rule,  as  if  he  were 
a  case  of  Self-Measurement ;  and  we  looked  at 
one  another ;  and  we  said  the  place  was  well 
whitewashed  anyhow;  and  then  our  conver- 
sational powers  as  a  British  Jury  flagged,  and  the 
foreman  said,  "  All  right,  gentlemen  ?  Back 
again,  Mr.  Beadle  ! " 

The  miserable  young  creature  who  had  given 
birth  to  this  child  within  a  very  few  days, 
and  who  had  cleaned  the  cold  wet  door-steps 
immediately  afterwards,  was  brought  before  us 
when  we  resumed  our  horsehair  chairs,  and  was 
present  during  the  proceedings.  She  had  a 
horsehair  chair  herself,  being  very  weak  and  ill ; 
and  I  remember  how  she  turned  to  the  unsym- 
pathetic nurse  who  attended  her,  and  who  might 
have  been  the  figure-head  of  a  pauper  ship,  and 
Jaow  she  hid  her  face  and  sobs  and  tears  upon 
that  wooden  shoulder.  I  remember,  too,  how 
hard  her  mistress  was  upon  her  (she  was  a  ser- 
■\ant-of-all-work),  and  with  w'hat  a  cruel  perti- 
nacity that  piece  of  Virtue  spun  her  thread  of 
evidence  double,  by  intertwisting  it  with  the 
sternest  thread  of  construction.  Smitten  hard 
by  the  terrible  low  wail  from  the  utterly  friend- 
less orphan  girl,  which  never  ceased  during  the 
whole  inquiry,  I  took  heart  to  ask  this  witness  a 
question  or  two,  which  hopefully  admitted  of-an 
answer  that  might  give  a  favourable  turn  to  the 
case.  She  made  the  turn  as  little  favourable  as 
it  could  be,  but  it  did  some  good,  and  the 
Coroner,  who  was  nobly  ])atient  and  humane 
(he  was  the  late  ]Mr.  Wakley),  cast  a  look  of 
strong  encouragement  in  my  direction.  Then 
we  had  the  doctor  who  had  made  the  examina- 
tion, and  the  usual  tests  as  to  whether  the  child 
was  born  alive ;  but  he  was  a  timid  muddle- 
headed  doctor,  and  got  confused  and  contra- 


dictory, and  wouldn't  say  this,  and  couldn't 
answer  for  that,  and  the  immaculate  broker  was 
too  much  for  him,  and  our  side  slid  back  again. 
However,  I  tried  again,  and  the  Coroner  backed 
me  again,  for  which  I  ever  afterwards  felt  grate- 
ful to  him,  as  I  do  now  to  his  memory ;  and  we 
got  another  favourable  turn  out  of  some  other 
witness,  some  member  of  the  family  with  a 
strong  prepossession  against  the  sinner ;  and  I 
think  we  had  the  doctor  back  again ;  and  I 
know  that  the  Coroner  summed  up  for  our  side, 
and  that  I  and  my  British  brothers  turned  round 
to  discuss  our  verdict,  and  get  ourselves  into 
great  difficulties  with  our  large  chairs  and  the 
broker.  At  that  stage  of  the  case  I  tried  hard 
again,  being  convinced  that  I  had  cause  for  it ; 
and  at  last  we  found  for  the  minor  offence  of 
only  concealing  the  birth  ;  and  the  poor  desolate 
creature,  who  had  been  taken  out  during  our 
deliberation,  being  brought  in  again  to  be  told 
of  the  verdict,  then  dropped  upon  her  knees 
before  us,  with  protestations  that  we  were  right 
— protestations  among  the  most  affecting  that  I 
have  ever  heard  in  my  life — and  was  carried 
away  insensible. 

(In  private  conversation  after  this  was  all 
over,  the  Coroner  showed  me  his  reasons,  as  a 
trained  surgeon,  for  perceiving  it  to  be  impos- 
sible that  the  child  could,  under  the  most  favour- 
able circumstances,  have  drawn  many  breaths, 
in  the  very  doubtt'ul  case  of  its  having  ever 
breathed  at  all ;  this,  owing  to  the  discovery  of 
some  foreign  matter  in  the  windpipe,  quite  irre- 
concilable with  many  moments  of  life.) 

When  the  agonised  girl  had  made  those  final 
protestations,  I  had  seen  her  face,  and  it  was  in 
unison  with  her  distracted  heart-broken  voice, 
and  it  was  very  moving.  It  certainly  did  not 
impress  me  by  any  beauty  that  it  had,  and  if  I 
ever  see  it  again  in  another  world  I  shall  only 
know  it  by  the  help  of  some  new  sense  or  intel- 
ligence. But  it  came  to  me  in  my  sleep  that 
night,  and  I  selfishly  dismissed  it  in  the  most 
efficient  way  I  could  think  of.  I  caused  some 
extra  care  to  be  taken  of  her  in  the  prison,  and 
counsel  to  be  retained  for  her  defence  when  she 
was  tried  at  the  Old  Bailey ;  and  her  sentence 
was  lenient,  and  her  history  and  conduct  proved 
that  it  was  right.  In  doing  the  little  I  did  for 
her,  I  remember  to  have  had  the  kind  help  of 
some  gentle-hearted  functionary  to  whom  I  ad- 
dressed myself — but  what  functionary  I  have 
long  forgotten — who  I  suppose  was  officially 
present  at  the  Inquest. 

I  regard  this  as  a  very  notable  uncommercial 
experience,  because  this  good  came  of  a  Beadle. 
And,  to  the  best  of  my  knowledge,  information, 
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and  belief,  it  is  the  only  good  that  ever  did  come 
of  a  Beadle  since  the  tirst  Beadle  put  on  his 
cocked-hat. 


XIX. 


BIRTHDAY  CELEBRATIONIS. 


T  T  came  into  my  mind  that  I  would  recall  in 
J-  these  notes  a  few  of  the  many  hostelries  I 
Iiave  rested  at  in  the  course  of  my  journeys  j 


and.  indeed,  I  had  taken  up  my  pen  for  the  pur- 
pose, when  I  was  baffled  by  an  accidental  cir- 
cumstance. It  was  the  having  to  leave  off,  to 
wish  the  owner  of  a  certain  bright  face  that  looked 
in  at  my  door  "  many  happy  returns  of  the  day." 
Thereupon  a  new  thought  came  into  my  mind, 
driving  its  predecessor  out,  and  I  began  to  recall 
— instead  of  Inns — the  birthdays  that  I  have 
put  up  at,  on  my  way  to  this  present  sheet  of 
paper. 

I  can  very  well  remember  being  taken  out  to 
visit  some  peach-faced  creature  in  a  blue  sash, 


"THEN   DROPPED   UPON   HER  KNEES   BEFORE   US,  WITH   PROTESTATIONS   THAT  WE   WERE   RIGHT." 


and  shoes  to  correspond,  whose  life  I  supposed 
to  consist  entirely  of  birthdays.  Upon  seed- 
cake, sweet  wine,  and  shining  presents,  that 
glorified  young  person  seemed  to  me  to  be  ex- 
clusively reared.  At  so  early  a  stage  of  my 
travels  did  I  assist  at  the  anniversary  of  her 
nativity  (and  become  enamoured  of  her),  that  I 
had  not  yet  acquired  the  recondite  knowledge 
tliat  a  birthday  is  the  common  property  of  all 
who  are  born,  but  supposed  it  to  be  a  special 


gift  bestowed  by  the  favouring  Heavens  on  that 
one  distinguished  infant.  There  was  no  other 
company,  and  we  sat  in  a  shady  bower — under 
a  table,  as  my  better  (or  worse)  knowledge  leads 
me  to  believe — and  were  regaled  with  saccharine 
substances  and  liquids,  until  it  was  time  to  part. 
A  bitter  powder  was  administered  to  me  next 
morning,  and  I  was  wretched.  On  the  whole,  a 
pretty  accurate  foreshadowing  of  my  more  mature 
experiences  in  such  wise  ! 


THE  ORRERY  AND  THE  HAMPER. 


Then  came  the  time  when,  inseparable  from 
one's  own  birthday,  was  a  certain  sense  of 
merit,  a  consciousness  of  well-earned  distinction. 
When  I  regarded  my  birthday  as  a  graceful 
achievement  of  my  own,  a  monument  of  my 
perseverance,  independence,  and  good  sense, 
redounding  greatly  to  my  honour.  ■  This  was  at 
about  the  period  when  Olympia  Squires  became 
involved  in  the  anniversary.  Olympia  was  most 
beautiful  (of  course),  and  I  loved  her  to  that 
degree,  that  I  used  to  be  obliged  to  get  out  of 
my  little  bed  in  the  night,  expressly  to  exclaim 
to  Solitude,  "  Oh,  Olympia  Squires  !"  Visions 
of  Olympia,  clothed  entirely  in  sage-green,  from 
which  I  infer  a  defectively-educated  taste  on  the 
])art  of  her  respected  parents,  who  were  neces- 
sarily unacquainted  with  the  South  Kensington 
Museum,  still  arise  before  me.  Truth  is  sacred, 
and  the  visions  are  crowned  by  a  shining  white 
beaver  bonnet,  impossibly  suggestive  of  a  little 
feminine  postboy.  My  memory  presents  a  birth- 
day when  Olympia  and  I  were  taken  by  an  un- 
feeling relative — some  cruel  uncle,  or  the  like — 
to  a  slow  torture  called  an  Orrery.  The  terrible 
instrument  was  set  up  at  uie  local  Theatre,  and 
I  had  expressed  a  i)rofane  wish  in  the  morning 
that  it  was  a  Play  :  for  which  a  serious  aunt  had 
probed  my  conscience  deep,  and  my  pocket 
deeper,  by  reclaiming  a  bestowed  half-crown.  It 
was  a  venerable  and  a  shabby  Orrery,  at  least 
one  thousand  stars  and  twenty-five  comets  be- 
hind the  age.  Nevertheless,  it  was  awful.  When 
the  lov.'-spirited  gentleman  with  a  wand  said, 
"  Ladies  and  gentlemen"  (meaning  particularly 
Olympia  and  me),  "  the  lights  are  about  to  be 
put  out,  but  there  is  not  the  slightest  cause  for 
alarm,"  it  was  very  alarming.  Then  the  planets 
and  stars  began.  Sometimes  they  wouldn't 
come  on,  sometimes  they  wouldn't  go  off,  some- 
times they  had  holes  in  them,  and  mostly  they 
didn't  seem  to  be  good  likenesses.  All  this 
time  the  gentleman  with  the  wand  was'going  on 
in  the  dark  (tapping  away  at  the  heavenly  boilies 
between-whiles,  like  a  wearisome  woodpecker) 
about  a  sphere  revolving  on  its  own  axis  eight 
hundred  and  ninety-seven  thousand  millions  of 
times — or  miles — in  two  hundred  and  sixty- 
three  thousand  five  hundred  and  twenty-four 
millions  of  something  elses,  until  I  thought,  if 
this  was  a  birthday,  it  were  better  never  to  have 
been  born.  Olympia,  also,  became  much  de- 
pressed, and  we  both  slumbered  and  woke  cross, 
and  still  the  gentleman  was  going  on  in  the  dark 
— whether  up  in  the  stars,  or  down  on  the  stage, 
it  would  have  been  hard  to  make  out,  if  it  had 
been  worth  trying — ciphering  away  about  planes 
of   orbits,    to    such,  an    infamous    extent    that 


Olympia,  stung  to  madness,  actually  kicked  me. 
A  pretty  birthday  spectacle,  when  the  lights 
were  turned  up  again,  and  all  the  schools  in  the 
town  (including  the  National,  who  had  come  in 
for  nothing,  and  serve  them  right,  for  they  were 
always  throwing  stones)  were  discovered  with 
exhausted  countenances,  screwing  their  knuckles 
into  their  eyes,  or  clutching  their  heads  of  hair. 
A  pretty  birthday  speech  when  Doctor  Sleek  of 
the  City  Free  bobbed  up  his  powdered  head  in 
the  stage  box,  and  said  that  before  this  assembly 
dispersed  he  really  must  beg  to  express  his 
entire  approval  of  a  lecture  as  improving,  as  in- 
forming, as  devoid  of  anything  that  could  call  a 
blush  into  the  cheek  of  youth,  as  any  it  had  ever 
been  his  lot  to  hear  delivered.  A  pretty  birth- 
day altogether,  when  Astronomy  couldn't  leave 
poor  Small  Olympia  Squires  and  me  alone,  but 
must  put  an  end  to  our  loves  !  For,  we  never 
got  over  it ;  the  threadbare  Orrery  outwore  our 
mutual  tenderness ;  the  man  with  the  wand  was 
too  much  for  the  boy  with  the  bow. 

When  shall  I  disconnect  the  combined  smells 
of  oranges,  brown  paper,  and  straw,  from  those 
other  birthdays  at  school,  when  the  coming 
hamper  casts  its  shadow  before,  and  when  a 
week  of  social  harmony — shall  I  add  of  admiring 
and  affectionate  j^opularity — led  uj)  to  that  In- 
stitution ?  What  noble  sentiments  were  ex- 
pressed to  me  in  the  days  before  the  hamper, 
what  vows  of  friendship  were  sworn  to  me,  what 
exceedingly  old  knives  were  given  me,  what 
generous  avowals  of  having  been  in  the  wrong 
emanated  from  else  obstinate  spirits  once  en- 
rolled among  my  enemies  !  The  birthday  of  the 
potted  game  and  guava  jelly  is  still  made  special 
to  me  by  the  noble  conduct  of  Bully  Globson. 
Letters  from  home  had  mysteriously  inquired 
whether  I  should  be  much  surprised  and  disap- 
pointed if,  among  the  treasures  in  the  coming 
hamper,  I  discovered  potted  game,  and  guava 
jelly  from  the  Western  Indies.  I  had  mentioned 
those  hints  in  confidence  to  a  few  friends,  and 
had  promised  to  give  away,  as  I  now  see  reason 
to  believe,  a  handsome  covey  of  partridges 
potted,  and  about  a  hundredweight  of  guava 
jelly.  It  was  now  that  Globson,  Bully  no  more, 
sought  me  out  in  the  jilayground.  He  was  a 
big  fat  boy,  with  a  big  fat  head  and  a  big  fat  fist, 
and,  at  the  beginning  of  that  Half,  had  raised 
such  a  bumii  on  my  forehead  that  I  couldn't  get 
my  hat  of  state  on,  to  go  to  church.  He  said 
that  after  an  interval  of  cool  reflection  (four 
months),  he  now  felt  this  blow  to  have  been  an 
error  of  judgment,  and  that  he  wished  to  apolo- 
gise for  the  same.  Not  only  that,  but,  holding 
down  his  big  head  between  his  two  big  hands 
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in  order  that  I  might  reach  it  conveniently,  he 
requested  nie,  as  an  act  of  justice  which  would 
appease  his  awakened  conscience,  to  raise  a 
retributive  bump  upon  it,  in  the  presence  of 
witnesses.  This  handsome  proposal  I  modestly 
declined,  and  he  then  embraced  me,  and  we 
walked  away  conversing.  We  conversed  resi^ect- 
ing  the  West  India  Islands,  and,  in  the  pursuit 
of  knowledge,  he  asked  me  with  much  interest 
whether,  in  the  course  of  my  reading,  I  had  met 
with  any  reliable  description  of  the  mode  of 
manufacturing  guava  jelly;  or  whether  I  had 
ever  happened  to  taste  that  conserve,  which  he 
had  been  given  to  understand  was  of  rare  ex- 
cellence. 

Seventeen,  eighteen,  nineteen,  twenty;  and 
then  with  the  waning  months  came  an  ever- 
augmenting  sense  of  the  dignity  of  twenty-one. 
Heaven  knows  I  had  nothing  to  "  come  into," 
save  the  bare  birthday,  and  yet  I  esteemed  it  as 
a  great  possession.  I  now  and  then  paved  the 
way  to  my  state  of  dignity  by  beginning  a  pro- 
position with  the  casual  words,  "  say  that  a  man 
of  twenty-one,"  or  by  the  incidental  assumption 
of  a  fact  that  could  not  sanely  be  disputed,  as, 
"  for  when  a  fellow  comes  to  be  a  man  of 
twenty-one."  I  gave  a  party  on  the  occasion. 
She  was  there.  It  is  unnecessary  to  name  Her 
more  particularly ;  she  was  older  than  I,  and 
had  pervaded  every  chink  and  crevice  of  my 
mind  for  three  or  four  years.  I  had  held 
volumes  of  Imaginary  Conversations  with  her 
mother  on  the  subject  of  our  union,  and  I  had 
written  letters  more  in  number  than  Horace 
Walpole's,  to  that  discreet  woman,  soliciting 
her  daughter's  hand  in  marriage.  I  had  never 
had  the  remotest  intention  of  sending  any  of 
those  letters ;  but  to  write  them,  and  after  a 
few  days  tear  them  up,  had  been  a  sublime 
occupation.  Sometimes  I  had  begun,  "  Ho- 
noured Madam.  I  think  that  a  lady  gifted  with 
those  powers  of  observation  which  I  know  you 
to  possess,  and  endowed  Avith  those  womanly 
sympathies  with  the  young  and  ardent  which  it 
were  more  than  heresy  to  doubt,  cail  scarcely 
have  failed  to  discover  that  I  love  your  adorable 
daughter  deeply,  devotedly."  In  less  buoyant 
states  of  mind  I  had  begun,  "  Bear  with  me, 
Dear  Madam,  bear  with  a  daring  wretch  who  is 
about  to  make  a  surprising  confession  to  you, 
wholly  unanticipated  by  yourself,  and  which  he 
beseeches  you  to  commit  to  the  flames  as  soon 
as  jou  have  become  aware  to  what  a  towering 
height  his  mad  ambition  soars."  At  other  times 
— periods  of  profound  mental  depression,  when 
She  had  gone  out  to  balls  where  I  was  not — the 
draft  took  the  affecting  form  of  a  paper  to  be 


left  on  my  table  after  my  departure  to  the  con- 
fines of  the  globe.  As  thus  :  "  For  INIrs.  Ono- 
wenever,  these  lines  when  the  hand  that  traces 
them  shall  be  far  away.  I  could  not  bear  the 
daily  torture  of  hopelessly  loving  the  dear  one 
whom  I  will  not  name.  Broiling  on  the  coast 
of  Africa,  or  congealing  on  the  shores  of  Green- 
land, I  am  far  far  better  there  than  here."  (In 
this  sentiment  my  cooler  judgment  perceives 
that  the  family  of  the  beloved  object  would 
have  most  completely  concurred.)  "If  I  ever 
emerge  from  obscurity,  and  my  name  is  ever 
heralded  by  Fame,  it  will  be  for  her  dear  sake. 
If  I  ever  amass  Gold,  it  will  be  to  pour  it  at  her 
feet.     Should  I,  on  the  other  hand,  become  the 

prey  of  Ravens "     I  doubt  if  I  ever  quite 

made  up  my  mind  what  was  to  be  done  in  that 
affecting  case  ;  I  tried  "  then  it  is  better  so  ;  " 
but,  not  feeling  convinced  that  it  would  be 
better  so,  I  vacillated  between  leaving  all  else 
blank,  which  looked  expressive  and  bleak,  or 
winding  up  with  "  Farewell ! " 

This  fictitious  correspondence  of  mine  is  to 
blame  for  the  foregoing  digression.  I  was 
about  to  pursue  the  statement  that  on  my 
twenty-first  birthday  I  gave  a  party,  and  She 
was  there.  It  was  a  beautiful  party.  There 
was  not  a  single  animate  or  inanimate  object 
connected  with  it  (except  the  company  and  my- 
self) that  I  had  ever  seen  before.  Ever3-thing 
was  hired,  and  the  mercenaries  in  attendance 
were  profound  strangers  to  me.  Behind  a  door, 
in  the  crumby  part  of  the  night  when  wine- 
glasses were  to  be  found  in  unexpected  spots,  I 
spoke  to  Her — spoke  out  to  Her.  What  passed 
I  cannot,  as  a  man  of  honour,  reveal.  She  was 
all  angelical  gentleness,  but  a  word  was  men- 
tioned— a  short  and  dreadful  word  of  three  let- 
ters, beginning  with  a  B — which,  as  I  remarked 
at  the  moment,  "  scorched  my  brain."  She  went 
away  soon  afterwards,  and  when  the  hollow 
throng  (though  to  be  sure  it  was  no  fault  of 
theirs)  dispersed,  I  issued  forth  with  a  dissipated 
scorner,  and,  as  I  mentioned  expressly  to  him, 
"  sought  oblivion."  It  was  found,  with  a  dread- 
ful headache  in  it,  but  it  didn't  last;  for,  in  the 
shaming  light  of  next  day's  noon,  I  raised  my 
heavy  head  in  bed,  looking  back  to  the  birth- 
days behind  me,  and  tracking  the  circle  by 
which  I  had  got  round,  after  all,  to  thf  bitter 
powder  and  the  wretchedness  again. 

This  reactionary  powder  (taken  so  largely  by 
the  human  race  that  I  am  inclined  to  regard  it 
as  the  Universal  ]\Iedicine  once  sought  for  hi 
Laboratories)  is  capable  of  being  made  up  in 
another  form  for  birthday  use.  Anybody's  long- 
lost  brother  will  do  ill  to  tura  up  on  a  birthday. 
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If  I  had  a  long-lost  brother,  I  should  know  be- 
forehand that  he  would  prove  a  tremendous  fra- 
ternal failure  if  he  appointed  to  rush  into  my 
arms  on  my  birthday.  The  first  Magic  Lantern 
I  ever  saw  was  secretly  and  elaborately  planned 
to  be  the  great  effect  of  a  very  juvenile  birth- 
day ;  but  it  wouldn't  act,  and  its  images  were 
dim.  My  experience  of  adult  birthday  ]Magic 
Lanterns  may  possibly  have  been  unfortunate, 
but  has  certainly  been  similar.  I  have  an  illus- 
trative birthday  iji  my  eye :  a  birthday  of  my 
friend  Flipfield,  whose  birthdays  had  long  been 
remarkable  as  social  successes.  There  had  been 
nothing  set  or  formal  about  them ;  Flipfield 
having  been  accustomed  merely  to  say,  two  or 
three  days  before,  "  Don't  forget  to  come  and 
dine,  old  boy,  according  to  custom."  I  don't 
know  what  he  said  to  the  ladies  he  invited,  but 
I  may  safely  assume  it  not  to  have  been  "  old 
girl."  Those  were  delightful  gatherings,  and 
were  enjoyed  by  all  participators.  In  an  evil 
hour,  a  long-lost  brother  of  Flipfield's  came  to 
light  in  foreign  parts.  Where  he  had  been 
hidden,  or  what  he  had  been  doing,  I  don't 
know,  for  Flipfield  vaguely  informed  me  that  he 
had  turned  up  "  on  the  banks  of  the  Ganges  " 
■ — speaking  of  him  as  if  he  had  been  washed 
ashore.  The  Long-lost  was  coming  home,  and 
Flipfield  made  an  unfortunate  calculation,  based 
on  the  well-known  regularity  of  the  P.  and  O. 
steamers,  that  matters  might  be  so  contrived  as 
that  the  Long-lost  should  appear  in  the  nick  of 
time  on  his  (Flipfield's)  birthday.  Delicacy 
commanded  that  I  should  repress  the  gloomy 
anticipations  with  which  my  soul  became  fraught 
when  I  heard  of  this  plan.  The  fatal  day 
arrived,  and  Ave  assembled  in  force.  Mrs. 
Flipfield  senior  formed  an  interesting  feature  in 
the  group,  with  a  blue-veined  miniature  of  the 
late  Mr.  Flipfield  round  her  neck,  in  an  oval, 
resembling  a  tart  from  the  pastrycook's  :  his 
hair  powdered,  and  the  bright  buttons  on  his 
coat  evidently  very  like.  She  was  accompanied 
by  ]\Iiss  Flipfield,  the  eldest  of  her  numerous 
family,  who  held  her  pocket-handkerchief  to  her 
bosom  in  a  majestic  manner,  and  spoke  to  all  of 
us  (none  of  us  had  ever  seen  her  before)  in  pious 
and  condoning  tones,  of  all  the  quarrels  that 
had  taken  place  in  the  family  from  her  infancy 
— which  must  have  been  a  long  time  ago — down 
to  that  hour.  The  Long-lost  did  not  appear. 
Dinner,  half  an  hour  later  than  usual,  was  an- 
nounced, and  still  no  Long-lost.  We  sat  down 
to  table.  The  knife  and  fork  of  the  Long-lost 
made  a  vacuum  in  Nature,  and,  when  the  cham- 
pagne came  round  for  the  first  time,  Flipfield 
gave  him  up  for  the  day,  and  had  them  removed. 


It  was  then  that  the  Long-lost  gained  the  height 
of  his  popularity  with  the  company  ;  for  my  own 
part,  I  felt  convinced  that  I  loved  him  dearly. 
Flipfield's  dinners  are  perfect,  and  he  is  the 
easiest  and  best  of  entertainers.  Dinner  went 
on  brilliantly,  and  the  more  the  Long-lost  didn't 
come,  the  more  comfortable  we  grew,  and  the 
more  highly  we  thought  of  him.  Flipfield's  own 
man  (who  has  a  regard  for  me)  was  in  the  act  of 
struggling  with  an  ignorant  stipendiary,  to  wrest 
from  him  the  wooden  leg  of  a  guinea-fowl  which 
he  was  pressing  on  my  acceptance,  and  to  sub- 
stitute a  slice  of  the  breast,  when  a  ringing  at 
the  door-bell  suspended  the  strife.  I  looked 
round  me,  and  perceived  the  sudden  pallor 
which  I  knew  my  own  Aisage  revealed,  reflected 
on  the  faces  of  the  company.  Flipfield  hurriedly 
excused  himself,  went  out,  was  absent  for  about 
a  minute  or  two,  and  then  re-entered  with  the 
Long-lost. 

I  beg  to  say  distinctly  that  if  the  stranger  had 
brought  Mont  Blanc  with  him,  or  had  come 
attended  by  a  retinue  of  eternal  snows,  he  could 
not  have  chilled  the  circle  to  the  marrow  in  a 
more  efiicient  manner.  Embodied  failure  sat 
enthroned  upon  the  Long-lost's  brow,  and  per- 
A-aded  him  to  his  Long-lost  boots.  In  vain  Mrs. 
Flipfield  senior,  opening  her  arms,  exclaimed, 
"  My  Tom  ! ''  and  pressed  his  nose  against  the 
counterfeit  presentment  of  his  other  parent.  In 
vain  J\liss  Flipfield,  in  the  first  transports  of  this 
reunion,  showed  him  a  dint  upon  her  maidenly 
cheek,  and  asked  him  if  he  remembered  when 
he  did  that  with  the  bellows  ?  We,  the  by- 
standers, Avere  overcome,  but  overcome  by  the 
palpable,  undisguisable,  utter,  and  total  break- 
doAvn  of  the  Long-lost.  Nothing  he  could  haA-e 
done  Avould  have  set  him  right  Avith  us  but  his 
instant  return  to  the  Ganges.  In  the  very  same 
moments  it  became  established  that  the  feeling 
Avas  reciprocal,  and  that  the  Long-lost  detested 
us.  When  a  friend  of  the  family  (not  myself, 
upon  my  honour),  Avishing  to  set  things  going 
again,  asked  him,  Avhile  he  partook  of  soup — 
asked  him  with  an  amiability  of  intention  be- 
yond all  praise,  but  Avith  aAveakness  of  execution 
open  to  defeat — Avhat  kind  of  river  he  considered 
the  Ganges,  the  Long-lost,  scoAvling  at  the  friend 
of  the  family  over  his  spoon,  as  one  of  an  abhor- 
rent race,  replied,  "  Why,  a  river  of  AA-ater,  I 
suppose,"  and  spooned  his  soup  into  himself 
Avith  a  malignancy  of  hand  and  eye  that  blighted 
the  amiable  questioner.  Not  an  opinion  could 
be  elicited  from  the  Long-Jost  in  unison  Avith  the 
sentiments  of  any  individual  present.  He  con- 
tradicted Flipfield  dead  before  he  had  eaten  his 
salmon.     He  had  no  idea — or  aftected  to  have 
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no  idea — that  it  was  his  brother's  birthday,  and, 
on  the  communication  of  that  interesting  fact  to 
him,  merely  wanted  to  make  him  out  four  years 
older  than  he  was.  He  was  an  antipathetical 
being,  with  a  peculiar  power  and  gift  of  treading 
on  everybody's  tenderest  place.  They  talk  in 
America  of  a  man's  "  Platform."  I  should  de- 
scribe the  Platform  of  the  Long-lost  as  a  Plat- 
form comj)osed  of  other  people's  corns,  on  which 
he  had  stumped  his  way,  with  all  his  might  and 
main,  to  his  present  position.  It  is  needless  to 
add  that  Flipfield's  great  birthday  went  by  the 
board,  and  that  he  was  a  wreck  when  I  pre- 
tended, at  parting,  to  wish  him  many  happy 
returns  of  it. 

There  is  another  class  of  birthdays  at  which  I 
have  so  frequently  assisted,  that  I  may  assume 
such  birthdays  to  be  pretty  well  known  to  the 
human  race.  My  friend  IMayday's  birthday  is 
an  example.  The  guests  have  no  knowledge  of 
one  another  except  on  that  one  day  in  the  year, 
and  are  annually  terrified  for  a  week  by  the 
l)rospect  of  meeting  one  another  again.  There 
io  a  fiction  among  us  that  we  have  uncommon 
reasons  for  being  particularly  lively  and  spirited 
on  the  occasion,  whereas  deep  despondency  is 
no  phrase  for  the  expression  of  our  feelings. 
But  the  wonderful  feature  of  the  case  is,  that  we 
are  in  tacit  accordance  to  avoid  the  subject — to 
keep  it  as  far  off  as  possible,  as  long  as  possible 
— and  to  talk  about  anything  else,  rather  than 
the  joyful  event.  I  may  even  go  so  far  as  to 
assert  that  there  is  a  dumb  compact  among  us 
that  we  will  pretend  that  it  is  not  Mayday's 
birthday.  A  mysterious  and  gloomy  Being, 
who  is  said  to  have  gone  to  school  with  May- 
day, and  who  is  so  lank  and  lean  that  he  seri- 
ously impugns  the  Dietary  of  the  establishment 
at  which  they  were  jointly  educated,  always 
leads  us,  as  I  may  say,  to  the  block,  by  laying 
his  grisly  hand  on  a  decanter,  and  begging  us 
to  fill  our  glasses.  The  devices  and  pretences 
that  I  have  seen  put  in  practice  to  defer  the 
fatal  moment,  and  to  interpose  between  this 
man  and  his  purpose,  are  innumerable.  I  have 
known  desperate  guests,  when  they  saw  the 
.Ljrisly  hand  approaching  the  decanter,  wildly  to 
begin,    without     any    antecedent     whatsoever, 

"  That   reminds   me "  and   to  plunge  into 

long  stories.  When  at  last  the  hand  and  the 
decanter  come  together,  a  shudder,  a  palpable, 
perceptible  shudder,  goes  round  the  table.  We 
receive  the  reminder  that  it  is  Mayday's  birth- 
day, as  if  it  were  the  anniversary  of  some  pro- 
lound  disgrace  he  had  undergone,  and  we  sought 
to  comfort  him.  And  when  we  have  drunk 
Mayday's  health,  and  wished  him  many  happy 


returns,  we  are  seized  for  some  moments  with  a 
ghastly  blitheness,  an  unnatural  levity,  as  if  we 
were  in  the  first  flushed  reaction  of  having  under- 
gone a  surgical  operation. 

Birthdays  of  this  species  have  a  })ublic  as  well 
as  a  private  phase.  My  "boyhood's  home," 
Dullborough,  presents  a  case  in  point.  An  Im- 
mortal Somebody  was  wanted  in  Dullborough, 
to  dimple  for  a  day  the  stagnant  face  of  tlie 
waters ;  he  was  rather  wanted  by  Dullborough 
generally,  and  much  wanted  by  the  principal 
hotel-keeper.  The  County  history  was  looked 
up  for  a  locally  Immortal  Somebody,  but  the 
registered  Dullborough  worthies  were  all  No- 
bodies. In  this  state  of  things,  it  is  hardly 
necessary  to  record  that  Dullborough  did  what 
every  man  does  when  he  wants  to  write  a  book 
or  deliver  a  lecture,  and  is  provided  with  all  the 
materials  except  a  subject.  It  fell  back  upon 
Shakspeare. 

No  sooner  was  it  resolved  to  celebrate  Shak- 
speare's  birthday  in  Dullborough  than  the  popu- 
larity of  the  immortal  bard  became  surprising. 
You  might  have  supposed  the  first  edition  of  his 
works  to  have  been  pubHshed  last  week,  and 
enthusiastic  Dullborough  to  have  got  half 
through  them.  (I  doubt,  by  the  way,  whether 
it  had  ever  done  half  that,  but  this  is  a  private 
opinion.)  A  young  gentleman  with  a  sonnet, 
the  retention  of  which  for  two  years  had  en- 
feebled his  mind  and  undermined  his  knees, 
got  the  sonnet  into  the  Dullborough  Warden, 
and  gained  flesh.  Portraits  of  Shakspeare  broke 
out  in  the  book-shop  windows,  and  our  princi- 
pal artist  painted  a  large  original  portrait  in 
oils  for  the  decoration  of  the  dining-room.  It 
was  not  in  the  least  like  any  of  the  other  por- 
traits, and  was  exceedingly  admired,  the  head 
being  much  swollen.  At  the  Institution,  the 
Debating  Society  discussed  the  new  question. 
Was  there  sufficient  ground  for  supposing  that 
the  Immortal  Shakspeare  ever  stole  deer?  This 
was  indignantly  decided  by  an  overwhelming 
majority  in  the  negative;  indeed,  there  was  but 
one  vote  on  the  Poaching  side,  and  that  was  the 
vote  of  the  orator  who  had  undertaken  to  advo- 
cate it,  and  who  became  quite  an  obnoxious 
character — particularly  to  the  Dullborough 
"  roughs,"  who  were  about  as  well  informed  on 
the  matter  as  most  other  people.  Distinguished 
speakers  were  invited  down,  and  very  nearly 
came  (but  not  quite).  Subscriptions  were 
opened,  and  committees  sat,  and  it  would  have 
been  far  from  a  popular  measure,  in  the  height 
of  the  excitement,  to  have  told  Dullborough 
that  it  wasn't  Stratford-upon-Avon.  Yet,  after 
all  these  preparations,  when  the  great  festivity 
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took  place,  and  the  portrait,  elevated  aloft,  sur- 
veyed the  company  as  if  it  were  in  danger  of 
springing  a  mine  of  intellect  and  blowing  itself 
up,  it  did  undoubtedly  happen,  according  to  the 
inscrutable  mysteries  of  things,  that  nobody 
could  be  induced,  not  to  say  to  touch  upon 
Shakspeare,  but  to  come  within  a  mile  of  him, 
until  the  crack  speaker  of  DuUborough  rose  to 
propose  the  immortal  memory.  \Vhich  he  did 
with  the  perplexing  and  astonishing  result  that 
before  he  had  repeated  the  great  name  half- 
a-dozen  times,  or  had  been  upon  his  legs  as 
many  minutes,  he  was  assailed  with  a  general 
shout  of  "  Question." 


XX. 


BOUND  FOR  THE  GREAT  SALT  LAKE. 

'^'^^fe  EH  OLD  me  on  my  way  to  an  Emi- 
grant Ship,  on  a  hot  morning  early 
in  June.  My  road  lies  through  that 
part  of  London  generally  known  to 
the    initiated    as    "  Down    by    the 
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CfirJ'X  Docks."  Down  by  the  Docks,  is  home 
pTS/  ^°  ^  good  many  people — to  too  many, 
^•6  if  I  may  judge  from  the  overflow  of 
local  population  in  the  streets — but  my  nose  in- 
sinuates that  the  number  to  whom  it  is  Sweet 
Home  might  be  easily  counted.  Down  by  the 
Docks,  is  a  region  I  would  choose  as  my  point 
of  embarkation  aboard  ship  if  I  were  an  emigrant. 
It  would  present  my  intention  to  me  in  such  a 
sensible  light ;  it  would  show  me  so  many  things 
to  be  run  away  from. 

Down  by  the  Docks,  they  eat  the  largest 
oysters,  and  scatter  the  roughest  oyster  shells, 
known  to  the  descendants  of  St.  George  and 
the  Dragon.  Down  by  the  Docks,  they  con- 
sume the  slimiest  of  shell-fish,  which  seem  to 
have  been  scraped  off  the  copper  bottoms  of 
ships.  Down  by  the  Docks,  the  vegetables  at 
greengrocers'  doors  acquire  a  saline  and  a  scaly 
look,  as  if  they  had  been  crossed  with  fish  and 
seaweed.  Down  by  the  Docks,  they  "  board 
seamen  "  at  the  eating-houses,  the  public-houses, 
the  slop-shops,  the  coffee-shops,  the  tally-shops, 
all  kinds  of  shops  mentionable  and  unmention- 
able— board  them,  as  it  were,  in  a  piratical 
sense,  making  them  bleed  terribly,  and  giving 
no  quarter.  Down  by  the  Docks,  the  seamen 
roam  in  mid -street  and  mid-day,  their  pockets 
inside  out,  and  their  heads  no  better.  Down 
by  the  Docks,  the  daughters  of  wave-ruling 
Britannia  also  rove,  clad  in  silken  attire,  with 


uncovered  tresses  streaming  in  the  breeze,  ban- 
dana kerchiefs  floating  from  their  shoulders,  and 
crinoline  not  wanting.  Down  by  the  Docks, 
you  may  hear  the  Incomparable  Joe  Jackson 
sing  the  Standard  of  England,  with  a  hornpipe, 
any  night;  or  any  day  may  see  at  the  wax-work,  for 
a  penny  and  no  waiting,  him  as  killed  the  police- 
man at  Acton,  and  suffered  for  it.  Down  by  the 
Docks,  you  may  buy  polonies,  saveloys,  and 
sausage  preparations  various,  if  you  are  not  par- 
ticular what  they  are  made  of  besides  season- 
ing. Down  by  the  Docks,  the  children  of  Israel 
creep  into  any  gloomy  cribs  and  entries  they 
can  hire,  and  hang  slops  there — pewter  watches, 
sou'-wester  hats,  waterproof  overalls — "firtht-rate 
articleth,  Thjack."'  Down  by  the  Docks,  such 
dealers,  exhibiting  on  a  frame  a  complete  nauti- 
cal suit  without  the  refinement  of  a  waxen  visage 
in  the  hat,  present  the  imaginary  wearer  as 
drooping  at  the  yard-arm,  with  his  seafaring  and 
earthfaring  troubles  over.  Down  by  the  Docks, 
the  placards  in  the  shops  apostrophize  the  cus- 
tomer, knowing  him  familiarly  beforehand,  as 
"  Look  here.  Jack  ! "  "  Here's  your  sort,  my 
lad  !  "  "  Try  our  sea-going  mixed,  at  two-and- 
nine!"  "The  right  kit  for  the  British  tar!"  ''Ship 
ahoy  !  "  "  Splice  the  main-brace,  brother  !  " 
"Come,  cheer  up,  my  lads!  We've  the  best 
liquors  here,  And  you'll  find  something  new 
In  our  wonderful  Beer  !  '  Down  by  the  Docks, 
the  pawnbroker  lends  money  on  Union-Jack 
pocket-handkerchiefs,  on  watches  with  little 
ships  pitching  fore  and  aft  on  the  dial,  on  tele- 
scopes, nautical  instruments  in  cases,  and  such- 
like. Down  by  the  Docks,  the  apothecary  sets  up 
in  business  on  the  wretchedest  scale — chiefly  on 
lint  and  plaster  for  the  strai)ping  of  wounds — and 
with  no  bright  bottles,  and  with  no  little  drawers. 
Down  by  the  Docks,  the  shabby  undertaker's 
shop  will  bury  you  for  next  to  nothing,  after  the 
Malay  or  Chinaman  lias  stabbed  you  for  nothing 
at  all ;  so  you  can  hardly  hope  to  make  a 
cheaper  end.  Down  by  the  Docks,  anybody 
drunk  will  quarrel  with  anybody  drunk  or  sober, 
and  everybody  else  will  have  a  hand  in  it,  and 
on  the  shortest  notice  you  may  revolve  in  a 
whirlpool  of  red  shirts,  shagg)'  beards,  wild  head.s 
of  hair,  bare  tattooed  arms,  Britannia's  daugh- 
ters, malice,  mud,  maundering,  and  madness. 
Down  by  the  Docks,  scraping  fiddles  go  in  the 
public-houses  all  day  long,  and,  shrill  above 
their  din  and  all  the  din,  rises  the  screeching  of  in- 
numerable parrots  brought  from  foreign  parts, 
who  ai)pcar  to  be  very  much  astonished  by  what 
they  find  on  these  native  shores  of  ours.  Pos- 
sibly the  parrots  don't  know,  possibly  they  do, 
that    Down    by  the   Docks  is  the  road  to  the 
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Pacific  Ocean,  with  its  lovely  islands,  where  the 
savage  girls  ])lait  flowers,  and  the  savage  boys 
carve  cocoa-nut  shells,  and  the  grim  blind  idols 
muse  in  their  shady  groves  to  exactly  the  same 
purpose  as  the  priests  and  chiefs.  y\nd  possibly 
tlie  parrots  don't  know,  possibly  they  do,  that 
the  noble  savage  is  a  wearisome  impostor 
wherever  he  is,  and  has  five  hundred  tlaousand 
volumes  of  indifferent  rhyme,  and  no  reason,  to 
answer  for. 

Shadwell  Church  !  Pleasant  whispers  of  there 
being  a  fresher  air  down  the  river  than  down  by 
the  Docks  go  pursuing  one  another,  playfully, 
in  and  out  of  the  openings  in  its  spire.  Gigantic 
in  the  basin  just  beyond  the  church,  looms  my 
Emigrant  Ship  :  her  name,  the  Amazon.  Her 
figure-head  is  not  ^//^figured  as  those  beauteous 
founders  of  the  race  of  strong-minded  women 
are  fabled  to  have  been,  for  the  convenience 
of  drawing  the  bow ;  but  I  sympathise  with  the 
carver : 

"  A  flattering  carver  who  made  it  his  care 
To  carve  busts  as  they  ought  to  be — not  as  theywere." 

My  Emigrant  Ship  lies  broadside-on  to  the 
wharf.  Two  great  gangways  made  of  spars  and 
planks  connect  her  with  the  v/harf ;  and  up  and 
down  these  gangways,  perpetually  crowding  to 
and  fro,  and  in  and  out,  like  ants,  are  the  Emi- 
grants who  are  going  to  sail  in  my  Emigrant 
Ship.  Some  with  cabbages,  some  with  loaves  of 
bread,  some  with  cheese  and  butter,  some  with 
milk  and  beer,  some  with  boxes,  beds,  and  bun- 
dles, some  with  babies — nearly  all  with  children 
— nearly  all  with  bran-new  tin  cans  for  their 
daily  allowance  of  Avater,  uncomfortably  sugges- 
tive of  a  tin  flavour  in  the  drink.  To  and  fro, 
up  and  down,  aboard  and  ashore,  swarming  here 
and  there  and  everywhere,  my  P^migrants.  And 
still,  as  the  Dock  gate  swings  upon  its  hinges, 
cabs  appear,  and  carts  appear,  and  vans  appear, 
bringing  more  of  my  Emigrants,  with  more  cab- 
bages, more  loaves,  more  cheese  and  butter, 
more  milk  and  beer,  more  boxes,  beds,  and 
bundles,  more  tin  cans,  and  on  those  shipping 
investments  accumulated  compound  interest  of 
children. 

I  go  aboard  my  Emigrant  Ship.  I  go  first  to 
the  great  Cabin,  and  find  it  in  the  usual  con- 
didon  of  a  cabin  at  that  pass.  Perspiring  lands- 
men, with  loose  papers,  and  with  pens  and  ink- 
stands, pervade  it ;  and  the  general  appearance 
of  things  is  as  if  the  late  Mr.  Amazon's  funeral 
had  just  come  home  from  the  cemetery,  and  the 
disconsolate  Mrs.  Amazon's  trustees  found  the 
aftairs  in  great  disorder,  and  were  looking  high 


and  low  for  the  will.  I  go  out  on  the  poop-deck 
for  air,  and  surveying  the  emigrants  on  the  deck 
below  (indeed,  they  are  crowded  all  about  me, 
up  there  too),  find  more  pens  and  inkstands  in 
action,  and  more  papers,  and  interminable  com- 
plication respecting  accounts  with  individuals 
for  tin  cans  and  what  not.  But  nobody  is  in  an 
ill-temper,  nobody  is  the  worse  for  drink,  nobody 
swears  an  oath  or  uses  a  coarse  word,  nobod}- 
appears  depressed,  nobody  is  weeping,  and  down 
upon  the  deck,  in  every  corner  where  it  is  pos- 
sible to  find  a  few  square  feet  to  kneel,  crouch, 
or  lie  in,  people,  in  every  unsuitable  attitude  for 
writing,  are  writing  letters. 

Now,  I  have  seen  emigrant  ships  before  this 
day  in  June.  And  these  people  are  so  strikingly 
different  from  all  other  people  in  like  circum- 
stances whom  I  have  ever  seen,  that  I  wonder 
aloud,  "  What  would  a  stranger  suppose  these 
emigrants  to  be  ?  " 

The  vigilant  bright  face  of  the  weather-browned 
captain  of  the  Amazon  is  at  my  shoulder,  and 
he  says,  "  What,  indeed  ?  The  most  of  these 
came  aboard  yesterday  evening.  They  came 
from  various  parts  of  England,  in  small  parties 
that  had  never  seen  one  another  before.  Yet 
they  had  not  been  a  couple  of  hours  on  board, 
when  they  established  their  own  police,  made 
their  own  regulations,  and  set  their  own  watches 
at  all  the  hatchways.  Before  nine  o'clock,  the 
ship  was  as  orderly  and  as  quiet  as  a  man-of- 
war." 

I  looked  about  me  again,  and  saw  the  letter- 
writing  going  on  with  the  most  curious  compo- 
sure. Perfectly  abstracted  in  the  midst  of  the 
crowd  ;  while  great  casks  were  swinging  aloft, 
and  being  lowered  into  the  hold  ;  while  hot 
agents  were  hurrying  up  and  down,  adjusting  the 
interminable  accounts  ;  while  two  hundred 
strangers  were  searching  everywhere  for  two 
hundred  other  strangers,  and  were  asking  ques- 
tions about  them  of  two  hundred  more ;  while 
the  children  played  up  and  down  all  the  steps, 
and  in  and  out  among  all  the  people's  legs,  and 
were  beheld,  to  the  general  dismay,  toppling 
over  all  the  dangerous  places  ;  the  letter- writers 
wrote  on  calmly.  On  the  starboard  side  of  the 
ship  a  grizzled  man  dictated  a  long  letter  to 
another  grizzled  man  in  an  immense  fur  cap  : 
which  letter  was  of  so  profound  a  quality,  that 
it  became  necessary  for  the  amanuensis  at  inter- 
vals to  take  off  his  fur  cap  in  both  his  hands,  for 
the  ventilation  of  his  brain,  and  stare  at  him 
who  dictated,  as  a  man  of  many  mysteries  who 
was  worth  looking  at.  On  the  larboard  side  a 
woman  had  covered  a  belaying-pin  with  a  white 
cloth  to  make  a  neat  desk  of  it,  and  was  sitting 
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on  a  little  box,  writing  with  the  deliberation  of  a 
book-keeper.  Down  upon  her  breast  on  the 
planks  of  the  deck  at  this  woman's  feet,  with  her 
head  diving  in  under  a  beam  of  the  bulwarks  on 
that  side,  as  an  eligible  place  of  refuge  for  her 
sheet  of  paper,  a  neat  and  pretty  girl  wrote  for 
a  good  hour  (she  fainted  at  last),  only  rising  to 
the  surface  occasionally  for  a  dip  of  ink.  Along- 
side the  boat,  close  to  me  on  the  poop-deck, 
another  girl,  a  fresh  well-grown  country  girl,  was 
writing  another  letter  on  the  bare  deck.  Later 
in  the  day,  when  this  selfsame  boat  was  filled 
with  a  choir  who  sang  glees  and  catches  for  a 
long  time,  one  of  the  singers,  a  girl,  sang  her 
part  mechanically  all  the  while,  and  wrote  a 
letter  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat  while  doing 
so. 

'•'  A  stranger  would  be  puzzled  to  guess  the 
right  name  for  these  people,  Mr.  Uncommer- 
cial," says  the  captain. 

"  Indeed  he  would." 

"  If  you  hadn't  known,  could  you  ever  have 
supposed ?  " 

"How  could  I?  I  should  have  said  they 
were,  in  their  degree,  the  pick  and  flower  of 
England." 

'•  So  should  I,"  says  the  captain. 

"  How  many  are  they  ?  " 

'"  Eight  hundred  in  round  numbers." 

I  went  between-decks,  where  the  families  with 
children  swarmed  in  the  dark,  where  unavoid- 
able confusion  had  been  caused  by  the  last 
arrivals,  and  v/here  the  confusion  was  increased 
by  the  little  preparations  for  dinner  that  were 
going  on  in  each  group.  A  few  women,  here 
and  there,  had  got  lost,  and  were  laughing  at  it, 
and  asking  their  way  to  their  own  people,  or  out 
on  deck  agam.  A  few  of  the  poor  children 
were  crying  ;  but  othenvise  the  universal  cheer- 
fulness was  amazing.  "  We  shall  shake  down 
by  to-morrow."  "  ^Ve  shall  come  all  right  in  a 
day  or  so."  "  We  shall  have  more  light  at  sea." 
Such  phrases  I  heard  everywhere,  as  1  groped 
my  way  among  chests  and  barrels  and  beams 
and  unstowed  cargo  and  ring-bolts  and  emi- 
grants, down  to  the  lower  deck,  and  thence  up 
to  the  light  of  day  again,  and  to  my  former 
station. 

Surely,  an  extraordinary  people  in  their  power 
of  self-abstraction.  All  the  former  letter-writers 
were  still  writing  calmly,  and  many  more  letter- 
v/riters  had  broken  out  in  my  absence.  A  boy 
with  a  bag  of  books  in  his  hand,  and  a  slate 
under  his  arm,  emerged  from  below,  concen- 
trated himself  in  my  neighbourhood  (espying  a 
convenient  sky-light  for  his  purpose),  and  went 
to  work  at  a  sum  as  if  he  were  stone  deaf.     A 


father  and  mother  and  several  young  children, 
on  the  main-deck  below  me,  had  formed  a  family 
circle  close  to  the  foot  of  the  crowded  restless 
gangway,  where  the  children  made  a  nest  for 
themselves  in  a  coil  of  rope,  and  the  father  and 
mother,  she  suckling  the  youngest,  discussed 
family  affairs  as  peaceably  as  if  they  were  in 
perfect  retirement.  I  think  the  most  noticeable 
characteristic  in  the  eight  hundred,  as  a  mass, 
was  their  exemption  from  hurry. 

Eight  hundred  what  ?  "  Geese,  villain  ?  " 
Eight  Hundred  Mormons.  I,  Uncommer- 
cial Traveller  for  the  firm  of  Human  Interest 
Brothers,  had  come  aboard  this  Emigrant  Ship 
to  see  what  Eight  Hundred  Latter-day  Saints 
were  like,  and  I  found  them  (to  the  rout  and 
overthrow  of  all  my  expectations)  like  what  I 
now  describe  with  scrupulous  exactness. 

The  Mormon  Agent  who  had  been  active  in 
getting  them  together,  and  in  making  the  con- 
tract with  my  friends  the  owners  of  the  ship  to 
take  tliem  as  far  as  New  York  on  their  way  to 
the  Great  Salt  Lake,  was  pointed  out  to  me.  A 
compactly-made  handsome  man  in  black,  rather 
short,  with  rich  brown  hair  and  beard,  and  clear 
bright  eyes.  From  his  speech,  I  should  set  him 
down  as  American.  Probably  a  man  who  had 
"  knocked  about  the  world  "  pretty  much.  A 
man  with  a  frank  open  manner,  and  unshrinking 
look;  withal  a  man  of  great  quickness.  I  be- 
lieve he  was  wholly  ignorant  of  my  uncommercial 
individuality,  and  consequently  of  my  immense 
uncommercial  importance. 

Uncom.mercial.  These  are  a  very  fine  set  of 
people  you  have  brought  together  here. 

]\IoR.MON  Agent.  Yes,  sir,  they  are  a  very  fine 
set  of  people. 

L^NCOM.MERCiAL  (lookiug  about).  Indeed,  I 
think  it  would  be  difticult  to  find  eight  hundred 
people  together  anywhere  else,  and  find  so  much 
beauty  and  so  much  strength  and  capacity  for 
work  among  them. 

Mormon  Agent  (not  looking  about,  but  look- 
ing steadily  at  Uncommercial).  I  think  so. — We 
sent  out  about  a  thousand  more,  yes'day,  from 
Liverpool, 

Uncommercial.  You  are  not  going  with  these 
emigrants  ? 

Mormon  Agent.     No,  sir.     I  remain. 

Unco.mmercial.  But  you  have  been  in  the 
jMormon  Territory  ? 

Mormon  Agent.  Yes  ;  I  left  Utah  about 
three  years  ago. 

Uncom.mercial.  It  is  surprising  to  me  that 
these  people  are  all  so  cheery,  and  make  so 
little  of  the  immense  distance  before  them. 

JNIoRMON  Agent.  Well,  you  see ;  many  of  'em 
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^^'ill    these  waggons   bring 


have  friends  out  at  Utah,  and  many  of  'em  look 
fonvard  to  meeting  friends  on  the  way. 

Uncommercial.    On  the  way? 

Mormon  Agent.  This  way  'tis.  This  ship 
lands  'em  in  New  York  Cit}'.  Then  they  go  on 
by  rail  right  away  beyond  St.  Louis,  to  that  part 
of  the  Banks  of  the  Missouri  where  they  strike 
the  Plains.  There,  waggons  from  the  settlement 
meet  'em  to  bear  'em  company  on  their  journey 
'cross — twelve  hundred  miles  about.  Industrious 
people  who  come  out  to  the  settlement  soon  get 
waggons  of  their  own,  and  so  the  friends  of  some 
of  tliese  will  come  down  in  their  own  waggons  to 
meet  'em.     They  look  forward  to  that  greatly. 

Uncommercial.  On  their  long  journey  across 
the  Desert,  do  you  arm  them? 

Mormon  Agent.  Mostly  }-ou  will  find  they 
have  arms  of  some  kind  or  another  already  with 
them.  Such  as  had  not  arms  we  should  arm 
across  the  Plains,  for  the  general  protection  and 
defence. 

Uncommercial 
down  any  produce  to  the  Missouri  ? 

Mormon  Agent.  Well,  since  the  war  broke 
out,  we've  taken  to  growing  cotton,  and  they'll 
likely  bring  down  cotton  to  be  exchanged  for 
machinery.  We  want  machinery.  Also  we  have 
taken  to  grow  indigo,  which  is  a  fine  commodity 
for  profit.  It  has  been  found  that  the  climate  on 
the  further  side  of  the  Great  Salt  Lake  suits  well 
for  raising  indigo. 

Uncommercial.  I  am  told  that  these  people 
now  on  board  are  principally  from  the  South  of 
England  ? 

Mormon  Agent.  And  from  'Wales.  That's 
true. 

Uncommercial.  Do  you  get  many  Scotch? 

Mormon  Agent.  Not  many. 

Uncommercial.  Highlanders,  for  instance. 

Mormon  Agent.  No,  not  Highlanders.  They 
ain't  interested  enough  in  universal  brotherhood 
and  peace  and  good-will. 

Uncommercial.  The  old  fighting  blood  is 
strong  in  them  ? 

Mormon  Agent.  Well,  yes.  And,  besides, 
they've  no  faith. 

Uncommercial  (who  has  been  burning  to 
get  at  the  Prophet  Joe  Smith,  and  seems  to  dis- 
cover an  opening).     Faith  in ? 

Mormon  Agent  (far  too  many  for  Uncom- 
mercial).    Well. — In  anything  ! 

Similarly,  on  this  same  head,  the  Uncom- 
mercial underwent  discomfiture  from  a  Wiltshire 
labourer  :  a  simple,  fresh-coloured  farm  labourer 
of  eight-and-thirty,  who  at  one  time  stood  beside 
him  looking  on  at  new  arrivals,  and  with  whom 
he  held  this  dialogue  : 


Uncommercial.  Would  you  mind  my  asking 
you  what  part  of  the  country  you  come  from  ? 

Wiltshire.  Not  a  bit.  Theer !  (exultingly) 
I've  worked  all  my  life  o'  Salisbury  Plain,  right 
under  the  shadder  o'  Stonehenge.  You  mightn't 
think  it,  but  I  haivc. 

Uncommercial.  And  a  pleasant  country  too. 

Wiltshire.     Ah  !     'Tis  a  pleasant  country. 

Uncommercial.  Have  you  any  family  on 
board  ? 

Wiltshire.  Two  children,  boy  and  gal.  I 
am  a  widderer,  /  am,  and  I'm  going  out  alonger 
my  boy  and  gal.  That's  my  gal,  and  she's  a 
fine  gal  o'  sixteen  (pointing  out  the  girl  who  is 
writing  by  the  boat).  I'll  go  and  fetch  my  bo\'. 
I'd  like  to  show  you  my  boy.  (Here  Wiltshire 
disappears,  and  presently  comes  back  with  a  big 
shy  boy  of  twelve,  in  a  superabundance  of  boots, 
who  is  not  at  all  glad  to  be  presented.)  He  is 
a  fine  boy  too,  and  a  boy  fur  to  work !  (Boy 
having  undutifully  bolted,  Wiltshire  drops  him.) 

Uncommercial.  It  must  cost  j-ou  a  great  deal 
of  money  to  go  so  far,  three  strong. 

Wiltshire.  A "  power  of  money.  Theer  ! 
Eight  shillen  a  week,  eight  shillen  a  week,  eight 
shillen  a  week,  put  by  out  of  the  week's  wages 
for  ever  so  long. 

Uncom]\iercial.  I  wonder  how  you  did  it. 

Wiltshire  (recognising  in  this  a  kindred 
spirit).  See  theer  now  !  /wonder  how  I  done 
it !  But  what  with  a  bit  o'  subscription  heer, 
and  what  with  a  bit  o'  help  theer,  it  were  done 
at  last,  though  I  don't  hardly  know  how.  Then 
it  were  unfort'net  for  us,  you  see,  as  we  got  kep' 
in  Bristol  so  long — nigh  a  fortnight,  it  were — 
on  accounts  of  a  mistake  wi'  Brother  Halliday. 
Swaller'd  up  money,  it  did,  when  we  might  have 
come  straight  on. 

Uncommercial  (delicately  approaching  Joe 
Smith).  You  are  of  the  Mormon  religion,  of 
course? 

Wiltshire  (confidently).  Oh  yes,  /'m  a 
Mormon  !  (Then  reflectively.)  I'm  a  Mormon. 
(Then,  looking  round  the  ship,  feigns  to  descry 
a  particular  friend  in  an  empty  spot,  and  evades 
the  Uncommercial  for  evermore.) 

After  a  noontide  pause  for  dinner,  during 
which  my  emigrants  were  nearly  all  between- 
decks,  and  the  Amazon  looked  deserted,  a 
general  muster  took  place.  The  muster  was  for 
the  ceremony  of  passing  the  Government  In- 
spector and  the  Doctor.  Those  authorities  held 
their  temporary  state  amidships,  by  a  cask  or 
two  ;  and,  knowing  that  the  whole  eight  hundred 
emigrants  must  come  face  to  face  with  them,  I 
took  my  station  behind  the  two.  They  knew  no- 
thing whatever  of  me,  I  believe,  and  ray  testimony 
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to  the  unpretending  gentleness  and  good-nature 
with  which  they  discharged  their  duty  may  be 
of  the  greater  worth.  There  was  not  the  shghtest 
flavour  of  the  Circumlocution  Office  about  their 
proceedings. 

The  emigrants  were  now  all  on  deck.  They 
were  densely  crowded  aft,  and  swarmed  upon 
the  poop-deck  like  bees.  Two  or  three  Mor- 
mon agents  stood  ready  to  hand  them  on  to 
the  Inspector,  and  to  hand  them  forward  when 
they  had  passed.     By  what  successful  means  a 


special  aptitude  for  organisation  had  been  in- 
fused into  these  people,  I  am,  of  course,  unable 
to  report.  But  I  know  that,  even  now,  there 
was  no  disorder,  hurry,  or  difficulty. 

All  being  ready,  the  first  group  are  handed 
on.  That  member  of  the  party  who  is  intrusted 
v.ith  the  passenger  ticket  for  the  whole  has  been 
warned  by  one  of  the  agents  to  have  it  ready, 
and  here  it  is  in  his  hand.  In  even'  instance 
through  the  whole  eight  hundred,  without  an 
exception,  this  paper  is  always  ready. 


"ox   THE   SIARBOARU   SIDE   UK   THE   SH 11' A  GRIZZLED   MAN   DICTATKU   A   LONG    LEI  ILK   TO   ANOIUEK   GKl^ZLED 

MAN   IX   AN   IMMENSE   FUR  CAP." 


Inspector  (reading  the  ticket).  Jessie  Job- 
son,  Sophronia  Jobson,  Jessie  Jobson  again, 
Matilda  Jobson,  William  Jobson,  Jane  Jobson, 
Matilda  Jobson  again,  Brigham  Jobson,  Leo- 
nardo Jobson,  and  Orson  Jobson.  Arc  you 
all  here  ?  (glancing  at  the  party  over  his  spec- 
tacles). 

jEssfiE  Jobson  Number  Two.  All  here, 
sir. 

The  Uncommercial  Traveller,  8. 


This  group  is  composed  of  an  old  grandf.ither 
•and  grandmother,  their  married  son  and  his  wife, 
and  t/icir  family  of  children.  Orson  Jobson  is  a 
little  child  asleeji  in  his  mother's  arms.  The 
Doctor,  with  a  kind  word  or  so,  lifts  up  the 
corner  of  the  mother's  shawl,  looks  at  the  child's 
face,  and  touches  the  little  clenched  hand.  If 
we  were  all  as  well  as  Orson  Jobson,  doctoring 
would  be  a  poor  profession. 
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Inspector.  Quite  right,  Jessie  Jobson.  Take 
your  ticket,  Jessie,  and  pass  on. 

And  away  they  go.  Mormon  agent,  skilful 
and  quiet,  hands  them  on.  Mormon  agent, 
skilful  and  quiet,  hands  next  party  up. 

Inspector  (reading  ticket  again).  Susannah 
Cleverly  and  William  Cleverly.  Brother  and 
sister,  eh  ? 

Sister  (young  woman  of  business,  hustling 
slow  brother).     Yes,  sir. 

Inspector.  Very  good,  Susannah  Cleverly. 
Take  your  ticket,  Susannah,  and  take  care  of  it. 

And  away  they  go. 

Inspector  (taking  ticket  again).  Sampson 
Dibble  and  Dorothy  Dibble  (surveying  a  very 
old  couple  over  his  spectacles  with  some  sur- 
prise).    Your  husband  quite  blifid,  Mrs.  Dibble  ? 

Mrs.  Dibble.  Yes,  sir,  he  be  stone  blind. 

Mr.  Dibble  (addressing  the  mast).  Yes,  sir, 
I  be  stone  blind. 

Inspector.  That's  a  bad  job.  Take  your 
ticket,  ]\Its.  Dibble,  and  don't  lose  it,  and  pass 
on. 

Doctor  taps  Mr.  Dibble  on  the  eyebrow  with 
his  forefinger,  and  away  they  go. 

Inspector  (taking  ticket  again).  Anastatia 
Weedle. 

Anastatia  (a  pretty  girl  in  a  bright  Garibaldi, 
this  morning  elected  by  universal  suffrage  the 
Beauty  of  the  Ship).     That  is  me,  sir. 

Inspector.  Going  alone,  Anastatia  ? 

Anastatia  (shaking  her  curls).  I  am  with 
Mrs.  Jobson,  sir,  but  I've  got  separated  for  the 
moment. 

Inspector.  Oh  !  you  are  with  the  Jobsons  ? 
Quite  right.  That'll  do,  Miss  Weedle.  Don't 
lose  your  ticket. 

Away  she  goes,  and  joins  the  Jobsons  who 
are  waiting  for  her,  and  stoops  and  kisses  Brig- 
ham  Jobson — who  appears  to  be  considered  too 
young  for  the  purpose  by  several  Mormons 
rising  twenty,  who  are  looking  on.  Before  her 
extensive  skirts  have  departed  from  the  casks  a 
decent  widow  stands  there  with  four  children, 
and  so  the  roll  goes. 

The  faces  of  some  of  the  Welsh  people,  among 
whom  there  were  many  old  persons,  were  cer- 
tainly the  least  intelligent.  Some  of  these 
emigrants  would  have  bungled  sorely,  but  for 
the  directing  hand  that  was  always  ready.  The 
intelligence  here  was  unquestionably  of  a  low 
order,  and  the  heads  were  of  a  poor  type. 
Generally  the  case  was  the  reverse.  There  were 
many  worn  faces  bearing  traces  of  patient 
poverty  and  hard  work,  and  there  was  great 
steadiness  of  purpose  and  much  undemonstrative 
self-respect  among  this  class.     A  few  young  men 


were  going  singly.  Several  girls  were  going  two 
or  three  together.  These  latter  I  found  it  very 
difficult  to  refer  back,  in  my  mind,  to  their 
relinquished  homes  and  pursuits.  Perhaps  they 
were  more  like  country  milliners,  and  pupil 
teachers  rather  tawdrily  dressed,  than  any  other 
classes  of  young  women.  I  noticed,  among 
many  little  ornaments  worn,  more  than  one 
photograph  brooch  of  the  Princess  of  Wales,  and 
also  of  the  late  Prince  Consort.  Some  single 
women  of  from  thirty  to  forty,  whom  one  might 
suppose  to  be  embroiderers,  or  straw-bonnet 
makers,  were  obviously  going  out  in  quest  of 
husbands,  as  finer  ladies  go  to  India.  That 
they  had  any  distinct  notions  of  a  plurality  of 
husbands  or  wives,  I  do  not  believe.  To  sup- 
pose the  family  groups  of  whom  the  majority 
of  emigrants  were  composed,  polygamically 
possessed,  would  be  to  suppose  an  absurdity, 
manifest  to  any  one  who  saw  the  fathers  and 
mothers. 

I  should  say  (I  had  no  means  of  ascertaining 
the  fact)  that  most  familiar  kinds  of  handicraft 
trades  were  represented  here.  Farm  labourers, 
shepherds,  and  the  like,  had  their  full  share  of 
representation,  but  I  doubt  if  they  preponderated. 
It  was  interesting  to  see  how  the  leading  spirit 
in  the  family  circle  never  failed  to  show  itself, 
even  in  the  simple  process  of  answering  to  the 
names  as  they  were  called,  and  checking  off  the 
owners  of  the  names.  Sometimes  it  was  the 
father,  much  oftener  the  mother,  sometimes  a 
quick  little  girl  second  or  third  in  order  of 
seniority.  It  seemed  to  occur  for  the  first  time, 
to  some  heavy  fathers,  what  large  families  they 
had  ;  and  their  eyes  rolled  about,  during  the 
calling  of  the  list,  as  if  they  half  misdoubted 
some  other  family  to  have  been  smuggled  into 
their  own.  Among  all  the  fine  handsome 
children,  I  observed  but  two  with  marks  upon 
their  necks  that  were  probably  scrofulous.  Out 
of  the  whole  number  of  emigrants,  but  one  old 
woman  was  temporarily  set  aside  by  the  Doctor, 
on  suspicion  of  fever ;  but  even  she  afterwards 
obtained  a  clean  bill  of  health. 

When  all  had  "passed,"  and  the  afternoon 
began  to  Avear  on,  a  black  box  became  visible 
on  deck,  which  box  was  in  charge  of  certain  per- 
sonages also  in  black,  of  whom  only  one  had  the 
conventional  air  of  an  itinerant  preacher.  This 
box  contained  a  supply  of  hymn-books,  neatly 
printed  and  got  up,  published  at  Liverpool,  and 
also  in  London  at  the  "  Latter-Day  Saints'  Book 
Depot,  30,  Florence  Street."  Some  copies  were 
handsomely  bound ;  the  plainer  were  the  more 
in  request,  and  many  were  bought.  The  title 
ran:  "Sacred   Hymns  and  Spiritual  Songs  for 
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the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter-Day  Saints." 
The  Preface,  dated  jNIanchester,  1S40,  ran  llius  : 
— "  The  Saints  in  this  country  have  been  very 
desirous  for  a  Hymn  Book  adapted  to  their  faith 
and  Avorship,  that  they  might  sing  the  truth  with 
an  understanding  heart,  and  express  their  praise, 
joy,  and  gratitude  in  songs  adapted  to  the  New 
and  Everlasting  Covenant.  In  accordance  with 
their  wishes,  we  have  selected  the  following 
volume,  which  we  hope  will  prove  acceptable 
until  a  greater  variety  can  be  added.  With 
sentiments  of  high  consideration  and  esteem,  we 
subscribe  ourselves  your  brethren  in  the  New 
and  Everlasting  Covenant,  Brigham  Youxg, 
Parley  P.  Pratt,  John  Taylor."  From  this 
book — by  no  means  explanatory  to  myself  of 
the  New  and  Everlasting  Covenant,  and  not  at 
all  making  my  heart  an  understanding  one  on 
the  subject  of  that  mystery — a  hymn  was  sung, 
which  did  not  attract  any  great  amount  of  atten- 
tion, and  was  supported  by  a  rather  select  circle. 
But  the  choir  in  the  boat  was  very  popular  and 
pleasant ;  and  there  was  to  have  been  a  Band, 
only  the  Cornet  was  late  in  coming  on  board. 
In  the  course  of  the  afternoon  a  mother  appeared 
from  shore,  in  search  of  her  daughter,  "  who  had 
run  away  with  the  Morinons."  She  received 
every  assistance  from  the  Inspector,  but  her 
daughter  was  not  found  to  be  on  board.  The 
saints  did  not  seem  to  me  particularly  interested 
in  finding  her. 

Towards  five  o'clock  the  galley  became  full 
of  tea-kettles,  and  an  agreeable  fragrance  of  tea 
pervaded  the  ship.  There  was  no  scrambling  or 
jostling  for  the  hot  water,  no  ill-humour,  no 
quarrelling.  As  the  Amazon  was  to  sail  with 
the  next  tide,  and  as  it  would  not  be  high  water 
before  two  o'clock  in  the  morning,  I  left  her 
with  her  tea  in  full  action,  and  her  idle  Steam 
Tug  lying  by,  deputing  steam  and  smoke  for  the 
time  being  to  the  Tea-ketlles. 

I  afterwards  learned  that  a  Dispatch  was  sent 
home  by  th.e  Captain  before  he  struck  out  into 
the  wide  Atlantic,  highly  extolling  the  behaviour 
of  these  emigrants,  and  the  perfect  order  and 
propriety  of  all  their  social  arrangements.  What 
is  in  store  for  the  poor  people  on  the  shores  of 
the  Great  Salt  Lake,  what  happy  delusions  they 
are  labourhig  under  now,  on  what  miserable 
blindness  their  eyes  may  be  opened  then,  I  do 
not  pretend  to  say.  But  I  went,  on  board  their 
ship  to  bear  testimony  against  them  if  they 
deserved  it,  as  I  fully  believed  they  would ;  to 
my  great  astonishment,  they  did  not  deserve  it; 
and  my  predispositions  and  tendencies  must  not 
affect  me  as  an  honest  witness.  I  went  over 
the  Amazon's  side,  feeling  it  impossible  to  deny 


that,  so  far,  some  remarkable  influence  had  pro- 
duced a  remarkable  result,  which  better-known 
influences  have  often  missed."' 


XXI. 

THE  CITY  OF  THE  ABSENT. 

HEN  I  think  I  deserve  particularly 
/)  well  of  myself,  and  have  earned 
the  right  to  enjoy  a  little  treat,  I 
stroll  from  Covent  Garden  into 
the  City  of  London,  after  business 
hours  there,  on  a  Saturday,  or — 
better  yet — on  a  Sunday,  and  roam  about 
its  deserted  nooks  and  corners.  It  is 
necessary  to  the  full  enjoyment  of  these  journeys 
that  they  should  be  made  in  summer-time,  for 
then  the  retired  spots  that  I  love  to  haunt  are 
at  their  idlest  and  dullest.  A  gende  fall  of  rain 
is  not  objectionable,  and  a  warm  mist  sets  oft" 
my  favourite  retreats  to  decided  advantage. 

Among  these,  City  Churchyards  hold  a  high 
place.  Such  strange  church}ards  hide  in  the 
City  of  London  :  churchyards  sometimes  so  en- 
tirely detached  from  churches,  always  so  pressed 
upon  by  houses  ;  so  small,  so  rank,  so  silent,  so 
forgotten,  except  by  the  few  people  who  ever 
look  down  into  them  from  their  smoky  windows. 
As  I  stand  peeping  in  through  the  iron  gates 
and  rails,  I  can  peel  the  rusty  metal  off,  like 
bark  from  an  old  tree.  The  illegible  tombstones 
are  all  lop-sided,  the  grave-mounds  lost  their 
shape  in  the  rains  of  a  hundred  years  ago,  the 
Lombardy  Po[)lar  or  Plane  Tree  that  was  once 
a  drysalter's  daughter  and  se\'eral  common- 
councilmen,  has  withered  like  those  worthies, 
and  its  departed  leaves  are  dust  beneath  it. 
Contagion  of  slow  ruin  overhangs  the  place. 
The  discoloured  tiled  roofs  of  the  environing 
buildings  stand  so  awry,  that  they  can  hardly  be 
proof  against  any  stress  of  weather.  Old  crazy 
stacks  of  chimneys  seem  to  look  down  as  they 

*  Ader  this  Uncommercial  Journey  was  printed,  I 
happened  to  mention  tlie  experience  it  describes  to  Lord 
Houghton.  That  jjentleman  then  showed  me  an  article 
of  his  writing,  in  The  Edinburgh  Rci'icu)  for  January, 
1862,  which  is  highly  remarkable  for  its  philosopliical 
and  literary  research,  concerning  these  Latter-Day  Saints. 
I  find  in  it  the  following  sentences  : — "  The  Select  Com- 
mittee of  the  House  of  Commons  on  emigrant  ships  for 
1S54  srmmoncd  the  ^lormon  agent  and  passenger-broker 
before  it,  and  came  to  the  conclusion  that  no  ships  under 
the  provisions  of  the  '  Passengers  Act '  could  be  depended 
upon  for  comfort  and  security  in  the  same  degree  as  those 
under  his  administration.  The  ^lormon  ship  is  a  Family 
under  strong  and  accepted  discipline,  with  every  provision 
for  comfort,  decorum,  and  internal  peace." 
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overhang,  dubiously  calculating  how  far  they 
will  have  to  fall.  In  an  angle  of  the  walls,  what 
was  once  the  tool-house  of  the  grave-digger  rots 
away,  incrusted  with  toadstools.  Pipes  and 
spouts  for  carrying  off  the  rain  from  the  encom- 
])as5ing  gables,  broken  or  feloniously  cut  for  old 
lead  long  ago,  now  let  the  rain  drip  and  splash 
as  it  list  upon  the  weedy  earth.  Sometimes 
there  is  a  rusty  pump  somewhere  near,  and,  as 
I  look  in  at  the  rails  and  meditate,  I  hear  it 
working  under  an  unknown  hand  with  a  creak- 
ing protest :  as  though  the  departed  in  the 
churchyard  urged,  "  Let  us  lie  here  in  peace  ; 
don't  suck  us  up  and  drink  us  ! " 

Oneof  my  best-beloved  churchyards  I  call  t!ie 
churchyard  of  St.  Ghastly  Grim;  touching  what 
men  in  general  call  it,  I  have  no  information. 
It  lies  at  the  heart  of  the  City,  and  the  Black- 
wall  Railway  shrieks  at  it  daily.  It  is  a  small 
small  churchyard,  with  a  ferocious  strong  spiked 
iron  gate,  like  a  gaol.  This  gate  is  ornamented 
with  skulls  and  cross-bones,  larger  than  the  life, 
wrought  in  sto'ne ;  but  it  likewise  came  into  the 
mind  of  St.  Ghastly  Grim,  that  to  stick  iron 
spikes  atop  of  the  stone  skulls,  as  though  they 
were  impaled,  would  be  a  pleasant  device. 
Therefore  the  skulls  grin  aloft  horribly,  thrust 
through  and  through  with  iron  spears.  Hence, 
there  is  attraction  of  repulsion  for  me  in  St. 
Ghastly  Grim,  and,  having  often  contemplated 
it  in  the  daylight  and  the  dark,  I  once  felt 
drawn  towards  it  in  a  thunder-storm  at  mid- 
night. "  Why  not  ?  ^'  I  said  in  self-excuse.  "  I 
have  been  to  see  the  Cohseum  by  the  light  of 
the  moon  ;  is  it  worse  to  go  to  see  St.  Ghastly 
Grim  by  the  light  of  the  lightning  ?"  I  repaired 
to  the  Saint  in  a  hackney  cab,  and  found  the 
skulls  most  eftective,  having  the  air  of  a  public 
execution,  and  seeming,  as  the  lightning  flashed, 
to  wink  and  grin  with  the  pain  of  the  S])ikes. 
Having  no  other  person  to  whom  to  impart  my 
satisfaction,  I  communicated  it  to  the  driver. 
So  far  from  being  responsive,  he  surveyed  me — 
he  was  naturally  a  bottle-nosed  red-faced  man 
— with  a  blanched  countenance.  And,  as  he 
drove  me  back,  he  ever  and  again  glanced  in 
over  his  shoulder  through  the  little  front  window 
of  his  carriage,  as  mistrusting  that  I  was  a  fare 
originally  from  a  grave  in  the  churchyard  of  St. 
Ghastly  Grim,  who  might  have  flitted  home 
again  without  paying. 
^  Sometimes,  the  queer  Hall  of  some  queer 
Company  gives  upon  a  churchyard  such  as  this, 
and,  when  the  Livery  dine,  you  may  hear  them 
(if  you  are  looking  in  through  the  iron  rails, 
which  you  never  are  when  I  am)  toasting  their 
own  Worshipful  prosperity.  Sometimes,  a  whole- 


sale house  of  business,  requiring  much  room  for 
stowage,  will  occupy  one  or  two,  or  even  all 
three,  sides  of  the  enclosing  space,  and  the 
backs  of  bales  of  goods  will  lumber  up  the  win- 
dows, as  if  they  were  holding  some  crowded 
trade-meeting  of  themselves  within.  Sometimes, 
the  commanding  windows  are  all  blank,  and 
show  no  more  sign  of  life  than  the  graves  below 
— not  so  much,  for  they  tell  of  what  once  ujion 
a  time  was  life  undoubtedly.  Such  was  the  sur- 
rounding of  c5ne  City  churchyard  that  I  saw  last 
summer,  on  a  Volunteering  Saturday  evening 
towards  eight  of  the  clock,  when  with  astonish- 
ment I  beheld  an  old  old  man  and  an  old  old 
woman  in  it,  making  hay.  Yes,  of  all  occupa- 
tions in  this  world,  making  hay  !  It  was  a  very 
confined  patch  of  churchyard  lying  between 
Gracechurch  Street  and  the  Tower,  capable  of 
yielding,  say,  an  apronful  of  hay.  By  what 
means  the  old  old  man  and  woman  had  got  into 
it,  with  an  almost  toothless  hay-making  rake,  I 
could  not  fathom.  No  open  window  was  within 
view ;  no  window  at  all  was  within  view,  sufh- 
cieiitly  near  the  ground  to  have  enabled  their 
old  legs  to  descend  from  it ;  the  rusty  church- 
yard gate  was  locked,  the  mouldy  church  was 
locked.  Gravely  among  the  graves  they  made 
ha}',  all  alone  by  themselves.  They  looked  like 
Time  and  his  wife.  There  was  but  the  one  rake 
between  them,  and  they  both  had  hold  of  it  in 
a  pastorally-lo\'ing  manner,  and  there  was  hay 
on  the  old  woman's  black  bonnet,  as  if  the  old 
man  had  recently  been  playful.  The  old  man 
was  quite  an  obsolete  old  man,  in  knee  breeches 
and  coarse  grey  stockings,  and  the  old  woman 
wore  mittens  like  unto  his  stockings  in  texture 
and  in  colour.  They  took  no  heed  of  me  as  I 
looked  on,  unable  to  account  for  them.  The  old 
woman  was  much  too  bright  for  a  pew-opener, 
the  old  man  much  too  meek  for  a  beadle.  On 
an  old  tombstone  in  the  foreground,  between 
me  and  them,  were  two  cherubim  :  but  for  those 
celestial  embellishments  being  represented  as 
having  no  possible  use  for  knee  breeches,  stock- 
ings, or  mittens,  I  should  have  compared  them 
with  the  hay-makers,  and  sought  a  likeness.  I 
coughed  and  awoke  the  echoes,  but  the  hay- 
makers never  looked  at  me.  They  used  the 
rake  with  a  measured  action,  drawing  tlie  scanty 
crop  towards  them ;  and  so  I  was  fain  to  leave 
them  under  three  yards  and  a  half  of  darkening 
sky,  gravely  making  hay  among  the  graves,  all 
alone  by  themselves.  Perhaps  they  were  Spec- 
tres, and  I  wanted  a  medium. 

In  another  City  churchyard,  of  similar 
cramped  dimensions,  I  saw,  that  selfsame  sum- 
mer, two  comfortable  charity  children.     They 
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were  making  love — tremendous  proof  of  the 
vigour  of  that  immortal  article,  for  they  were  in 
the  graceful  uniform  under  which  English 
Charity  delights  to  hide  herself — and  they  were 
overgrown,  and  their  legs  (his  legs,  at  least,  for 
I  am  modestly  incompetent  to  speak  of  hers) 
were  as  much  in  the  wrong  as  mere  passive 
weakness  of  character  can  render  legs.  Oh,  it 
was  a  leaden  churchyard,  but  no  doubt  a  golden 
ground  to  those  young  persons  !  I  first  saw 
them  on  a  Saturday  evening,  and,  perceiving 
from  their  occupation  that  Saturday  evening  was 
their  trysting-time,  I  returned  that  evening 
se'nnight,  and  renewed  the  contemplation  of 
them.  They  came  there  to  shake  the  bits  of 
matting  which  were  spread  in  the  church  aisles, 
and  they  afterwards  rolled  them  up,  he  rolling 
his  end,  she  rolling  hers,  until  they  met,  and 
over  the  two  once  divided  novv'  united  roils — 
sweet  emblem! — gave  and  received  a  chaste 
salute.  It  was  so  refreshing  to  find  one  of  my 
faded  churchyards  blooming  into  flower  thus, 
that  I  returned  a  second  time,  and  a  third,  and 
ultimately  this  befell : — They  had  left  the  church- 
door  open  in  their  dusting  and  arranging.  Walk- 
ing in  to  look  at  tlie  church,  I  became  aware,  by 
the  dim  light,  of  him  in  the  pulpit,  of  her  in  tlie 
reading-desk,  of  him  looking  down,  of  her  look- 
ing up^  exchanging  tender  discourse.  Immedi- 
ately both  dived,  and  became  as  it  were  non- 
existent on  this  sphere.  With  an  assumption  of 
innocence  I  turned  to  leave  the  sacred  edifice, 
when  an  obese  form  stood  in  the  portal,  puffily 
demanding  Joseph,  or,  in  default  of  Joseph, 
Celia.  Taking  this  monster  by  the  sleeve,  and 
luring  him  forth  on  pretence  of  showing  him 
whom  he  sought,  I  gave  time  for  the  emergence 
of  Joseph  and  Celia,  who  presently  came  to- 
wards us  in  the  churchyard,  bending  under  dusty 
matting,  a  picture  of  thriving  and  unconscious 
industr)'.  It  would  be  superfluous  to  hint  that 
I  have  ever  since  deemed  this  the  proudest  pas- 
sage in  my  life. 

But  such  instances,  or  any  tokens  of  vitality, 
are  rare  indeed  in  my  City  churchyards.  A  few 
sparrows  occasionally  try  to  raise  a  lively  chirrup 
in  their  solitary  tree — perhaps,  as  taking  a  dif- 
ferent view  of  worms  from  that  entertained  by 
humanity — but  they  are  flat  and  hoarse  of  voice, 
like  the  clerk,  the  organ,  the  bell,  the  clergy- 
man, and  all  the  rest  of  the  church-works  when 
they  are  wound  up  for  Sunday.  Caged  larks, 
thrushes,  or  blackbirds,  hanging  in  neighbouring 
courts,  pour  forth  their  strains  passionately,  as 
scenting  the  tree,  trying  to  break  out,  and  see 
leaves  again  before  they  die,  but  their  song  is 
Willow,  Willow — of  a  churchvard  cast.    So  little 


light  lives  inside  the  churches  of  my  church- 
yards, when  the  two  are  co-e.xistent,  that  it  is 
often  only  by  an  accident,  and  after  long  ac- 
quaintance, that  I  discover  their  having  stained 
glass  in  some  odd  window.  The  westering  sun 
slants  into  the  churchyard  by  some  unwonted 
entry,  a  few  prismatic  tears  drop  on  an  old 
tombstone,  and  a  window  that  I  thought  was 
only  dirty  is  for  the  moment  all  bejewelled. 
Then  the  light  passes  and  the  colours  die. 
Though  even  then,  if  there  be  room  enough  for 
me  to  fall  back  so  far  as  that  I  can  gaze  up  to 
the  top  of  the  church  tower,  I  see  the  rusty  vane 
new  burnished,  and  seeming  to  look  out  with  a 
joyful  flash  over  the  sea  of  smoke  at  the  distant 
shore  of  country. 

Blinking  old  men,  who  are  let  out  of  work- 
houses by  the  hour,  have  a  tendency  to  sit  on 
bits  of  coping-stone  in  these  churchyards,  lean- 
ing with  both  hands  on  their  sticks,  and  asthma- 
tically  gasping.  The  more  depressed  class  of 
beggars,  too,  bring  hither  broken  meats,  and 
munch.  I  am  on  nodding  terms  with  a  medi- 
tative turncock  who  lingers  in  one  of  them,  and 
whom  I  suspect  of  a  turn  for  poetry  ;  the  rather 
as  he  looks  out  of  temper  when  he  gives  the 
fire-plug  a  disparaging  wrench  with  that  large 
tuning-fork  of  his  which  would  wear  out  the 
shoulder  of  his  coat,  but  for  a  precautionary 
piece  of  inlaid  leather.  Fire-ladders,  which  I 
am  satisfied  nobody  knows  anything  about,  and 
the  keys  of  which  were  lost  in  ancient  times, 
moulder  away  in  the  larger  churchyards,  under 
eaves  like  wooden  eyebrows  ;  and  so  removed 
are  those  corners  from  the  haunts  of  men  and 
boys,  that  once,  on  a  fifth  of  November,  I  found 
a  "Guy"  trusted  to  take  care  of  himself  there, 
■^\hile  his  proprietors  had  gone  to  dinner.  Of 
the  expression  of  his  face  I  cannot  report,  be- 
cause it  was  turned  to  the  wall ;  but  his  shnigged 
shoulders  and  his  ten  extended  fingers  appeared 
to  denote  that  he  had  moralised,  in  his  little 
straw  chair,  on  the  mystery  of  mortality  until  he 
gave  it  up  as  a  bad  job. 

You  do  not  come  upon  these  churchyards 
violently;  there  are  shades  of  transition  in  the 
neighbourhood.  An  antiquated  news  shop,  or 
barber's  shop,  apparently  bereft  of  customers  in 
the  earlier  days  of  George  the  Third,  would  warn 
me  to  look  out  for  one,  if  any  discoveries  in  this 
respect  were  left  for  me  to  make.  A  very  quiet 
court,  in  combination  with  an  unaccountable 
dyer's  and  scourer's,  would  prepare  me  for  a 
churchyard.  An  exceedingly  retiring  public- 
house,  with  a  bagatelle  board  shadily  visible  in  a 
sawdusty  parlour  shaped  like  an  omnibus,  and  with 
a  shelf  of  punch-bowls  in  the  bar,  would  apprise 
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me  that  I  stood  near  consecrated  ground.  A 
"  Dairy,"  exhibiting  in  its  modest  window  one 
very  little  milk-can  and  three  eggs,  would  sug- 
gest to  me  the  certainty  of  finding  the  ])oultry 
hard  by,  pecking  at  my  foreflithers.  I  first  in- 
ferred the  vicinity  of  St.  Ghastly  Grim  from  a 
certain  air  of  extra  repose  and  gloom  pervading 
a  vast  stack  of  warehouses. 

From  the  hush  of  tliese  places  it  is  congenial 
to  pass  into  the  hushed  resorts  of  business. 
Down  the  lanes  I  like  to  see  the  carts  and 
waggons  huddled  together  in  repose,  the  cranes 
idle,  and  the  warehouses  shut.  Pausing  in  the 
alleys  behind  the  closed  Banks  of  mighty  Lom- 
bard Street,  it  gives  one  as  good  as  a  rich  feeling 
to  think  of  the  broad  counters  with  a  rim  along 
the  edge,  made  for  telling  money  out  on,  the 
scales  for  weighing  precious  metals,  the  pon- 
derous ledgers,  and,  above  all,  the  bright  copper 
shovels  for  shovelling  gold.  When  I  draw 
money,  it  never  seems  so  much  money  as  when 
it  is  shovelled  at  me  out  of  a  bright  copper 
shovel.  I  like  to  say,  "  In  Gold,"  and  to  see 
seven  pounds  musically  pouring  out  of  the 
shovel,  like  seventy ;  the  Bank  appearing  to  re- 
mark to  me — I  italicise  appearmg — "If  you 
want  more  of  this  yellow  earth,  we  keep  it  in 
barrows  at  your  service."  To  think  of  the 
banker's  clerk  with  his  deft  finger  turning  the 
crisp  edges  of  the  Hundred-Pound  Notes  he  has 
taken  in  a  fat  roll  out  of  a  drawer,  is  again  to 
hear  the  rustling  of  that  delicious  south- cash 
wind.  '•'  Plow  will  you  have  it  ?"  I  once  heard 
this  usual  question  asked  at  a  Bank  Counter  of 
an  elderly  female,  habited  in  mourning  and 
steeped  in  simplicity,  who  answered,  open-eyed, 
crook-fingered,  laughing  with  expectation,  "Any- 
how !"  Calling  these  things  to  mind  as  I  stroll 
among  the  Banks,  I  wonder  whether  the  other 
solitary  Sunday  man  I  pass  has  designs  upon  the 
Banks.  For  the  interest  and  mystery  of  the 
matter,  I  almost  hope  he  may  have,  and  that 
his  confederate  may  be  at  this  moment  taking 
impressions  of  the  keys  of  the  iron  closets  in 
Avax,  and  that  a  delightful  robbery  may  be  in 
course  of  transaction.  About  College  Hill, 
Mark  Lane,  and  so  on  towards  the  Tower,  and 
Dockward,  the  deserted  wine  merchants'  cellars 
are  fine  subjects  for  consideration  ;  but  the  de- 
serted money-cellars  of  the  Bankers,  and  their 
plate-cellars,  and  their  jewel-cellars,  what  sub- 
terranean regions  of  the  Wonderful  Lamp  are 
these  !  And  again  :  possibly  some  shoeless  boy 
in  rags_  passed  through  this  street  yesterday,  for 
whom  it  is  reserved  to  be  a  Banker  in  the  fulness 
of  time,  and  to  be  surpassing  rich.  Such  re- 
verses have  been  since  the  days  of  Whittington ; 


and  Avere  long  before.  I  want  to  know  whether 
the  boy  has  any  foreglittering  of  tliat  glittering 
fortune  now,  when  he  treads  these  stones  hungry. 
]\Iuch  as  I  also  want  to  know  whether  the  next 
man  to  be  hanged  at  Newgate  yonder  had  any 
suspicion  upon  him  that  he  was  moving  steadily 
towards  that  fate,  when  he  talked  so  much  about 
the  last  man  who  paid  the  same  great  debt  at 
the  same  small  Debtors'  Door. 

Wliere  are  all  the  people  who  on  busy  work- 
ing-days pervade  these  scenes?  The  locomoti\e 
banker's  clerk,  who  carries  a  black  portfolio 
chained  to  him  by  a  chain  of  steel,  where  is  he  ? 
Does  he  go  to  bed  with  his  chain  on — to  churcli 
with  his  chain  on — or  does  he  lay  it  by  ?  And 
if  he  lays  it  by,  what  becomes  of  his  portfolio, 
when  he  is  unchained  for  a  holiday  ?  The  waste- 
paper  baskets  of  these  closed  counting-houses 
would  let  me  into  many  hints  of  business  matters 
if  I  had  the  exploration  of  them ;  and  what 
secrets  of  the  heart  should  I  discover  on  the 
"  pads  "  of  the  young  clerks — the  sheets  of  car- 
tridge-paper and  blotting-paper  interposed  be- 
tween their  writing  and  their  desks  !  Pads  are 
taken  into  confidence  on  the  tenderest  occasions, 
and  oftentimes  when  I  have  made  a  business 
visit,  and  have  sent  in  my  name  from  the  outer 
office,  have  I  had  it  forced  on  my  discursive 
notice  that  the  officiating  young  gentleman  has 
over  and  over  again  inscribed  Amelia,  in  ink  of 
various  dates,  on  corners  of  his  pad.  Indeed, 
the  pad  may  be  regarded  as  the  legitimate 
modern  successor  of  the  old  forest  tree  :  whereon 
these  young  knights  (having  no  attainable  forest 
nearer  than  Epping)  engrave  the  names  of  their 
mistresses.  After  all,  it  is  a  more  satisfactory 
process  than  carving,  and  can  be  oftener  re- 
peated. So  these  courts  in  their  Sunday  rest 
are  courts  of  Love  Omnipotent  (I  rejoice  to 
bethink  myself),  dry  as  they  look.  And  here  is 
Garraway's,  bolted  and  shuttered  hard  and  fast ! 
It  is  possible  to  imagine  the  man  who  cuts  the 
sandwiches,  on  his  back  in  a  hay-field  ;  it  is 
possible  to  imagine  his  desk,  like  the  desk  of  a 
clerk  at  church,  without  him;  but  imagination 
is  unable  to  pursue  the  men  who  wait  at  Garra- 
way's all  the  week  for  the  men  who  never  come. 
^Vhen  they  are  forcibly  put  out  of  Garraway's  on 
Saturday  night — which  they  must  be,  for  they 
never  would  go  out  of  their  own  accord — where 
do  they  vanish  until  Monday  morning?  On 
the  first  Sunday  that  I  ever  strayed  here,  I  ex- 
pected to  find  them  hovering  about  these  lanes, 
hke  restless  ghosts,  and  trying  to  peep_  into 
Garraway's  through  chinks  in  the  shutters,  if  not 
endeavouring  to  turn  the  lock  of  the  door  with 
false  keys,  picks,  and  screw-drivers.     But   the 
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wonder  is,  that  they  go  clean  away  !  And  now 
I  think  of  it,  the  wonder  is,  that  every  working- 
day  pervader  of  these  scenes  goes  clean  away. 
The  man  who  sells  the  dogs'  collars  and  the 
little  toy  coal-scuttles  feels  under  as  great  an 
obligation  to  go  afar  off  as  Glyn  and  Co.,  or 
Smith,  Payne,  and  Smith.  There  is  an  old 
monastery  crypt  under  Garraway's  (I  have  been 
in  it  among  the  port  wine),  and  perhaps  Garra- 
way's, taking  pity  on  the  mouldy  men  who  wait 
in  its  public-room  all  their  lives,  gives  them  cool 
house  room  down  there  over  Sundays  ;  but  the 
catacombs  of  Paris  would  not  be  large  enough 
to  hold  the  rest  of  the  missing.  This  charac- 
teristic of  London  City  greatly  helps  its  being 
the  quaint  place  it  is  in  the  weekly  pause  of 
business,  and  greatly  helps  my  Sunday  sensation 
in  it  of  being  the  Last  Man.  In  my  solitude, 
the  ticket  porters  being  all  gone  with  the  rest,  I 
venture  to  breathe  to  the  quiet  bricks  and  stones 
my  confidential  wonderment  why  a  ticket  porter, 
who  never  does  any  work  with  his  hands,  is 
bound  to  wear  a  white  apron,  and  why  a  great 
Ecclesiastical  Dignitary,  who  never  does  any 
work  with  his  hands  either,  is  equally  bound  to 
wear  a  black  one. 


XXIL 

AN   OLD  STAGE-COACHING  HOUSE. 

i^FORE  the  waitress   had    shut   the 
door,    I   had   forgotten    how   many 
stage-coaches  she  said  used  to  change 
horses  in  the  town  every  day.     But 
^f^      '    it  was  of  little  moment ;  any  high 
xA^  number  would  do  as  well  as  another. 
Ih^   It  had  been  a  great  stage-coaching  tov/n 
^         in  the  great  stage-coaching  times,  and 
the  ruthless  railways  had  killed  and  buried  it. 

The  sign  of  the  house  was  the  Dolphin's 
Head.  Why  only  head,  I  don't  know ;  for  the 
Dolphin's  effigy  at  full  length,  and  upside  down 
— as  a  Dolphin  is  always  bound  to  be  when 
artistically  treated,  though  I  suppose  he  is  some- 
times right  side  upward  in  his  natural  condition 
— graced  the  sign-board.  The  sign-boanl  chafed 
its  rusty  hooks  outside  the  bow-window  of  my 
room,  and  was  a  shabby  work.  No  visitor  could 
have  denied  that  the  Dolphin  was  dying  by 
inches,  but  he  showed  no  bright  colours.  He  had 
once  served  another  master ;  there  was  a  newer 
streak  of  paint  below  him,  displaying  with  incon- 
sistent freshness  the  legend,  By  J.  Mellows. 

My  door  opened  again,  and  J.  Mellows's  re- 
presentative came  back.     I  had  asked  her  what 


I  could  have  for  dinner,  and  she  now  returned 
with  the  counter-question,  what  would  I  like? 
As  the  Dolphin  stood  possessed  of  nothing  that 
I  do  like,  I  was  fain  to  yield  to  the  suggestion 
of  a  duck,  which  I  don't  like.  J.  Mellows's  re- 
presentative was  a  mournful  young  woman,  with 
one  eye  susceptible  of  guidance,  and  one  uncon- 
trollable eye  ;  which  latter,  seeming  to  wander 
in  quest  of  stage-coaches,  deepened  the  melan- 
choly in  which  the  Dolphin  was  steeped. 

This  young  woman  had  but  shut  the  door  on 
retiring  again,  when  I  bethought  me  of  adding 
to  my  order  the  words,  "  with  nice  vegetables." 
Looking  out  at  the  door  to  give  them  emphatic 
utterance,  I  found  her  already  in  a  state  of  pen- 
sive catalepsy  in  the  deserted  gallery,  picking 
her  teeth  with  a  pin. 

At  the  Railway  Station,  seven  miles  off,  I  had 
been  the  subject  of  wonder  when  I  ordered  a  fly 
in  which  to  come  here.  And  when  I  gave  the 
direction,  "  To  the  Dolphin's  Head,"  I  had 
observed  an  ominous  stare  on  the  countenance 
of  the  strong  young  man  in  velveteen,  who  was 
the  platform  servant  of  the  Company.  He 
had  also  called  to  my  driver  at  parting,  ''  All 
ri-ight !  Don't  hang  yourself  when  you  get  there, 
Geo-o-rge  I "  in  a  sarcastic  tone,  for  which  I  had 
entertained  some  transitory  thoughts  of  report- 
ing him  to  the  General  jManager. 

I  had  no  business  in  the  town — I  never  have 
any  business  in  any  town — but  I  had  been  caught 
by  the  fancy  that  I  would  come  and  look  at  it 
in  its  degeneracy.  My  purpose  was  fitly  in- 
augurated by  the  Dolphin's  licad,  which  every- 
where expressed  past  coachfulness  and  present 
coachlessness.  Coloured  prints  of  coaches  start- 
ing, arriving,  changing  horses,  coaches  in  the 
sunshine,  coaches  in  the  snow,  coaches  in  the 
wind,  coaches  in  the  mist  and  rain,  coaches  on 
the  King's  birthday,  coaches  in  all  circumstances 
compatible  with  their  triumph  and  victory,  but 
never  in  the  act  of  breaking  down  or  overturn- 
ing, pervaded  the  house.  Of  these  works  of  art, 
some,  framed  and  not  glazed,  had  holes  in  them  ; 
the  varnish  of  others  had  become  so  brown  and 
cracked,  that  they  looked  like  overdone  pie- 
crust ;  the  designs  of  others  were  almost  obli- 
terated by  the  fiics  of  many  sunmiers.  Broken 
glasses,  damaged  frames,  lop-sided  hanging,  and 
consignment  of  incurable  cripples  to  places  of 
tefuge  in  dark  corners,  attested  the  desolation 
of  the  rest.  The  old  room  on  the  ground-floor, 
where  :the  passengers  of  the  Highflyer  used  to 
dine,  had  nothing  in  it  but  a  wretched  show  of 
twigs  and  flower-pots  in  the  broad  window  to 
hide  the  nakedness  of  the  land,  and  in  a  corner 
little  Mellows's  perambulator,  with  even  its  para- 
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sol  head  turned  despondently  to  the  wall.  The 
other  room,  where  post-horse  company  used  to 
wait  while  relays  were  getting  ready  down  the 
yard,  still  held  its  ground,  but  was  as  airless  as 
I  conceive  a  hearse  to  be :  insomuch  that  Mr, 
Pitt,  hanging  high  against  the  partition  (with 
spots  on  him  like  port  wine,  though  it  is  mys- 
terious how  port  wine  ever  got  squirted  up  there), 
had  good  reason  for  perking  his  nose  and  snififing. 
The  stopperless  cruets  on  the  spindle-shanked 
sideboard  were  in  a  miserably  dejected  state ; 
the  anchovy  sauce  having  turned  blue  some  years 
ago,  and  the  cayenne  pepper  (with  a  scoop  in  it 
like  a  small  model  of  a  wooden  leg)  having 
turned  solid.  The  old  fraudulent  candles,  which 
were  always  being  paid  for  and  never  used,  were 
burnt  out'at  last ;  but  their  tall  stilts  of  candle- 
sticks still  lingered,  and  still  outraged  the  human 
intellect  by  pretending  to  be  silver.  The  mouldy 
old  unreformed  Borough  ]Member,  with  his  right 
hand  buttoned  up  in  the  breast  of  his  coat,  and 
his  back  characteristically  turned  on  bales  of 
petitions  from  his  constituents,  was  there  too; 
and  the  poker  which  never  had  been  among  the 
fire-irons,  lest  post-horse  company  should  over- 
stir  the  fire,  was  not  there,  as  of  old. 

Pursuing  my  researches  in  the  Dolphin's  Head, 
1  found  it  sorely  shrunken.  When  J.  Mellows 
came  into  possession,  he  had  v»-alled  off  half  the 
bar,  which  was  now  a  tobacco  shop  with  its  own 
entrance  in  the  yard — the  once-glorious  yard 
where  the  postboys,  whip  in  hand  and  always 
buttoning  their  waistcoats  at  the  last  moment, 
used  to  come  running  forth  to  mount  and  away. 
A  "  Scientific  Shoeing  Smith  and  Veterinary 
Surgeon "  had  further  encroached  upon  the 
yard  ;  and  a  grimly  satirical  Jobber,  who  an- 
nounced himself  as  having  to  Let  "  A  neat  one- 
horse  fly,  and  a  one-horse  cart,"  had  established 
his  business,  himself,  and  his  family,  in  a  part  of 
the  extensive  stables.  Another  part  was  lopped 
clean  off  from  the  Dolphin's  Head,  and  now 
comprised  a  chapel,  a  wheelwright's,  and  a 
Young  Men's  Mutual  Improvement  and  Discus- 
sion Society  (in  a  loft) :  the  whole  forming  a 
back-lane.  No  audacious  hand  had  plucked 
down  the  vane  from  the  central  cupola  of  the 
stables,  but  it  had  grown  rusty  and  stuck  at  N — 
Nil :  while  the  score  or  two  of  pigeons  that  re- 
mained true  to  their  ancestral  traditions  and  the 
place,  had  collected  in  a  row  on  the  roof  ridge  of 
the  only  outhouse  retained  by  the  Dolphin, 
where  all  the  inside  pigeons  tried  to  push  the 
outside  pigeon  off.  This  I  accepted  as  emble- 
matical of  the  struggle  for  post  and  place  in 
railway  times. 

Sauntering  forth  into  the  town,  by  way  of  the 


covered  and  pillared  entrance  to  the  Dolphin's 
Yard,  once  redolent  of  soup  and  stable  Utter, 
now  redolent  of  musty  disuse,  I  paced  the  street. 
It  was  a  hot  day,  and  the  little  sun-blinds  of  the 
shops  were  all  drawn  down,  and  the  more  enter- 
prising tradesmen  had  caused  their  'prentices  to 
trickle  water  on  the  pavement  appertaining  to 
their  frontage.  It  looked  as  if  they  had  been 
shedding  tears  for  the  stage-coaches,  and  drying 
their  ineffectual  pocket-handkerchiefs.  Such 
weakness  would  have  been  excusable ;  for 
business  was — as  one  dejected  jDorkman,  who 
kept  a  shop  which  refused  to  reciprocate  the 
compliment  by  keeping  him,  informed  me — 
"  bitter  bad."  Most  of  the  harness-makers  and 
corn-dealers  were  gone  the  way  of  the  coaches, 
but  it  was  a  pleasant  recognition  of  the  eternal 
procession  of  Children  down  that  old  original 
steep  Incline,  the  Valley  of  the  Shadow,  that 
those  tradesmen  were  mostly  succeeded  by  vend- 
ors of  sweetmeats  and  cheap  toys.  The  oppo- 
sition house  to  the  Dolphin,  once  famous  as  the 
New  White  Hart,  had  long  collapsed.  In  a  fit 
of  abject  depression,  it  had  cast  whitewash  on 
its  windows,  and  boarded  up  its  front-door,  and 
reduced  itself  to  a  side-entrance  ;  but  even  tliat 
had  proved  a  world  too  wide  for  the  Literary 
Institution  which  had  been  its  last  phase ;  for 
the  Institution  had  collapsed  too,  and  of  the 
ambitious  letters  of  its  inscription  on  the  White 
Plart's  front,  all  had  fallen  off  but  these  : 


Y    INS 
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■ — suggestive  of  Lamentably  Insolvent.  As  to 
the  neighbouring  market-place,  it  seemed  to 
have  wholly  relinquished  marketing  to  the  dealer 
in  crockery  whose  pots  and  pans  straggled  half 
across  it,  and  to  the  Cheap  Jack  who  sat  with 
folded  arms  on  the  shafts  of  his  cart,  supercili- 
ously gazing  around ;  his  velveteen  waistcoat 
evidently  harbouring  grave  doubts  whether  it  was 
worth  his  while  to  stay  a  night  in  such  a  place. 

The  church  bells  began  to.  ring  as  I  left  this 
spot,  but  they  by  no  means  improved  the  case, 
lor  they  said,  in  a  petulant  way,  and  speaking 
with  some  difficulty  in  their  irritation,  "What's- 
be-come-of-THE-coach-ES?"  Nor  would  they  (I 
found  on  listening)  ever  vary  their  emphasis, 
save  in  respect  of  growing  more  sharp  and 
vexed,  but  invariably  went  on,  "  WHAx's-be- 
come-of-THE-coach-ES  ?  ■' — always  beginning  the 
inquiry  with  an  unpolite  abruptness.  Perhaps 
from  their  elevation  they  saw  the  railway,  and  it 
aggravated  them. 

Coming  upon  a  coachmaker's  workshop,  \ 
began  to  look  about  me  with  a  revived  spirit,, 
thinking  that  perchance  I  might  behold  there 
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some  remains  of  the  old  times  of  the  town's 
greatness.     There  was  only  one  man  at  work — 
a  dry  man,  grizzled,  and  far  advanced  in  years, 
but  tall  and  upright,  who,  becoming  aware  of 
me  looking  on,  straightened  his  back,  pushed  up 
his  spectacles  against  his  brown-paper  cap,  and 
appeared   inclined   to   defy  me.     To  whom    I 
pacifically  said  : 
"  Good  day,  sir  !  " 
'•  What?"  said  he. 
"  Good  day,  sir." 

He  seemed  to  consider  about  that,  and  not  to 
agree  with  me. — "  Was  you  a  looking  for  any- 
thing ?  "  he  then  asked  in  a  pointed  manner. 

*'  I  was  wondering  whether  there  happened 
to  be  any  fragment  of  an  old  stage-coach  here." 
"  Is  that  all  ?  " 
"  That's  all." 
"No,  there  ain't." 

It  was  now  my  turn  to  say  "  Oh  !  "  and  I  said 
it.  Not  another  word  did  the  dry  and  grizzled 
man  say,  but  bent  to  his  work  again.  In  the 
coachmaking  days,  the  coach  painters  had  tried 
their  brushes  on  a  post  beside  him  ;  and  quite  a 
Calendar  of  departed  glories  was  to  be  read  upon 
it,  in  blue  and  yellow  and  red  and  green,  some 
inches  thick.     Presently  he  looked  up  again. 

"You  seem  to  have  a  deal  of  time  on  your 
hands,"  was  his  querulous  remark. 
I  admitted  the  fact. 

"  I  think  it's  a  pity  you  was  not  brought  up 
to  something,"  said  he. 
I  said  I  thought  so  too. 

Appearing  to  be  informed  with  an  idea,  he 
laid  down  his  plane  (for  it  was  a  plane  he  was 
at  work  with),  pushed  up  his  spectacles  again, 
and  came  to  the  door. 

"  Would  a  po-shay  do  for  you  ?  "'  he  asked. 
"  I  am  not  sure  that  I  understand  what  you 
mean."' 

"  Would  a  po-shay,"  said  the  coachmaker, 
standing  close  before  me,  and  folding  his  arms 
in  the  manner  of  a  cross-examining  counsel — 
"  would  a  po-shay  meet  the  views  you  have 
expressed  ?  Yes,  or  no  ?  " 
"Yes." 

"  Then  you  keep  straight  along  down  there 
till  you  see  one.  l'c'//'ll  see  one  if  you  go  fur 
enough." 

With  that  he  turned  me  by  the  shoulder  in 
the  direction  I  was  to  take,  and  went  in  and 
resumed  his  work  against  a  background  of  leaves 
and  grapes.  For,  although  he  was  a  soured 
man  and  a  discontented,  his  workshop  was  that 
agreeable  mixture  of  town  and  country,  street 
and  garden,  which  is  often  to  be  seen  in  a  small 
English  town. 


I  went  the  way  he  turned  me,  and  I  came  to 
the  Beer-shop  with  the  sign  of  The  First  and 
Last,  and  was  out  of  the  town  on  the  old  Lon- 
don Road.  I  came  to  the  turnpike,  and  I 
found  it,  in  its  silent  way,  eloquent  respecting 
the  change  that  had  fallen  on  the  road.  The 
Turnpike-house  was  all  overgrown  with  ivy;  and 
the  Turnpike-keeper,  unable  to  get  a  living  out 
of  the  tolls,  plied  the  trade  of  a  cobbler.  Not 
only  that,  but  his  wife  sold  ginger-beer,  and,  in 
the  very  window  of  espial  through  which  the 
Toll-takers  of  old  times  used  with  awe  to  behold 
the  grand  London  coaches  coming  on  at  a 
gallop,  exhibited  for  sale  little  barbers'  poles  of 
sweetstuff  in  a  sticky  lantern. 

The  political  economy  of  the  master  of  the 
turnpike  thus  expressed  itself. 

"  How  goes  turnpike  business,  master .?"  said 
I  to  him,  as  he  sat  in  his  little  porch,  repairing 
a  shoe. 

"  It  don't  go  at  all,  master,"  said  he  to  me. 
"  It's  stopped." 

"That's  bad,"  said  I. 

"Bad?"  he  repeated.  And  he  pointea  to 
one  of  his  sunburnt  dusty  children  who  was 
climbing  the  turnpike-gate,  and  said,  extending 
his  open  right  hand  in  remonstrance  with  Uni- 
versal Nature,  "  Five  on  'em  !  " 

"  But  how  to  improve  Turnpike  business  ?  " 
said  I. 

"  There's  a  way,  master,"  said  he,  with  the  air 
of  one  who  had  thought  deeply  on  the  subject. 
"  I  should  like  to  know  it." 
"  Lay  a  toll  on  everything  as  comes  through  ,- 
lay  a  toll  on  walkers.  Lay  another  toll  on 
everything  as  don't  come  through ;  lay  a  toll  on 
them  as  stops  at  home." 

"  Would  the  last  remedy  be  fair  ?'' 
"  Fair  ?     Them  as  stops  at  home  could  come 
through  if  they  liked ;  couldn't  they  ?  " 
"  Say  they  could." 

"  Toll  'em.  If  they  don't  come  through,  it's 
their  look-out.     Anyways, — Toll  'em  !  " 

finding  it  was  as  impossible  to  argue  with 
this  financial  genius  as  if  he  had  been  Chan- 
cellor of  the  Exchequer,  and  consequently  the 
right  man  in  the  right  place,  I  passed  on 
meekly. 

My  mind  now  began  to  misgive  me  that  the 
disappointed  coachmaker  had  sent  me  on  a 
wild-goose  errand,  and  that  there  was  no  post- 
chaise  in  those  parts.  But  coming  within  view 
of  certain  allotment  gardens  by  the  roadside,  I 
retracted  the  suspicion,  and  confessed  that  I  had 
done  him  an  injustice.  For,  there  I  saw,  surely,  | 
the  poorest  superannuated  post-chaise  left  on 
earth. 
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It  was  a  post-chaise  taken  off  its  axletree  and 
wheels,  and  plumped  down  on  the  clayey  soil 
amono-  a  ragged  growth  of  vegetables.  It  was 
a  posT-chaisc  not  even  set  straight  upon  the 
"•round,  but  tilted  over,  as  if  it  had  fallen  out  of 
a  balloon.  It  was  a  post-chaise  that  had  been 
a  long  time  in  those  decayed  circumstances,  and 
against  which  scarlet-beans  were  trained.  It 
was  a  post-chaise  patched  and  mended  with  old 
tea-trays,  or  with  scraps  of  iron  that  looked  like 
them,  and  boarded  up  as  to  the  windows,  but 
having  a  knocker  on  the  off-side  door.  Whether 
it  was  a  post-chaise  used  as  tool-house,  summer- 
house,  or  dwelling-house,  I  could  not  discover, 
for  there  was  nobody  at  home  at  the  post-chaise 
when  I  knocked ;  but  it  was  certainly  used  for 
something,  and  locked  up.  In  the  wonder  of  this 
discovery,  I  walked  round  and  round  the  post- 
chaise  many  times,  and  sat  down  by  the  post- 
chaise,  waiting  for  further  elucidation.  None 
came.  At  last,  I  made  my  way  back  to  the  old 
London  Road  by  the  further  end  of  the  allotment 
gardens,  and  consequently  at  a  point  beyond  that 
from  which  I  had  diverged.  1  had  to  scramble 
through  a  hedge  and  down  a  steep  bank,  and  I 
nearly  came  down  atop  of  a  little  spare  man  who 
sat  breaking  stones  by  the  roadside. 

He  stayed  his  hammer,  and  said,  regarding 
me  mysteriously  through  his  dark  goggles  of 
wire  : 

'•'Are  you  aware,  sir,  that  you've  been  tres- 
passing ?  " 

"  I  turned  out  of  the  way,"  said  I  in  explana- 
tion, '"'  to  look  at  that  odd  post-chaise.  Do  you 
happen  to  know  anything  about  it  ?  " 

"  I  know  it  was  many  a  year  upon  the  road," 
said  he. 

"  So  I  supposed.  Do  you  know  to  whom  it 
belongs  ?  " 

The  stone-breaker  bent  his  brows  and  goggles 
over  his  heap  of  stones,  as  if  he  were  considering 
whether  he  should  answer  the  question  or  not. 
Then,  raising  his  barred  eyes  to  my  features  as 
before,  he  said  : 

"  To  me." 

Being  quite  unprepared  for  the  reply,  I  re- 
ceived it  with  a  sufficiently  awkward  "  Indeed  ! 

Dear  me  !  "     Presently  I  added,  "  Do  you " 

I  was  going  to  say  "  live  there,"  but  it  seemed 
so  absurd  a  question,  that  I  substituted  "live 
near  here  ?  " 

The  stone-breaker,  who  had  not  broken  a 
fragment  since  we  began  to  converse,  then  did 
as  follows.  He  raised  himself  by  poising  his 
figure  on  his  hammer,  and  took  his  coat,  on 
which  he  had  been  seated,  over  his  arm.  He 
then  backed  to  an  easier  part  of  the  bank  than 


that  by  which  I  had  come  down,  keeping  his 
dark  goggles  silently  upon  me  all  the  time,  and 
then  shouldered  his  hammer,  suddenly  turned, 
ascended,  and  was  gone.  His  face  was  so  small, 
and  his  goggles  were  so  large,  that  he  left  me 
wholly  uninformed  as  to  his  countenance  ;  but 
he  left  me  a  profound  impression  that  the  curved 
legs  I  had  seen  from  behind,  as  he  vanished, 
were  the  legs  of  an  old  postboy.  It  was  not 
until  then  that  I  noticed  he  had  been  working 
by  a  grass-grown  milestone,  which  looked  like 
a  tombstone  erected  over  the  grave  of  the 
London  Road. 

My  dinner  hour  being  close  at  hand,  I  had 
no  leisure  to  pursue  the  goggles  or  the  subject 
then,  but  made  my  way  back  to  the  Dolphin's 
Head.  In  the  gateway  I  found  J.  Mellows, 
looking  at  nothing,  and  apparently  experiencing 
that  it  failed  to  raise  his  spirits. 

"  /  don't  care  for  the  town,"  said  J.  Mellows 
when  I  complimented  him  on  the  sanitary  ad- 
vantages it  may  or  may  not  possess  ;  "  I  wish  I 
had  never  seen  the  town  !  " 

"You  don't  belong  to  it,  Mr.  Mellows?" 

"  Belong  to  it !  "  repeated  Mellows.  "  If  I 
didn't  belong  to  a  better  style  of  town  than  this, 
I'd  take  and  drown  myself  in  a  pail."  It  then 
occurred  to  me  that  Mellows,  having  so  little  to 
do,  was  habitually  thrown  back  on  his  internal 
resources — by  which  I  mean  the  Dolphin's 
cellar. 

"  What  we  want,"  said  Mellows,  pulling  off 
his  hat,  and  making  as  if  he  emptied  it  of  the 
last  load  of  Disgust  that  had  exuded  from  his 
brain,  before  he  put  it  on  again  for  another  load ; 
"  what  we  want  is  a  Branch.  The  Petition  for 
the  Branch  Bill  is  in  the  coffee-room.  Would 
you  put  your  name  to  it  ?     Every  little  helps." 

I  found  the  document  in  question  stretched 
out  flat  on  the  coffee-room  table  by  the  aid  of 
certain  weights  from  the  kitchen,  and  I  gave  it 
the  additional  weight  of  my  uncommercial  sig- 
nature. To  the  best  of  my  belief,  I  bound  my- 
self to  the  modest  statement  that  universal  traflic, 
happiness,  prosperity,  and  civilisation,  together 
with  unbounded  national  triumph  in  competi- 
tion with  the  foreigner,  would  infallibly  flow 
from  the  Branch. 

Having  achieved  this  constitutional  feat,  I 
asked  ]\Ir.  Mellows  if  he  could  grace  my  dinner 
with  a  pint  of  good  wine  ?  J\Ir.  INIellows  thus 
replied : 

"  If  I  couldn't  give  you  a  pint  of  good  vvine, 
I'd — there  ! — I'd  take  and  drown  myself  in  a 
pail.  But  I  was  deceived  when  I  bought  this 
business,  and  the  stock  was  higgledy-piggledy, 
and  I  haven't  yet  tasted  my  way  quite  through 
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it  with  a  view  to  sorting  it.  Therefore,  if  you 
order  one  kind  and  get  another,  change  till  it 
comes  right.  For  what,"  said  Mellows,  unload- 
ing his  hat  as  before,  "what  would  you  or 
any  gentleman  do,  if  you  ordered  one  kind  of 
Avine,  and  was  required  to  drink  another  ?  A\'hy, 
you'd  (and  naturally  and  properly,  having  the 
feelings  of  a  gentleman),  you'd  take  and  drown 
yourself  in  a  pail !  " 


XXIII. 

THE  BOILED  BEEF   OF  NEW  ENGLAND. 

HE  shabbiness  of  our  English  capital, 
,jN^  as  compared  with  Paris,  Bordeaux, 
fe\\  Frankfort,  Milan,  Geneva — almost 
\  any  important  town  on  the  continent 
of  Europe — I  find  very  striking  after 
an  absence  of  any  duration  in  foreign 
^Q'  parts.  London  is  shabby  in  contrast  with 
y'^  Edinburgli,  with  Aberdeen,  with  Exeter, 
with  Liverpool,  with  a  bright  little  town  like 
Bury  St.  Edmunds.  London  is  shabby  in 
contrast  with  New  York,  with  Boston,  with 
Philadelphia.  In  detail,  one  would  say  it  can 
rarely  fail  to  be  a  disappointing  piece  of  shab- 
biness to  a  stranger  from  any  of  those  places. 
There  is  nothing  shabbier  than  Drury  Lane  in 
Rome  itself.  The  meanness  of  Regent  Street, 
set  against  the  great  line  of  Boulevards  in  Paris, 
is  as  striking  as  the  abortive  ugliness  of  Tra- 
falgar Square,  set  against  the  gallant  beauty  of 
the  Place  de  la  Concorde.  London  is  shabby 
by  daylight,  and  shabbier  by  gas-light.  No 
Englishman  knows  what  gas-light  is  until  he  sees 
the  Rue  de  Ri\-oli  and  the  Palais  Royal  after 
dark. 

The  mass  of  London  people  are  shabby.  The 
absence  of  distinctive  dress  has,  no  doubt,  some- 
thing to  do  with  it.  The  porters  of  the  Vintners' 
Company,  the  draymen,  and  the  butchers,  are 
about  the  only  people  who  wear  distinctive 
dresses ;  and  even  these  do  not  wear  them  on 
holidays.  We  have  nothing  which,  for  cheap- 
ness, cleanliness,  convenience,  or  picturesque- 
ness,  can  compare  with  the  belted  blouse.  As 
to  our  women ; — next  Easter  or  Whitsuntide, 
look  at  the  bonnets  at  the  British  Museum  or 
the  National  Gallery,  and  think  of  the  pretty 
white  French  cap,  the  Spanish  mantilla,  or  the 
Genoese  mezzero. 

Probably  there  are  not  more  second-hand 
clothes  sold  in  London  than  in  Paris,  aiid  yet 
the  mass   of  the   London   population   have   a 


second-hand  look  which  is  not  to  be  detected  on 
the  mass  of  the  Parisian  population.  I  think  this 
is  mainly  because  a  Parisian  workman  does  not  in 
the  least  trouble  himself  about  what  is  worn  by 
a  Parisian  idler,  but  dresses  in  the  way  of  his 
own  class,  and  for  his  own  comfort.  In  London, 
on  the  contrary,  the  fashions  descend ;  and  you 
never  fully  know  how  inconvenient  or  ridiculous 
a  fashion  is  until  you  see  it  in  its  last  descent. 
It  was  but  the  other  day,  on  a  race-course,  that 
I  observed  four  people  in  a  barouche  deriving 
great  entertainment  from  the  contemplation  of 
four  people  on  foot.  The  four  people  on  foot 
were  two  young  men  and  two  young  women  ; 
the  four  people  in  the  barouche  were  two  young 
men  and  two  young  women.  The  four  young 
women  were  dressed  in  exactly  the  same  style  \ 
the  four  young  men  were  dressed  in  exactly  the 
same  style.  Yet  the  two  couples  on  wheels  were 
as  much  amused  by  the  two  couples  on  foot  as 
if  they  were  quite  unconscious  of  having  them- 
selves set  those  fashions,  or  of  being  at  that  very 
moment  engaged  in  the  display  of  them. 

Is  it  only  in  the  matter  of  clothes  that  fashion 
descends  here  in  London — and  consequently  in 
England — and  thence  shabbiness  arises?  Let 
us  think  a  little,  and  be  just.  The  "  Black 
Country  "  round  about  Birmingham  is  a  very 
black  country;  but  is  ft  quite  as  black  as  it  has 
been  lately  painted  ?  An  appalling  accident 
happened  at  the  People's  Park,  near  Birming- 
ham, this  last  July,  when  it  was  crowded  with 
people  from  the  Black  Country — an  appalling 
accident  consequent  on  a  shamefully  dangerous 
exhibition.  Did  the  shamefully  dangerous  ex- 
hibition originate  in  the  moral  blackness  of  the 
Black  Country,  and  in  the  Black  People's  pecu- 
liar love  of  the  excitement  attendant  on  great 
personal  hazard,  which  they  looked  on  at,  but 
in  which  they  did  not  participate?  Light  is 
much  wanted  in  the  Black  Countr\-.  Oh  !  we 
are  all  agreed  on  that.  But,  we  must  not  quite 
forget  the  crowds  of  gentlefolks  who  set  the 
shamefully  dangerous  fashion,  either.  We  must 
not  quite  forget  the  enterprising  Directors  of  an 
Institution  vaunting  mighty  educational  pre- 
tences, who  made  the  low  sensation  as  strong 
as  they  possibly  could  make  it,  by  hanging  the 
Blondin  rope  as  high  as  they  possibly  could 
hang  it.  All  this  must  not  be  eclipsed  in  the 
Blackness  of  the  Black  Country.  The  reserved 
scats  high  up  by  the  rope,  the  cleared  space 
below  it,  so  that  no  one  should  be  smashed  but 
tlic  performer,  the  pretence  of  slipping  and  fall- 
ing off,  the  baskets  for  the  feet  and  the  sack  for 
the  head,  the  photographs  everywhere,  and  the 
virtuous  indignation  nowhere — all  this  must  not 
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be  wholly  swallowed  up  in  the  blackness  of  the 
jet-black  country. 

Whatsoever  fashion  is  set  in  England  is  cer- 
tain to  descend.  This  is  a  text  for  a  perpetual 
sermon  on  care  in  setting  fashions.  When  you 
find  a  fashion  low  down,  look  back  for  the  time 


(it  will  never  be  far  off)  when  it  was  the  fashion 
high  up.  This  is  the  text  for  a  perpetual  sermon 
on  social  justice.  From  imitations  of  Ethiopian 
Serenaders  to  imitations  of  Princes'  coats  and 
waistcoats,  you  will  find  the  original  model  in  St. 
James's  Parish.     When  the  Serenaders  become 
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tiresome,  trace  them  beyond  the  Black  Country ; 
when  the  coats  and  waistcoats  become  insup- 
portable, refer  them  to  their  source  in  the  Upper 
Toady  Regions. 

Gentlemen's  clubs  were  once  maintained  for 
purposes  of  savage  party  warfare ;  working-men's 


clubs  of  the  same  day  assumed  the  same  cha- 
racter. Gentlemen's  clubs  became  places  of  quiet 
inoffensive  recreation ;  working-men's  clubs  be- 
gan to  follow  suit.  If  working-men  have  seemed 
rather  slow  to  appreciate  advantages  of  com- 
bination which  have  saved  the  pockets  of  gentle- 
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men,  and  enhanced  their  comforts,  it  is  because 
working-men  could  scarcely,  for  want  of  capital, 
originate  such  combinations  without  help;  and 
because  help  has  not  been  separable  from  that 
great  impertinence,  Patronage.  The  instinctive 
revolt  of  his  spirit  against  patronage  is  a  quality 
much  to  be  respected  in  the  EngUsh  working- 
man.  It  is  the  base  of  the  base  of  his  best 
qualities.  Nor  is  it  surprising  that  he  should  be 
unduly  suspicious  of  patronage,  and  sometimes 
resentful  of  it  even  where  it  is  not,  seeing  what 
a  flood  of  washy  talk  has  been  let  loose  on  his 
devoted  head,  or  with  what  complacent  con- 
descension the  same  devoted  head  has  been 
smoothed  and  patted.  It  is  a  proof  to  me  of 
his  self-control  that  he  never  strikes  out  pugiiis- 
tically,  right  and  left,  when  addressed  as  one  of 
"  My  friends,"  or  "  My  assembled  friends ; "  that 
he  does  not  become  inappeasable,  and  run 
a-muck  like  a  INIalay,  whenever  he  sees  a  biped 
in  broadcloth  getting  on  a  platform  to  talk  to 
him ;  that  any  pretence  of  improving  his  mind 
does  not  instantly  drive  him  out  of  his  mind,  and 
cause  him  to  toss  his  obliging  patron  like  a  mad 
bull. 

For,  how  often  have  I  heard  the  unfortunate 
working-man  lectured  as  if  he  were  a  little 
charity  child,  humid  as  to  his  nasal  develop- 
ment, strictly  literal  as  to  his  catechism,  and 
called  by  Providence  to  walk  all  his  days  in  a 
station  in  life  represented  on  festive  occasions 
by  a  mug  of  warm  milk-and-water  and  a  bun ! 
What  pop-guns  of  jokes  have  these  ears  tingled 
to  hear  let  off  at  him.  What  asinine  sentiments, 
what  impotent  conclusions,  what  spelling-book 
moralities,  what  adaptations  of  the  orator's  in- 
sufferable tediousness  to  the  assumed  level  of 
his  understanding  !  If  his  sledge-hammers,  his 
spades  and  pickaxes,  his  saws  and  chisels,  his 
paint  pots  and  brushes,  his  forges,  furnaces,  and 
engines,  the  horses  that  he  drove  at  his  work, 
and  the  machines  that  drove  him  at  his  work, 
were  all  toys  in  one  little  paper  box,  and  he  the 
baby  who  played  with  them,  he  could  not  have 
been  discoursed  to  more  impertinently  and 
absurdly  than  I  have  heard  him  discoursed  to 
times  innumerable.  Consequently,  not  being  a 
fool  or  a  fawner,  he  has  come  to  acknowledge 
his  patronage  by  virtually  saying :  "  Let  me 
alone.  If  you  understand  me  no  better  than 
that,  sir  and  madam,  let  me  alone.  You  mean 
very  well,  I  dare  say,  but  I  don't  like  it,  and 
I  won't  come  here  again  to  have  any  more  of  it." 

Whatever  is  done  for  the  comfort  and  advance- 
ment of  the  working-man  must  be  so  far  done 
by  himself  as  that  it  is  maintained  by  himself. 
And  there  must  be  in  it  no  touch  of  conde- 


scension, no  shadow  of  patronage.  In  the  great 
working  districts  this  truth  is  studied  and  under- 
stood. When  the  American  civil  war  rendered 
it  necessary,  first  in  Glasgow,  and  afterwards  in 
Manchester,  that  the  working-people  should  be 
shown  how  to  avail  themselves  of  the  advan- 
tages derivable  from  system,  and  from  the  com- 
bination of  numbers,  in  the  purchase  and  the 
cooking  of  their  food,  this  truth  was  above  all 
things  borne  in  mind.  The  quick  consequence 
was,  that  suspicion  and  reluctance  were  van- 
quished, and  that  the  effort  resulted  in  an  as- 
tonishing and  a  complete  success. 

Such  thoughts  passed  through  my  mind  on  a 
July  morning  of  this  summer,  as  I  walked  to- 
wards Commercial  Street  (not  Uncommercial 
Street),  Whitechapel.  The  Glasgow  and  Man- 
chester system  had  been  lately  set  a-going  there 
by  certain  gentlemen  who  felt  an  interest  in  its 
diffusion,  and  I  had  been  attracted  by  the  fol- 
lowing handbill  printed  on  rose-coloured  paper : 

SELF-SUPPORTING 

COOKING    DEPOT, 

FOR  THE  WORKING  CLASSES, 

Commercial  Street,  Whitechapel, 

Where  Accommodation  is  provided  for  Dining 
comfortably  300  persons  at  a  time. 

Open  from  7  a.m.  till  7  p.m. 

PRICES. 

All  Articles  of  the  Best  Quality. 

Cup  of  Tea  or  Coffee  .  .  .  One  Penny 
Bread  and  Butter  ....  One  Penny 
Bread  and  Cheese  ....  One  Penny 
Slice  of  Bread  One  halfpenny  or  One  Penny 

Boiled  Egg One  Penny 

Ginger  Beer One  Penny 

The  above  Articles  always  ready. 

Besides  the  above  may  be  had,  from 
12  to  3  o'clock. 

Bowl  of  Scotch  Broth  .     .     .  One  Penny 

Bowl  of  Soup One  Penny 

Plate  of  Potatoes     ....  One  Penny 

Plate  of  Minced  Beef  .     .     .  Twopence 

Plate  of  Cold  Beef  ....  Twopence 

Plate  of  Cold  Ham      .     .     .  Twopence 
Plate  of  Plum  Pudding  or  Rice  One  Penny 

As  the  Economy  of  Cooking  depends  greatly 
upon  the  simplicity  of  the  arrangements  with 
which  a  great  number  of  persons  can  be  served 
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at  one  time,  the  Upper  Room  of  this  Establish- 
ment will  be  especially  set  apart  for  a 

Pl'blic  dinner  every  Day 
From  12  till  3  o'clock, 

Consisting  of  the  fol/owing  Dishes : 

Cowl  of  Broth,  or  Soup, 
Plate  of  Cold  Beef  or  Ham, 
Plate  of  Potatoes, 
Plum  Pudding,  or  Rice. 

FIXED  CHARGE  4^^^. 

THE   DAILY   PAPERS    PROVIDED. 

N.B. — This  Establishment  is  conducted  on 
the  strictest  business  principles,  with  the  full 
intention  of  making  it  self-sup^Dorting,  so  that 
every  one  may  frequent  it  wiUi  a  feeling  of  per- 
fect independence. 

The  assistance  of  all  frequenting  the  Depot  is 
confidently  expected  in  checking  anything  inter- 
fering with  the  comfort,  quiet,  and  regularity  of 
tne  establishment. 

Please  do  not  destroy  this  Plandbill,  but  hand 
it  to  some  other  person  whom  it  may  interest. 

This  Self-Supporting  Cooking  Depot  (not  a 
very  good  name,  and  one  would  rather  give  it  an 
English  one)  had  hired  a  newly-built  warehouse 
that  it  found  to  let;  therefore  it  was  not  esta- 
blished in  premises  especially  designed  for  the 
purpose.  But,  at  a  small  cost,  they  were  ex- 
ceedingly well  adapted  to  the  purpose  :  being 
light,  well  ventilated,  clean,  and  cheerful.  They 
consisted  of  three  large  rooms.  That  on  the 
basement  story  was  the  kitchen;  that  on  the 
ground- floor  was  the  general  dining-room;  that 
on  the  floor  above  was  the  Upper  Room  re- 
ferred to  in  the  handbill,  where  the  Public  Dinner 
at  fourpence-h.dfpenny  a  head  was  provided 
every  day.  The  cooking  was  done,  with  much 
economy  of  space  and  fuel,  by  American  cooking 
stoves,  and  by  young  women  not  previously 
brought  up  as  cooks  ;  the  Avails  and  pillars  of 
the  two  dining-rooms  were  agreeably  brightened 
with  ornamental  colours ;  the  tables  were  capable 
of  accomniodating  six  or  eight  persons  each ;  the 
attendants  were  all  young  women,  becomingly 
and  neatly  dressed,  and  dressed  alike.  I  think 
the  whole  staff  was  female,  with  the  exception  of 
the  steward  or  manager. 

My  first  inquiries  were  directed  to  the  wages 
of  this  staff;  because,  if  any  establishment  claim- 
ing to  be  self-supporting  live  upon  the  spoliation 
of  anybody  or  anything,  or  eke   out  a  feeble 


existence  by  poor  mouths  and  beggarly  resources 
(as  too  many  so-called  Mechanics'  Institutions 
do),  I  make  bold  to  express  my  uncommercial 
opinion  that  it  has  no  business  to  live,  and  had 
better  die.  It  was  made  clear  to  me,  by  the 
account  books,  that  every  person  employed  was 
properly  paid.  My  next  inquiries  were  directed 
to  the  quality  of  the  provisions  purchased,  and 
to  the  terms  on  which  they  were  bought.  It  was 
made  equally  clear  to  me  that  the  quality  was 
the  very  best,  and  that  all  bills  were  paid  weekly. 
My  next  inquiries  were  directed  to  the  balance- 
sheet  for  the  last  two  weeks — only  the  third  and 
fourth  of  the  establishment's  career.  It  was 
made  equally  clear  to  me,  that  after  everything 
bought  was  paid  for,  and  after  each  week  was 
charged  with  its  full  share  of  wages,  rent  and 
taxes,  depreciation  of  plant  in  use,  and  interest 
on  capital  at  the  rate  of  four  per  cent,  per  annum, 
the  last  week  had  yielded  a  profit  of  (in  round 
numbers)  one  pound  ten ;  and  the  previous 
week  a  profit  of  six  pounds  ten.  By  this  time 
I  felt  that  I  had  a  healthy  appetite  for  the 
dinners. 

It  had  just  struck  twelve,  and  a  quick  succes- 
sion of  faces  had  already  begun  to  appear  at  a 
little  windov/  in  the  wall  of  the  partitioned  space 
where  I  sat  looking  over  the  books.  Within 
this  little  Avindow,  like  a  pay-box  at  a  theatre,  a 
neat  and  brisk  young  woman  presided  to  take 
money  and  issue  tickets.  Every  one  coming  in 
must  take  a  ticket.  Either  the  fourpence-half- 
penny  ticket  for  the  upper  room  (the  most 
popular  ticket,  I  think),  or  a  penny  ticket  for  a 
bowl  of  soup,  or  as  many  penny  tickets  as  he  or 
she  chose  to  buy.  For  three  penny  tickets  one 
had  quite  a  wide  range  of  choice.  A  plate  of 
cold  boiled  beef  and  potatoes ;  or  a  plate  of  cold 
ham  and  potatoes;  or  a  plate  of  hot  minced 
beef  and  potatoes ;  or  a  bowl  of  soup,  bread  and 
cheese,  and  a  plate  of  plurn-pudding.  Touching 
what  they  should  have,  some  customers,  on 
taking  their  seats,  fell  into  a  reverie — became 
mildly  distracted — postponed  decision,  and  said, 
in  bewilderment,  they  would  think  of  it.  One 
old  man  I  noticed  when  I  sat  among  the  tables 
in  the  lower  room,  who  was  startled  by  the  bill 
of  fare,  and  sat  contemplating  it  as  if  it  were 
something  of  a  ghostly  nature.  The  decision  of 
the  boys  was  as  rapid  as  their  execution,  and 
always  included  pudding. 

There  were  several  women  among  the  diners, 
and  several  clerks  and  shopmen.  There  were 
carpenters  and  painters  from  the  neighbouring 
buildings  under  repair,  and  there  were  nautical 
men,  and  there  were,  as  one  diner  observed  to 
me,  "  some  of  most  sorts."     Some  were  solitary, 
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some  came  two  together,  some  dined  in  parties 
of  three  or  four,  or  six.  The  latter  talked 
together,  but  assuredly  no  one  was  louder  than 
at  my  club  in  Pall  Mall,  One  young  fellow 
whistled  in  rather  a  shrill  manner  while  he  waited 
for  his  dinner,  but  I  was  gratified  to  observe 
that  he  did  so  in  evident  defiance  of  my  uncom- 
mercial individuality.  Quite  agreeing  with  him, 
on  consideration,  that  I  had  no  business  to  be 
there,  unless  I  dined  like  the  rest,  I  "went  in," 
as  the  phrase  is,  for  fourpence-halfpenny. 

The  room  of  the  fourpence-halfpenny  banquet 
had,  like  the  lower  room,  a  counter  in  it,  on 
which  were  ranged  a  great  number  of  cold  por- 
tions ready  for  distribution.  Behind  this  counter 
the  fragrant  soup  was  steaming  in  deep  cans, 
and  the  best-cooked  of  potatoes  were  fished  out 
of  similar  receptacles.  Nothing  to  eat  was 
touched  witli  the  hand.  Every  waitress  had  her 
own  tables  to  attend  to.  As  soon  as  she  saw  a 
new  customer  seat  himself  at  one  of  her  tables, 
she  took  from  the  counter  all  his  dinner — his 
soup,  potatoes,  meat,  and  pudding — piled  it  up 
dexterously  in  her  two  hands,  set  it  before  him, 
and  took  his  ticket.  This  serving  of  the  whole 
dinner  at  once  had  been  found  greatly  to  simplify 
the  business  of  attendance,  and  was  also  popular 
with  the  customers  :  who  were  thus  enabled  to 
vary  the  meal  by  varying  the  routine  of  dishes : 
beginning  with  soup  to-day,  putting  soup  in  the 
middle  to-morrow,  putting  soup  at  the  end  the 
day  after  to-morrow,  and  ringing  similar  changes 
on  meat  and  pudding.  The  rapidity  with  which 
every  new-comer  got  served  was  remarkable ; 
and  the  dexterity  with  which  the  waitresses 
(quite  new  to  the  art  a  month  before)  discharged 
their  duty  was  as  agreeable  to  see,  as  the  neat 
smartness  with  which  they  wore  their  dress  and 
had  dressed  their  hair. 

If  I  seldom  saw  better  waiting,  so  I  certainly 
never  ate  better  meat,  potatoes,  or  pudding. 
And  the  soup  was  an  honest  and  stout  soup, 
with  rice  and  barley  in  it,  and  "  little  matters  for 
the  teeth  to  touch,"  as  had  been  observed  to  me 
by  my  friend  below-stairs  already  quoted.  The 
dinner  service,  too,  was  neither  conspicuously 
hideous  for  High  Art  nor  for  Low  Art,  but  was 
of  a  pleasant  and  pure  appearance.  Concerning 
the  viands  and  their  cookery,  one  last  remark. 
I  dined  at  my  club  in  Pall  Mall  aforesaid,  a  few 
days  afterwards,  for  exactly  twelve  times  the 
money,  and  not  half  as  well. 

The  company  thickened  after  one  o'clock 
struck,  and  changed  pretty  quickly.  Although 
experience  of  the  place  had  been  so  recently 
attainable,  and  although  there  Avas  still  con- 
siderable curiosity  out  in  the  street  and  about 


the  entrance,  the  general  tone  was  as  good  as 
could  be,  and  the  customers  fell  easily  into  the 
ways  of  the  place.  It  was  clear  to  me,  however, 
that  they  were  there  to  have  what  they  paid  for, 
and  to  be  on  an  independent  footing.  To  the 
best  of  my  judgment,  they  might  be  patronised 
out  of  the  building  in  a  month.  With  judicious 
visiting,  and  by  dint  of  being  questioned,  read  to, 
and  talked  at,  they  might  even  be  got  rid  of  (for 
the  next  quarter  of  a  century)  in  half  the  time. 

This  disinterested  and  wise  movement  i.«; 
fraught  with  so  many  wholesome  changes  in  the 
lives  of  the  working-people,  and  with  so  much 
good  in  the  way  of  overcoming  that  suspicion 
which  our  own  unconscious  impertinence  has 
engendered,  that  it  is  scarcely  gracious  to  criticise 
details  as  yet ;  the  rather  because  it  is  indis- 
putable that  the  managers  of  the  Whitechapel 
establishment  most  thoroughly  feel  that  they  are 
upon  their  honour  with  the  customers,  as  to 
the  minutest  points  of  administration.  But, 
although  the  American  stoves  cannot  roast,  they 
can  surely  boil  one  kind  of  meat  as  well  as 
another,  and  need  not  always  circumscribe  their 
boiling  talents  within  the  limits  of  ham  and  beef. 
The  most  enthusiastic  admirer  of  those  sub- 
stantials  would  probably  not  object  to  occa- 
sional inconstancy  in  respect  of  pork  and  mutton  : 
or,  especially  in  cold  weather,  to  a  little  innocent 
trifling  with  Irish  stews,  meat-pies,  and  toads-in- 
holes.  Another  drawback  on  the  Whitechajiel 
establishment  is  the  absence  of  beer.  Regarded 
merely  as  a  question  of  poHcy,  it  is  very  impolitic, 
as  having  a  tendency  to  send  the  working-man 
to  the  jHiblic-house,  where  gin  is  reported  to  be 
sold.  But,  there  is  a  much  higher  ground  on 
Avhich  this  absence  of  beer  is  objectionable.  It 
expresses  distrust  of  the  working-man.  It  is  a 
fragment  of  that  old  mantle  of  patronage  in  which 
so  many  estimable  Tiiugs,  so  darkly  wandering 
up  and  down  the  moral  world,  are  sworn  to 
muffle  him.  Good  beer  is  a  good  thing  for  him, 
he  says,  and  he  likes  it ;  the  Depot  could  give  it 
him  good,  and  he  now  gets  it  bad.  AVhy  tloes 
the  Depot  not  give  it  him  good  ?  Because  he 
would  get  drunk.  Why  does  the  Depot  not 
let  him  have  a  pint  with  his  dinner,  which 
would  not  make  him  drunk?  Because  he 
might  have  had  another  pint,  or  another  two 
pints,  before  he  came.  Now,  this  distrust  is  an 
aft'ront,  is  exceedingly  inconsistent  with  the  con- 
fidence the  managers  express  in  their  handbills, 
and  is  a  timid  stopping-short  upon  the  straight 
highway.  It  is  unjust  and  unreasonable,  also. 
It  is  unjust,  because  it  punishes  the  sober  man 
for  the  vice  of  the  drunken  man.  It  is  unrea- 
sonable,   because   any  one  at  all  experienced 
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in  such  things  knows  tliat  the  drunken  workman 
does  not  get  drunk  where  he  goes  to  eat  and 
drink,  but  where  he  goes  to  drink — expressly  to 
drink.  To  suppose  that  the  working-man  cannot 
state  this  question  to  himself  quite  as  plainly  as 
I  state  it  here,  is  to  suppose  that  he  is  a  baby, 
and  is  again  to  tell  him,  in  the  old  wearisome 
condescending  patronising  way,  that  he  must  be 
goody-poody,  and  do  as  he  is  toldy-poldy,  and 
not  be  a  manny-panny  or  a  voter-poter,  but  fold 
his  handy-pandys,  and  be  a  childy-pildy. 

I  found,  from  the  accounts  of  the  Whitechapel 
Self-Supporting  Cooking  Depot,  that  every  article 
sold  in  it,  even  at  the  prices  1  have  quoted,  yields 
a  certain  small  profit !  Individual  speculators 
are  of  course  already  in  the  field,  and  are  of 
course  already  appropriating  the  name.  The 
classes  for  whose  benefit  the  real  depots  are 
designed  will  distinguish  between  the  two  kinds 
of  enterprise. 


XXIV. 

CHATHAM   DOCKYARD. 

^'v^  HERE  are  some  small  out-of-the- 
way  landing-places  on  the  Thames 
and  the  Medway,  where  I  do  much 
of  my  summer  idling.  Running 
water  is  favourable  to  day  dreams, 
a  strong  tidal  river  is  the  best  of 
running  water  for  mine.  I  like  to  watch 
the  great  ships  standing  out  to  sea  or 
coming  home  richly  laden,  the  active  little  steam- 
tugs  confidently  pufting  with  them  to  and  from 
the  sea  horizon,  the  fleet  of  barges  that  seem  to 
have  plucked  their  brown  and  russet  sails  from 
the  ripe  trees  in  the  landscape,  the  heavy  old 
colliers,  light  in  ballast,  floundering  down  before 
the  tide,  the  light  screw  barks  and  schooners 
imperiously  holding  a  straight  course  while  the 
others  patiently  tack  and  go  about,  the  yachts 
with  their  tiny  hulls  and  great  white  sheets  of 
canvas,  the  little  sailing-boats  bobbing  to  and 
fro  on  their  errands  of  pleasure  or  business,  and 
— as  it  is  the  nature  of  little  people  to  do — 
making  a  prodigious  fuss  about  their  small  aftairs. 
Watching  these  objects,  I  stiU  am  under  no 
obligation  to  think  about  them,  or  even  so  much 
as  to  see  them,  unless  it  perfectly  suits  my 
humour.  As  htde  am  I  obliged  to  hear  the 
plash  and  flop  of  the  tide,  the  ripple  at  my  feet, 
the  clinking  windlass  afar  off,  or  the  humming 
steam-ship  paddles  further  away  yet.  These, 
with  the  creaking  little  jetty  on  which  I  sit,  and 


the  gaunt  high-water  marks  and  low-water  marks 
in  the  mud,  and  the  broken  cause wa\-,  and  the 
broken  bank,  and  the  broken  stakes  and  piles 
leaning  forward  as  if  they  were  vain  of  their 
personal  appearance,  and  looking  for  their  re- 
flection in  the  water,  will  melt  into  any  train  of 
fancy.  Equally  adaptable  to  any  purpose,  or  to 
none,  are  the  pasturing  sheep  and  kine  upon 
the  marshes,  the  gulls  that  wheel  and  dip  around 
me,  the  crows  (well  out  of  gun-shot)  going  home 
from  the  rich  harvest-fields,  the  heron  that  has 
been  out  a  fishing,  and  looks  as  melancholy,  up 
there  in  the  sky,  as  if  it  hadn't  agreed  with  him. 
Everything  within  the  range  of  the  senses  will, 
by  the  aid  of  the  running  water,  lend  itself  to 
everything  beyond  that  range,  and  work  into  a 
drowsy  whole,  not  unlike  a  kind  of  tune,  but  for 
which  there  is  no  exact  definition. 

One  of  these  landing-places  is  near  an  old 
fort  (I  can  see  the  Nore  Light  from  it  with 
my  pocket-glass),  from  which  fort  mysteriously 
emerges  a  boy,  to  whom  I  am  much  indebted 
for  additions  to  my  scanty  stock  of  knowledge. 
He  is  a  young  boy,  with  an  intelligent  face 
burnt  to  a  dust  colour  by  the  summer  sun,  and 
with  crisp  hair  of  the  same  hue.  He  is  a  boy  in 
whom  1  have  perceived  nothing  incompatible 
with  habits  of  studious  inquiry  and  meditation, 
unless  an  evanescent  black  eye  (I  was  delicate 
of  inquiring  how  occasioned)  should  be  so  con- 
sidered. To  him  am  I  indebted  for  ability  to 
identify  a  Custom-House  boat  at  any  distance, 
and  for  acquaintance  with  all  the  forms  and  cere- 
monies observed  by  a  homeward-bound  India- 
man  coming  up  the  river,  when  the  Custom- 
House  ofiicers  go  aboard  her.  But  for  him,  I 
might  never  have  heard  of  the  '•  dumb-ague," 
respecting  which  malady  I  am  now  learned. 
Had  I  never  sat  at  his  feet,  I  might  have  finished 
my  mortal  career,  and  never  known  that  when 
I  see  a  white  horse  on  a  barge's  sail,  that  barge 
is  a  lime  barge.  For  precious  secrets  in  refer- 
ence to  beer  am  I  likewise  beholden  to  him, 
involving  warning  against  the  beer  of  a  certain 
establishment,  by  reason  of  its  having  turned 
sour  through  failure  in  point  of  demand  :  though 
my  young  sage  is  not  of  opinion  that  similar 
deterioration  has  befallen  the  ale.  He  has  also 
enlightened  me  touching  the  mushrooms  of  the 
marshes,  and  has  gently  reproved  my  ignorauce 
in  having  supposed  them  to  be  impregnated  witji 
salt.  His  manner  of  imparting  information  is 
thoughtful,  and  appropriate  to  the  scene.  As 
he  reclines  beside  me,  he  pitches  into  the  river 
a  little  stone  or  piece  of  grit,  and  then  delivers 
himself  oracularly,  as  though  he  spoke  out  of  the 
centre  of  the  spreading  circle  that  it  makes  in 
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the  water.  He  never  improves  my  mind  with- 
out observing  this  formula. 

With  the  wise  boy — whom  I  know  by  no 
other  name  than  the  Spirit  of  the  Fort  —  I 
recently  consorted  on  a  breezy  day,  when  the 
river  leaped  about  us  and  was  full  of  life.  I  had 
seen  the  sheaved  corn  carrying  in  the  golden 
fields  as  I  came  down  to  the  river ;  and  the  rosy 
farmer,  watching  his  labouring  men  in  the  saddle 
on  his  cob,  had  told  me  how  he  had  reaped  his 
two  hundred  and  sixty  acres  of  long-strawed  corn 
last  week,  and  how  a  better  week's  work  he  had 
never  done-  in  all  his  days.  Peace  and  abun- 
dance were  on  the  country-side  in  beautiful  forms 
and  beautiful  colours,  and  the  harvest  seemed 
even  to  be  sailing  out  to  grace  the  never-reaped 
sea  in  the  yellow  laden  barges  that  mellowed 
the  distance. 

It  w^as  on  this  occasion  that  the  Spirit  of  the 
Fort,  directing  his  remarks  to  a  certain  floating 
iron  battery  lately  lying  in  that  reach  of  the 
river,  enriched  my  mind  with  his  opinions  on 
naval  architecture,  and  informed  me  that  he 
would  like  to  be  an  engineer,  I  found  him  up 
to  everything  that  is  done  in  the  contracting 
line  by  Messrs.  Peto  and  Brassey — cunning  in 
the  article  of  concrete — mellow  in  the  matter  oi' 
iron — great  on  the  subject  of  gunnery.  When 
he  spoke  of  pile-driving  and  sluice-making,  he 
left  me  not  a  leg  to  stand  on,  and  I  can  never 
sufficiently  acknow^ledge  his  forbearance  with  me 
in  my  disabled  stale.  While  he  thus  discoursed, 
he  several  times  directed  his  eyes  to  one  distant 
quarter  of  the  landscape,  and  spoke  with  vague, 
mysterious  awe  of  "  the  Yard."  Pondering  his 
lessons  after  we  had  parted,  I  bethought  me  that 
the  Yard  was  one  of  our  large  public  Dockyards, 
and  that  it  lay  hidden  among  the  crops  down  in 
the  dip  behind  the  windmills,  as  if  it  modestly 
kept  itself  out  of  view  in  peaceful  times,  and 
sought  to  trouble  no  man.  Taken  with  this 
modesty  on  the  part  of  the  Yard,  I  resolved  to 
improve  the  Yard's  acquaintance. 

My  good  opinion  of  the  Yard's  retiring  charac- 
ter was  not  dashed  by  nearer  approach.  It 
resounded  with  the  noise  of  hammers  beating 
upon  iron ;  and  the  great  sheds  or  slips,  under 
which  the  mighty  men-of  war  are  built,  loomed 
business-like  when  contemplated  from  the  oppo- 
site side  of  the  river.  For  all  that,  however,  the 
Yard  made  no  display,  but  kept  itself  snug 
under  hill-sides  of  corn-fields,  hop  garilens,  and 
orchards ;  its  great  chimneys  smoking  with  a 
quiet — almost  a  lizy — air,  like  giants  smoking 
tobacco  ;  and  the  great  Shears,  moored  off  it, 
looking  meekly  and  inoffensively  out  of  propor- 
tion, like  the  Giraffe  of  the  machinery  creation. 
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The  store  of  cannon  on  the  neighbouring  gun 
wharf  had  an  innocent  toy-like  appearance,  and 
the  one  red-coated  sentry  on  duty  over  them  was 
a  mere  toy  figure,  with  a  clockwork  movement. 
As  the  hot  sun-light  sparkled  on  him,  he  might 
have  passed  for  the  identical  little  man  who  had 
die  litde  gun,  and  whose  bullets  they  were  made 
of  lead,  lead,  lead. 

Crossing  the  river  and  landing  at  the  Stairs, 
where  a  drift  of  chips  and  weed  had  been  trying 
to  land  before  me,  and  had  not  succeeded,  but 
had  got  into  a  corner  instead,  I  found  the  very 
street  posts  to  be  cannon,  and  the  architectural 
ornamencs  to  be  shells.  And  so  I  came  to  the 
Yard,  which  was  shut  up  tight  and  strong  with 
great  folded  gates,  like  an  enormous  patent  safe. 
These  gates  devouring  me,  I  became  digested 
into. the  Yard;  and  it  had,  at  first,  a  clean-swept 
holiday  air,  as  if  it  had  given  over  work  until 
next  war-time.  Though,  indeed,  a  quantity  of 
hemp  for  rope  was  tumbling  out  of  storehouses, 
even  there,  which  would  hardly  be  lying  like  so 
much  hay  on  the  white  stones  if  the  Yard  were 
as  placid  as  it  pretended. 

Ding,  Clash,  Dong,  Bang,  Boom,  Rattle, 
Clash,  Bang,  Clink,  Bang,  Dong,  Bang,  Clatter, 
BANG  BANG  BANG  I  What  on  earth  is  this  ? 
This  is,  or  soon  will  be,  the  Achilles,  iron 
armour-plated  ship.  Twelve  hundred  men  are 
working  at  her  now ;  Jwelve  hundred  men  work- 
ing on  stages  over  her  sides,  over  her  bows,  over 
her  stern,  under  her  keel,  between  her  decks, 
down  in  her  hold,  within  her  and  without,  crawl- 
ing and  creeping  into  the  finest  curves  of  her 
lines  wherever  it  is  possible  for  men  to  twist. 
Twelve  hundred  hammerers,  measurers,  calkers, 
armourers,  forgers,  smiths,  shipwrights ;  twelve 
hundred  dingers,  dashers,  dongers,  rattlers, 
clinkers,  bangers  bangers  bangers  !  Yet  all  this 
stupendous  uproar  around  the  rising  Achilles  is 
as  nothing  to  the  reverberations  with  which  the 
perfected  Achilles  shall  resound  ui)on  the  dread- 
ful day  when  the  full  work  is  in  hand  for  which 
this  is  but  note  of  preparation — the  day  when 
the  scuppers,  that  are  now  fitting  like  great  dry 
thirsty  conduit-pipes,  shall  run  red.  All  these 
busy  figures  between-decks,  dimly  seen  bending 
at  their  work  in  smoke  and  fire,  are  as  nothing 
to  the  figures  that  shall  do  work  here  of  another 
kind,  in  smoke  and  fire,  that  day.  These  steam- 
worked  engines  alongside,  helping  the  ship  by 
travelling  to  and  fro,  and  wafting  tons  of  iron 
plates  about,  as  though  they  were  so  many  leaves 
of  trees,  would  be  rent  limb  from  limb  if  they 
stood  by  here  for  a  minute  then.  To  think  that 
this  Achilles,  monstrous  compound  of  iron  tank 
and  oaken  chest,  can  ever  swim  or  roll !     To 
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tliink  that  any  force  of  wind  and  wave  could 
ever  break  her  !  To  think  that  wherever  I  see 
a  o-lowing  red-hot  iron  point  thrust  out  of  her 
side  from  within — as  I  do  now,  there,  and  there, 
and  there  ! — and  two  watching  men  on  a  stage 
without,  with  bared  arms  and  sledge-hammers, 
strike  at  it  fiercely,  and  repeat  their  blows  until 
it  is  black  and  flat,  I  see  a  rivet  being  driven 
home,  of  which  there  are  many  in  every  iron 
plate,  and  thousands  upon  thousands  in  the 
ship  !  To  think  that  the  difficulty  I  experience 
in  appreciating  the  ship's  size,  when  I  am  on 
board,  arises  from  her  being  a  series  of  iron  tanks 
and  oaken  chests,  so  that  internally  she  is  ever 
finishing  and  ever  beginning,  and  half  of  her 
might  be  smashed,  and  yet  the  remaining  half 
suffice  and  be  sound  !  Then,  to  go  over  the 
side  again,  and  down  among  the  ooze  and  wet 
to  the  bottom  of  the  dock,  in  the  depths  of  the 
subterranean  forest  of  dog-shores  and  stays  that 
hold  her  up,  and  to  see  the  immense  mass 
bulging  out  against  the  upper  light,  and  tapering 
down  towards  me,  is,  with  great  pains  and  much 
clambering,  to  arrive  at  an  impossibility  of  real- 
ising that  this  is  a  ship  at  all,  and  to  become 
possessed  by  the  fancy  that  it  is  an  enormous 
immovable  edifice  set  up  in  an  ancient  amphi- 
theatre (say,  that  at  Verona),  and  almost  filling 
it !  Yet  what  would  even  these  things  be,  with- 
out the  tributary  workshops  and  the  mechanical 
powers  for  piercing  the  iron  plates — four  inches 
and  a  half  thick — for  rivets,  shaping  them  under 
hydraulic  pressure  to  the  finest  tapering  turns  of 
the  ship's  lines,  and  paring  them  away,  with 
knives  shaped  like  the  beaks  of  strong  and  cruel 
birds,  to  the  nicest  requirements  of  the  design  ? 
These  machines  of  tremendous  force,  so  easily 
directed  by  one  attentive  face  and  presiding 
hand,  seem  to  me  to  have  in  them  something  of 
the  retiring  character  of  the  Yard.  "  Obedient 
monster,  please  to  bite  this  mass  of  iron  through 
and  through,  at  equal  distances,  where  these 
regular  chalk-marks  are,  all  round."  Monster 
looks  at  its  work,  and,  lifting  its  ponderous  head, 
replies,  "  I  don't  particularly  want  to  do  it ;  but 

if  it   must   be   done !"     The   solid   metal 

wriggles  out,  hot  from  the  monster's  crunching 
tooth,  and  it  is  done.  "  Dutiful  monster,  ob- 
serve this  other  mass  of  iron.  It  is  required 
to-  be  pared  away,  according  to  this  delicately 
lessening  and  arbitrary  line,  which  please  to  look 
at."  j\Ionster  (who  has  been  in  a  reverie)  brings 
down  its  blunt  head,  and,  much  in  the  manner 
of  Doctor  Johnson,  closely  looks  along  the  line 
— very  closely,  being  somewhat  near-sighted. 
"  I  don't  particularly  want  to  do  it ;  but  if  it 
must  be  done !"     Monster  takes  another 


near-sighted  look,  takes  aim,  and  the  tortured 
piece  writhes  off,  and  falls,  a  hot  tight-twisted 
snake,  among  the  ashes.  The  making  of  the 
rivets  is  merely  a  pretty  round  game,  played  by 
a  man  and  a  boy,  who  put  red-hot  barley-sugar 
in  a  Pope  Joan  board,  and  immediately  rivets 
fall  out  of  window ;  but  the  tone  of  the  great 
machines  is  the  tone  of  the  great  Yard  and  the 
great  country  :  "  We  don't  particularly  want  to 
do  it ;  but  if  it  must  be  done ! " 

How  such  a  prodigious  mass  as  the  Achilles 
can  ever  be  held  by  such  comparatively  little 
anchors  as  those  intended  for  her,"  and  lying 
near  her  here,  is  a  mystery  of  seamanship  which 
I  will  refer  to  the  wise  boy.  For  my  own  part, 
I  should  as  soon  have  thought  of  tethering  an  , 
elephant  to  a  tent-peg,  or  the  larger  hippopota- 
mus in  the  Zoological  Gardens  to  my  shirt-pin. 
Yonder  in  the  river,  alongside  a  hulk,  lie  two  of 
this  ship's  hollow  iron  masts.  They  are  large 
enough  for  the  eye,  I  find,  and  so  are  all  her 
other  appliances.  I  wonder  why  only  her 
anchors  look  small. 

I  have  no  present  time  to  think  about  it,  for 
I  am  going  to  see  the  workshops  where  they 
make  all  the  oars  used  in  the  British  Navy.  A 
pretty  large  pile  of  building,  I  opine,  and  a 
pretty  long  job  !  As  to  the  building,  I  am  soon 
disappointed,  because  the  work  is  all  done  in  one 
loft.  And  as  to  a  long  job — what  is  this  ?  Two 
rather  large  mangles,  with  a  swarm  of  butterflies 
hovering  over  them  ?  What  can  there  be  in  the 
mangles  that  attracts  butterflies? 

Drawing  nearer,  I  discern  that  these  are  not 
mangles,  but  intricate  machines,  set  with  knives 
and  saws  and  planes,  which  cut  smooth  and 
straight  here,  and  slantwise  there,  and  now  cut 
such  a  depth,  and  now  miss  cutting  altogether, 
according  to  the  predestined  requirements  of  the 
pieces  of  wood  that  are  pushed  on  below  them  : 
each  of  which  pieces  is  to  be  an  oar,  and  is 
roughly  adapted  to  that  purpose  before  it  takes 
its  final  leave  of  far-off  forests,  and  sails  for 
England.  Likewise  I  discern  that  the  butter- 
flies are  not  true  butterflies,  but  wooden  shavings, 
which,  being  spurted  up  from  the  wood  by  the 
violence  of  the  machinery,  and  kept  in  rapid  and 
not  equal  movement  by  the  impulse  of  its  rota- 
tion on  the  air,  flutter  and  play,  and  rise  and 
fall,  and  conduct  themselves  as  like  butterflies 
as  heart  could  wish.  Suddenly  the  noise  and 
motion  cease,  and  the  butterflies  drop  dead.  An 
oar  has  been  made  since  I  came  in,  wanting  the 
shaped  handle.  As  quickly  as  I  can  follow  it 
with  my  eye  and  thought,  the  same  oar  is  car- 
ried to  a  turning  lathe.  A  whirl  and  a  Nick  I 
Handle  made.     Oar  finished. 
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The  exquisite  beauty  and  efficiency  of  this 
machinery  need  no  illustration,  but  happen  to 
have  a  pointed  illustration  to-day.  A  pair  of 
oars  of  unusual  size  chance  to  be  wanted  for  a 
special  purpose,  and  they  have  to  be  made  by 
hand.  Side  by  side  with  the  subtle  and  facile 
machine,  and  side  by  side  with  the  fast-growing 
pile  of  oars  on  the  floor,  a  man  shapes  out  these 
special  oars  with  an  axe.  Attended  by  no 
butterflies,  and  chipping  and  dinting,  by  com- 
parison as  leisurely  as  if  he  were  a  labouring 
Pagan  getting  them  ready  against  his  decease  at 
threescore-and-ten,  to  take  with  him  as  a  present 
to  Charon  for  his  boat,  the  man  (aged  about 
thirty)  plies  his  task.  The  machine  would  make 
a  regulation  oar  while  the  man  wipes  his  fore- 
head. The  man  might  be  buried  in  a  mound 
made  of  the  strips  of  thin  broad  wooden  ribbon 
torn  from  the  wood  whirled  into  oars  as  the 
minutes  fall  from  the  clock,  before  he  had  done 
a  forenoon's  work  with  his  axe. 

Passing  from  this  wonderful  sight  to  the  Ships 
again — for  my  heart,  as  to  the  Yard,  is  wheie 
the  ships  are — I  notice  certain  unfinished 
wooden  walls  left  seasoning  on  the  stocks, 
pending  the  solution  of  the  merits  of  the  wood 
and  iron  ^c^uestion,  and  having  an  air  of  biding 
their  time  with  surly  confidence.  The  names  of 
these  worthies  are  set  up  beside  them,  together 
with  their  capacity  in  guns — a  custom  highly 
conducive  to  ease  and  satisfaction  in  social 
intercourse,  if  it  could  be  adapted  to  mankind. 
By  a  plank  more  gracefully  pendulous  than  sub- 
stantial, I  make  bold  to  go  aboard  a  transport 
ship  (iron  screw)  just  sent  in  from  the  con- 
tractor's yard  to  be  inspected  and  passed.  She 
is  a  very  gratifying  experience,  in  the  simplicity 
and  humanity  of  her  arrangements  for  troops, 
in  her  provision  for  light  and  air  and  cleanli- 
ness, and  ill  her  care  for  women  and  children. 
It  occurs  to  me,  as  I  explore  her,  that  I  would 
require  a  handsome  sum  of  money  to  go  aboard 
her,  at  midnight  by  the  Dockyard  bell,  and  stay 
aboard  alone  till  morning;  for  surely  she  must 
be  haunted  by  a  crowd  of  ghosts  of  obstinate 
old  martinets,  mournfully  flapping  their  cherubic 
epaulets  over  the  changed  times.  Though  still 
we  may  learn,  from  the  astounding  ways  and 
means  in  our  Yards  now,  more  highly  than  ever 
to  respect  the  forefathers  who  got  to  sea,  and 
fought  the  sea,  and  held  the  sea,  without  them. 
This  remembrance  jjutting  me  in  the  best  of 
tempers  with  an  old  hulk,  very  green  as  to  her 
copper,  and  generally  dim  and  patched,  I  pull 
off  my  hat  to  her.  Which  salutation  a  callow 
and  downy-faced  young  officer  of  Engineers, 
going  by  at  the  moment,  perceiving,  appropri- 


ates— and  to  which  he  is  most  heartily  welcome, 
I  am  sure. 

Having  been  torn  to  pieces  (in  imagination) 
by  the  steam  circular  saws,  perpendicular  saws, 
horizontal  saws,  and  saws  of  eccentric  action,  I 
come  to  the  sauntering  part  of  my  expedition, 
and  consequently  to  the  core  of  my  uncom- 
mercial pursuits. 

Everywhere,  as  I  saunter  up  and  down  the 
Yard,  I  meet  with  tokens  of  its  quiet  and  re- 
tiring character.  There  is  a  gravity  upon  its 
red  brick  offices  and  houses,  a  staid  pretence  of 
having  nothing  worth  mentioning  to  do,  an 
avoidance  of  display,  which  I  never  saw  out  of 
England.  The  white  stones  of  the  pavement 
present  no  other  trace  of  Achilles  and  his  twelve 
hundred  banging  men  (not  one  of  whom  strikes 
an  attitude)  than  a  few  occasional  echoes.  But 
for  a  whisper  in  the  air  suggestive  of  sawdust 
and  shavings,  the  oar-making  and  the  saws  of 
many  movements  might  be  miles  away.  Down 
below  here  is  the  great  reservoir  of  water  where 
timber  is  steeped  in  various  temperatures,  as  a 
part  of  Its  seasoning  process.  Above  it,  on  a 
tramroad  supported  by  pillars,  is  a  Chinese 
Enchanter's  Car,  which  fishes  the  logs  up,  when 
sufficiently  steeped,  and  rolls  smoothly  away 
with  them  to  stack  them.  When  I  was  a  child 
(the  Yard  being  then  familiar  to  me),  I  used  to 
think  that  I  should  like  to  play  at  Chinese  En- 
chanter, and  to  have  that  apparatus  placed  at 
my  disposal  for  the  purpose  by  a  beneficent 
country.  I  still  think  that  I  should  rather  like 
to  try  the  effect  of  writing  a  book  in  it.  Its  re- 
tirement is  complete,  and  to  go  gliding  to  and 
fro  among  the  stacks  of  timber  would  be  a  con- 
venient kind  of  travelling  in  foreign  countries — 
among  the  forests  of  North  America,  the  sodden 
Plonduras  swamps,  the  dark  pine  woods,  the 
Norwegian  frosts,  and  the  tropical  heats,  rainy 
seasons,  and  thunder-storms.  The  costly  store 
of  timber  is  stacked  and  stowed  away  in  seques- 
tered places,  with  the  pervading  avoidance  of 
flourish  or  eft'cct.  It  makes  as  little  of  itself  as 
possible,  and  calls  to  no  one,  "  Come  and  look 
at  mc  !  "  And  yet  it  is  picked  out  from  the 
trees  of  the  world ;  picked  out  for  length,  picked 
out  for  breadth,  picked  out  for  straightness, 
picked  out  for  crookedness,  chosen  with  an  eye 
to  every  need  of  ship  and  boat.  Strangely- 
twisted  pieces  lie  about,  precious  in  the  sight  of 
shipwrights.  Sauntering  through  these  groves, 
I  come  upon"  an  open  glade  where  workmen  are 
examining  some  timber  recently  delivered.  Quite 
a  pastoral  scene,  with  a  background  of  river  and 
windmill !  and  no  more  like  AVar  than  the 
American  States  are  at  present  like  a  Union. 
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Sauntering  among  the  ropemaking,  I  am  spun 
into  a  state  of  blissful  indolence,  ^Yherein  my 
rope  of  life  seems  to  be  so  untwisted  by  the  pro- 
cess as  that  I  can  see  back  to  very  early  days 
indeed,  when  my  bad  dreams— they  were  fright- 
ful, though  my  more  mature  understanding  has 
never  made  out  \vhy — were  of  an  interminable 
sort  of  ropemaking,  with  long  minute  filaments 
for  strands,  which,  when  they  were  spun  home 
together  close  to  my  eyes,  occasioned  scream- 
ing.    Next   I  walk  among   the   quiet   lofts   of 


stores — of  sails,  spars,  rigging,  ships'  boats — de- 
termined to  believe  that  somebody  in  authority 
wears  a  girdle,  and  bends  beneath  the  weight  of 
a  massive  bunch  of  keys,  and  that,  when  such  a 
thing  is  wanted,  he  comes  telling  his  keys  like 
Blue  Beard,  and  opens  such  a  door.  Impas- 
sive as  the  long  lofts  look,  let  the  electric 
battery  send  down  the  word,  and  the  shutters 
and  doors  shall  fly  open,  and  such  a  fleet  of 
armed  ships,  under  steam  and  under  sail,  shall 
burst   forth  as  will  charge  the  old   Medway — 
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where  the  merry  Stuart  let  the  Dutch  come, 
while  his  not  so  merry  sailors  starved  in  the 
streets — with  something  worth  looking  at  to  carry 
to  the  sea.  Thus  I  idle  round  to  the  iMedway 
again,  where  it  is  now  flood  tide ;  and  I  find  the 
river  evincing  a  strong  solicitude  to  force  a  way 
into  the  dry  dock  where  Achilles  is  waited  on 
by  the  twelve  hundred  bangers,  wdth  the  intent 
to  bear  the  whole  away  before  they  are  ready. 

To  the  last,  the  Yard  puts  a  quiet  face  upon 
it ;  for  I  make  my  way  to  the  gates  through  a 


little  quiet  grove  of  trees,  shading  the  quaintest 
of  Dutch  landing-places,  where  the  leaf-speckled 
shadow  of  a  shipwright  just  passing  away  at  the 
further  end  might  be  the  shadow  of  Russian 
Peter  himself.  So,  the  doors  of  the  great  patent 
safe  at  last  close  upon  me,  and  I  take  boat 
again  :  somehow,  thinking,  as  the  oars  dip,  of 
braggart  Pistol  and  his  brood,  and  of  the  ciuiet 
monsters  of  the  Yard,  wath  their  "We  don't 
particularly  want  to  do  it;  but  if  it  must  be 
done !  "     Scrunch. 
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XXV. 

I^   THE   FRENXH-FLEMISH   COUNTRV. 

VT  IS  neither  a  bold  nor  a  diversified 
^4,^   country,"  said  I  to  myself,  "this  coun- 
try which  is  three-cjuarters  Flemish, 


y^.  and  a  quarter  French ;  yet  it  has  its 
'r^  attractions,  too.  Though  great  lines 
of  railway  traverse  it,  the  trains  leave  it 
behind,  and  go  jjuffing  off  to  Paris  and 
the  South,  to  Belgium  and  Germany,  to 
the  Northern  Sea-Coast  of  France,  and  to  Eng- 
land, and  merely  smoke  it  a  little  in  passing. 
Then  I  don't  know  it,  and  that  is  a  good  reason 
for  being  here ;  and  I  can't  pronounce  half  the 
long  queer  names  I  see  inscribed  over  the  shops, 
and  that  is  another  good  reason  for  being  here, 
since  I  surely  ought  to  learn  how,"  In  short,  I 
was  "  here,"  and  I  wanted  an  excuse  for  not 
going  away  from  here,  and  I  made  it  to  my 
satisfaction,  and  stayed  here. 

What  part  in  my  decision  was  borne  by  Alon- 
sieur  P.  Salcy  is  of  no  moment,  though  I  own  to 
encountering  that  gentleman's  name  on  a  red 
bill  on  the  wall  before  I  made  up  my  mind. 
Monsieur  P.  Salcy,  "  par  permission  de  M.  le 
Maire,"  had  established  his  theatre  in  the  white- 
washed Hotel  de  Ville,  on  the  steps  of  which 
illustrious  edifice  I  stood.  And  Monsieur  P. 
Salcy,  privileged  director  of  such  theatre,  situate 
in  "  the  first  theatrical  arrondissement  of  the  de- 
partment of  the  North,"  invited  French-Flemish 
mankind  to  come  and  partake  of  the  intellec- 
tual banquet  provided  by  his  family  of  dramatic 
artists,  fifteen  subjects  in  number.  "  La  Famille 
P.  Salcy,  composee  d'artistes  dramatiques,  au 
nornbre  de  15  sujets." 

Neither  a  bold  nor  a  diversified  country,  I  say 
again,  and  withal  an  untidy  country,  but  pleasant 
enough  to  ride  in,  when  the  paved  roads  over  the 
flats  and  through  the  hollows  are  not  too  deep 
in  black  mud.  A  country  so  sparely  inhabited, 
that  I  wonder  where  the  peasants  who  till  and 
sow  and  reap  the  ground  can  possibly  dwell, 
and  also  by  what  invisible  balloons  they  are 
conveyed  from  their  distant  homes  into  the 
fields  at  sunrise,  and  back  again  at  sunset.  The 
occasional  few  poor  cottages  and  farms  in  this 
region  surely  cannot  afford  shelter  to  the  num- 
bers necessary  to  the  cultivation,  albeit  the  work 
is  done  so  very  deliberately,  that  on  one  long 
harvest-day  I  have  seen,  in  twelve  miles,  about 
twice  as  many  men  and  women  (all  told)  reaping 
and  binding.  Yet  have  I  seen  more  cattle,  more 
sheep,  more  pigs,  and  all  in  better  case,  than 
where  there  is  purer  French  spoken,  and  also 


better  ricks — round  swelling  pegtop  ricks,  well 
thatched  :  not  a  shapeless  brown  heap,  like  the 
toast  of  a  Giant's  toast-and-water,  pinned  to  the 
earth  with  one  of  the  skewers  out  of  his  kitchen. 
A  good  custom  they  have  about  here,  likewise, 
of  prolonging  the  sloping  tiled  roof  of  farm  or 
cottage,  so  that  it  overhangs  three  or  four  feet, 
carrying  off  the  wet,  and  making  a  good  drying- 
place  wherein  to  hang  up  herbs,  or  implements, 
or  what  not.  A  better  custom  than  the  popular 
one  of  keeping  the  refuse-heap  and  puddle  close 
before  the  house-door :  which,  although  I  paint 
my  dwelling  never  so  brightly  blue  (and  it  cannot 
be  too  blue  for  me  hereabouts),  will  bring  fever 
inside  my  door.  Wonderful  poultry  of  the 
French-Flemish  country,  why  take  the  trouble 
to  <^^  poultry  ?  Why  not  stop  short  at  eggs  in 
the  rising  generation,  and  die  out  and  have  done 
with  it?  Parents  of  chickens  have  I  seen  this 
day,  followed  by  their  wretched  young  families, 
scratching  nothing  out  of  the  mud  with  an  air — 
tottering  about  on  legs  so  scraggy  and  weak, 
that  the  valiant  word  drum-sticks  becomes  a 
mockery  when  applied  to  them,  and  the  crow  of 
the  lord  and  master  has  been  a  mere  dejected 
case  of  croup.  Carts  have  I  seen,  and  other 
agricultural  instruments,  unwield)',  dislocated, 
monstrous.  Poplar-trees  by  the  thousand  fringe 
the  fields  and  fringe  the  end  of  the  flat  land- 
scape, so  that  I  feel,  looking  straight  on  before 
me,  as  if,  when  I  pass  the  extremest  fringe  on 
the  low  horizon,  I  shall  tumble  over  into  space. 
Little  whitewashed  black  holes  of  chapels,  with 
barred  doors  and  Flemish  inscriptions,  abound 
at  roadside  corners,  and  often  they  are  garnished 
with  a  sheaf  of  wooden  crosses,  like  children's 
swords  ;  or,  in  their  default,  some  hollow  old 
tree,  with  a  saint  roosting  in  it,  is  similarly  deco- 
rated, or  a  pole  with  a  very  diminutive  saint 
enshrined  aloft  in  a  sort  of  sacred  pigeon-house. 
Not  that  we  are  deficient  in  such  decoration  in 
the  town  here,  for,  over  at  the  church  yonder, 
outside  the  building,  is  a  scenic  representation 
of  the  Crucifixion,  built  up  with  old  bricks  and 
stones,  and  made  out  with  painted  canvas  and 
wooden  figures :  the  whole  surmounting  the 
dusty  skull  of  some  holy  personage  (perhaps), 
shut  up  behind  a  little  ashy  iron  grate,  as  if  it 
were  originally  put  there  to  be  cookeil,  and  the 
fire  had  long  gone  out.  A  windmilly  country 
this,  though  the  windmills  are  so  damp  and 
rickety,  that  they  nearly  knock  themselves  off 
their  legs  at  every  turn  of  their  sails,  and  creak 
in  loud  complaint.  A  weaving  country,  too,  for 
in  the  wayside  cottages  the  loom  goes  wearily — 
rattle  and  click,  rattle  and  click — and,  looking 
in,   I   see  the  poor  weaving  peasant,  man  or 
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woman,  bending  at  the  work,  while  the  child, 
working  too,  turns  a  little  hand-wheel  put  upon 
the  ground  to  suit  its  height.  An  unconscionable 
monster,  the  loom  in  a  small  dwelling  asserting 
himself  ungenerously  as  the  bread-winner,  strad- 
dling over  the  children's  straw  beds,  cramping 
the  family  in  space  and  air,  and  making  himself 
generally  objectionable  and  tyrannical.  He  is 
tributary,  too,  to  ugly  mills  and  factories  and 
bleaching-grounds,  rising  out  of  the  sluiced  fields 
in  an  abrupt  bare  way,  disdaining,  like  himself,  to 
be  ornamental  or  accommodating.  Surrounded 
by  these  things,  here  I  stood  on  the  steps  of  the 
Hotel  de  Ville,  persuaded  to  remain  by  the  P. 
Salcy  Family,  fifteen  dramatic  subjects  strong. 

There  was  a  Fair  besides.  The  double  per- 
suasion being  irresistible,  and  my  sponge  being 
lefr  behind  at  the  last  Hotel,  I  made  the  tour  of 
the  little  town  to  buy  another.  In  the  small 
sunny  shops — mercers,  opticians,  and  druggist- 
grocers,  with  here  and  there  an  emporium  of 
religious  images — the  gravest  of  old  spectacled 
Flemish  husbands  and  wives  sat  contemplating 
one  another  across  bare  counters,  while  the  wasps, 
who  seemed  to  have  taken  military  possession 
of  the  town,  and  to  have  placed  it  under  wasp- 
martial  law,  executed  warlike  manoeuvres  in  the 
windows.  Other  shops  the  wasps  had  entirely 
to  themselves,  and  nobody  cared  and  nobody 
came  when  I  beat  with  a  five-franc  piece  upon 
the  board  of  custom.  What  I  sought  was  no 
more  to  be  found  than  if  I  had  sought  a  nugget 
of  Californian  gold  :  so  I  went,  spongeless,  to 
pass  the  evening  with  the  Family  P.  Salcy. 

The  members  of  the  Family  P.  Salcy  were  so 
fat  and  so  like  one  another — fathers,  mothers, 
sisters,  brothers,  uncles,  and  aunts — that  I  think 
the  local  audience  were  much  confused  about 
the  plot  of  the  piece  under  representation,  and 
to  the  last  expected  that  everybody  must  turn 
out  to  be  the  long-lost  relative  of  everybody  else. 
The  theatre  was  established  on  the  top  story  of 
the  Hotel  de  Ville,  and  was  approached  by  a 
long  bare  staircase,  whereon,  in  an  airy  situation, 
one  of  the  P.  Salcy  Family — a  stout  gentleman, 
imperfectly  repressed  by  a  belt — took  the  money. 
This  occasioned  the  greatest  excitement  of  the 
evening ;  for,  no  sooner  did  the  curtain  rise  on 
the  introductory  Vaudeville,  and  reveal  in  the 
person  of  the  young  lover  (singing  a  very  short 
song  with  his  eyebrows)  apparently  the  very  same 
identical  stout  gentleman  imperfectly  repressed 
by  a  belt,  than  everybody  rushed  out  to  the 
paying-place  to  ascertain  Avhether  he  could  pos- 
sibly have  put  on  that  dress-coat,  that  clear  com- 
plexion, and  those  arched  black  vocal  eyebrows, 
in  so  short  a  space  of  time.     It  then  became 


manifest  that  this  was  another  stout  gentleman 
imperfectly  repressed  by  a  belt :  to  whom,  before 
the  spectators  had  recovered  their  presence  of 
mind,  entered  a  third  stout  gentleman  imper- 
fectly repressed  by  a  belt,  exactly  like  him: 
These  two  "subjects,"  making  with  the  money- 
taker  three  of  the  announced  fifteen,  fell  into 
conversation  touching  a  charming  young  widow : 
who,  presently  appearing,  proved  to  be  a  stout 
lady  altogether  irrepressible  by  any  means — 
quite  a  parallel  case  to  the  American  Negro — 
fourth  of  the  fifteen  subjects,  and  sister  of  the 
fifth  who  presided  over  the  check  department. 
In  good  time  the  whole  of  the  fifteen  subjects 
were  dramatically  presented,  and  we  had  the 
inevitable  Ma  Mere,  Ma  Mere  !  and  also  the 
inevitable  male'diction  d'un  pere,  and  likewise 
the  inevitable  Marquis,  and  also  the  inevitable 
provincial  young  man,  weak-minded,  but  faith- 
ful, who  followed  Julie  to  Paris,  and  cried  and 
laughed  and  choked  all  at  once.  The  story  Avas 
wrought  out  with  the  help  of  a  virtuous  spinning- 
wheel  in  the  beginning,  a  vicious  set  of  diamonds 
in  the  middle,  and  a  rheumatic  blessing  (which 
arrived  by  post)  from  Ma  Mere  towards  the  end  \ 
the  whole  resulting  in  a  small  sword  in  the  body 
of  one  of  the  stout  gentlemen  imperfectly  re- 
pressed by  a  belt,  fifty  thousand  francs  per 
annum  and  a  decoration  to  the  other  stout  gen- 
tleman imperfectly  repressed  by  a  belt,  and  an 
assurance  from  everybody  to  the  provincial  young 
man  that  if  he  were  not  supremely  happy — which 
he  seemed  to  have  no  reason  whatever  for  being 
— he  ought  to  be.  This  aftbrded  him  a  final 
opportunity  of  crying  and  laughing  and  choking 
all  at  once,  and  sent  the  audience  home  senti- 
mentally delighted.  Audience  more  attentive  or 
better  behaved  there  could  not  possibly  be, 
though  the  places  of  second  rank  in  the  Theatre 
of  the  Family  P.  Salcy  were  sixpence  each  in 
English  money,  and  the  places  of  first  rank  a 
shilling.  How  the  fifteen  subjects  ever  got  so 
fat  upon  it,  the  kind  Heavens  know. 

What  gorgeous  china  figures  of  knights  and 
ladies,  gilded  till  they  gleamed  again,  I  might 
have  bought  at  the  Fair  for  the  garniture  of  my 
home,  if  I  had  been  a  French-Flemish  peasani, 
and  had  had  the  money  !  What  shining  cofiee- 
cups  and  saucers  I  might  have  won  at  the 
turntables,  if  I  had  had  the  luck !  Ravishing 
perfumery  also,  and  sweetmeats,  I  might  have 
speculated  in,  or  I  might  have  fired  for  prizes  at 
a  multitude  of  little  dolls  in  niches,  and  might 
have  hit  the  doll  of  dolls,  and  won  francs  and 
fame.  Or,  being  a  French-Flemish  youth,  I 
might  have  been  drawn  in  a  hand-cart  by  my 
compeers,  to  tilt  for  municipal  rewards  at  the 
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water-quintain  ;  which,  unless  I  sent  my  lance 
clean  through  the  ring,  emptied  a  full  bucket 
over  me ;  to  fend  off  which  the  competitors  wore 
grotesque  old  scarecrow  hats.  Or,  being  French- 
Flemish  man  or  woman,  boy  or  girl,  I  might 
have  circled  all  night  on  my  hobby-horse  in  a 
stately  cavalcade  of  hobby-horses  four  abreast, 
interspersed  with  triumphal  cars,  going  round 
and  round  and  round  and  round,  we  the  goodly 
company  singing  a  ceaseless  chorus  to  the  music 
of  the  barrel-organ,  drum,  and  cymbals.  On  the 
whole,  not  more  monotonous  than  the  Ring  in 
Hyde  Park,  London,  and  much  merrier;  for 
when  do  the  circling  compaify  sing  chorus  there 
to  the  barrel-organ,  when  do  the  ladies  embrace 
their  horses  round  the  neck  with  both  arms, 
when  do  the  gentlemen  fan  the  ladies  with  the 
tails  of  their  gallant  steeds  ?  On  all  these 
revolving  delights,  and  on  their  own  especial 
lamps  and  Chinese  lanterns  revolving  with  them, 
the  thoughtful  weaver-face  brightens,  and  the 
Hotel  de  Ville  sheds  an  illuminated  line  of  gas- 
light ;  while  above  it,  the  Eagle  of  France,  gas- 
outlined  and  apparently  afilicted  with  the  pre- 
vailing infirmities  that  have  lighted  on  the 
poultry,  is  in  a  very  undecided  state  of  policy, 
and  as  a  bird  moulting.  Flags  flutter  all  around. 
Such  is  the  prevailing  gaiety  that  the  keeper  of 
the  prison  sits  on  the  stone  steps  outside  the 
prison  door,  to  have  a  look  at  the  world  that  is 
not  locked  \v^ ;  while  that  agreeable  retreat,  the 
wine-shop  opposite  to  the  prison  in  the  prison 
alley  (its  sign  La  Tranquillite,  because  of  its 
charming  situation),  resounds  with  the  voices  of 
the  shepherds  and  shepherdesses  wlio  resort 
there  this  festive  night.  And  it  reminds  me 
that,  only  this  afternoon,  I  saw  a  shepherd  in 
trouble,  tending  this  way  over  the  jagged  stones 
of  a  neighbouring  street.  A  magnificent  sight 
it  was  to  behold  him  in  his  blouse,  a  feeble  little 
jog-trot  rustic,  swept  along  by  the  wind  of  two 
immense  gendarmes,  in  cocked-hats  for  which 
the  street  was  hardly  wide  enough,  each  carrying 
a  bundle  of  stolen  property  that  would  not  have 
held  his  shoulder-knot,  and  clanicing  a  sabre 
that  dwarfed  the  prisoner. 

"  Messieurs  et  mesdames,  I  present  to  you  at 
this  Fair,  as  a  mark  of  my  confidence  in  the 
people  of  this  so-renowned  town,  and  as  an  act 
of  homage  to  their  good  sense  and  fine  taste,  the 
Ventriloquist,  the  Ventriloquist !  Further,  mes- 
sieurs et  mesdames,  I  present  to  you  the  Face- 
Maker,  the  Physiognomist,  the  great  Changer  of 
Countenances,  who  transforms  the  features  that 
Heaven  has  bestowed  upon  him  into  an  end- 
less succession  of  surprising  and  extraordinary 
visages,  comprehending,  messieurs  et  mesdames, 


all  the  contortions,  energetic  and  expressive,  of 
which  the  human  flice  is  capable,  and  all  the 
passions  of  the  human  heart,  as  Love,  Jealousy, 
Revenge,  Hatred,  Avarice,  Despair !  Hi  hi ! 
Ho  ho  !  Lu  lu  I  Come  in  !  "  To  this  effect,  with 
an  occasional  smite  upon  a  sonorous  kind  of 
tambourine — bestowed  with  a  will,  as  if  it  repre- 
sented the  people  who  won't  come  in — holds 
forth  a  man  of  lofty  and  severe  demeanour  ;  a 
man  in  stately  uniform,  gloomy  with  the  know- 
ledge he  possesses  of  the  inner  secrets  of  the 
booth.  "  Come  in,  come  in !  Your  oppor- 
tunity presents  itself  to-night ;  to-morrow  it  will 
be  gone  for  ever.  To-morrow  morning  by  the 
Express  Train  the  railroad  will  reclaim  the  Ven- 
triloquist and  the  Face-Maker !  Algeria  will 
reclaim  the  Ventriloquist  and  the  Face-Maker ! 
Yes !  For  the  honour  of  their  country,  they 
have  accepted  propositions  of  a  magnitude  in- 
credible, to  appear  in  Algeria.  See  them  for 
the  last  time  before  their  departure  !  We  go  to 
commence  on  the  instant.  Hi  hi !  Ho  ho  ! 
Lu  lu  !  Come  in  !  Take  the  money  that  now 
ascends,  madame  ;  but,  after  that,  no  more,  for 
'we  commence  !     Come  in  !  " 

Nevertheless,  the  eyes  both  of  the  gloomy 
speaker,  and  of  madame  receiving  sous  in  a 
muslin  bower,  survey  the  crowd  pretty  sharply 
after  the  ascending  money  has  ascended,  to 
detect  any  lingering  sous  at  the  turning-point. 
"  Come  in,  come  in  !  Is  there  any  more  money, 
madame,  on  the  point  of  ascending?  If  so,  we 
wait  for  it.  If  not,  we  commence  ! "  The 
orator  looks  back  over  his  shoulder  to  say  it, 
lashing  the  spectators  with  the  conviction  that 
he  beholds,  through  the  folds  of  the  drapery 
into  which  he  is  about  to  plunge,  the  Ventri- 
loquist and  ^  the  Face-Maker.  Several  sous 
burst  out  of  pockets  and  ascend.  "  Come  up, 
then,  messieurs  !"  exclaims  madame  in  a  shrill 
voice,  and  beckoning  with  a  bejewelled  finger. 
"  Come  up  !  This  presses.  Monsieur  has  com- 
manded that  they  commence  !  "  Monsieur  dives 
into  his  Interior,  and  the  last  half-dozen  of  us 
follow.  His  Interior  is  comparatively  severe; 
his  Exterior  also.  A  true  Temple  of  Art  needs 
nothing  but  seals,  drapery,  a  small  table,  with 
two  moderator  lamps  hanging  over  it,  and  an 
ornamental  looking-glass  let  into  the  wall. 
Monsieur  in  uniform  gets  behind  the  table,  and 
surveys  us  with  disdain,  his  forehead  becoming 
diabolically  intellectual  under  the  moderators. 
"  Messieurs  et  mesdames,  I  present  to  you  the 
Ventriloquist.  He  will  commence  with  the 
celebrated  Experience  of  the  bee  in  the  window. 
The  bee,  apparently  the  veritable  bee  of  Nature, 
will  hover  in  the  window  and  about  the  room. 
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Ke  will  be  with  difficulty  caught  in  the  hand  of 
Monsieur  the  Ventriloquist — he  will  escape — he 
will  again  hover — at  length  he  will  be  recaptured 
by  Monsieur  the  Ventriloquist,  and  will  be  with 
difficulty  put  into  a  bottle.  Achieve  then,  Mon- 
sieur !  "  Here  the  Proprietor  is  replaced  behind 
the  table  by  the  Ventriloquist,  who  is  thin  and 
sallow,  and  of  a  weakly  aspect.  While  the  bee 
is  in  progress,  jMonsieur  the  Proprietor  sits  apart 
on  a  stool,  immersed  in  dark  and  remote  thought. 
The  moment  the  bee  is  bottled,  he  stalks  for- 
ward, eyes  us  gloomily  as  we  applaud,  and  then 
announces,  sternly  waving  his  hand  :  "  The 
magnificent  Experience  of  the  child  with  the 
hooping-cough  !  "  The  child  disposed  of,  he 
starts  up  as  before.  "  The  superb  and  extra- 
ordinary Experience  of  the  dialogue  between 
IMonsieur  Tatambour  in  his  dining-room,  and 
his  domestic,  Jerome,  in  the  cellar  ;  concluding 
with  the  songsters  of  the  grove,  and  the  Concert 
of  domestic  Farmyard  animals.''  All  this  done, 
and  well  done,  ]\lonsieur  the  Ventriloquist  with- 
draw\s,  and  Monsieur  the  Face-Maker  bursts  in, 
as  if  his  retiring-room  were  a  mile  long  instead 
of  a  yard.  A  corpulent  little  man  in  a  large 
white  waistcoat,  with  a  comic  countenance,  and 
with  a  wig  in  his  hand.  Irreverent  disposition 
to  laugh  instantly  checked  by  the  tremendous 
gravity  of  the  Face-]\Iaker,  who  intimates  in  his 
bow  that  if  we  expect  that  sort  of  thing  we  are 
mistaken.  A  very  little  shaving-glass  with  a  leg 
behind  it  is  handed  in,  and  placed  on  the  table 
before  the  Face-]\Iaker.  "  ]\Iessieurs  et  mes- 
dames,  with  "no  other  assistance  than  this  mirror 
and  this  wig,  I  shall  have  the  honour  of  showing 
you  a  thousand  characters."  As  a  preparation, 
the  Face-Maker  with  both  hands  gouges  himself, 
and  turns  his  mouth  inside  out.  He  then  be- 
comes frightfully  grave  again,  and  says  to  the 
Proprietor,  "  I  am  ready  !  "  Proprietor  stalks 
forth  from  baleful  reverie,  and  announces  "The 
Young  Conscript !  "  Face-Maker  claps  his  wig 
on,  hind  side  before,  looks  in  the  glass,  and 
appears  above  it  as  a  conscript  so  very  imbecile, 
and  squinting  so  extremely  hard,  that  I  should 
think  the  State  would  never  get  any  good  of 
him.  Thunders  of  applause.  Face-Maker  dips 
behind  the  looking-glass,  brings  his  own  hair 
forward,  is  himself  again,  is  awfully  grave.  "  A 
distinguished  inhabitant  of  the  Faubourg  St. 
Germain."  Face-Maker  dips,  rises,  is  supposed 
to  be  aged,  blear-eyed,  toothless,  slightly  palsied, 
supernaturally  polite,  evidently  of  noble  birth. 
"  The  oldest  member  of  the  Corps  of  Invalides 
on  the  fete-day  of  his  master."  Face-Maker  dips, 
rises,  wears  the  wig  on  one  side,  has  become  t-he 
feeblest  military  bore  in  existence,  and   (it  is 


clear)  would  lie  frightfully  about  his  past  achieve- 
ments, if  he  w^ere  not  confined  to  pantomime. 
"  The  Miser  !  "  Face-Maker  dips,  rises,  clutches 
a  bag,  and  every  hair  of  the  wig  is  on  end  to 
express  that  he  lives  in  continual  dread  of  thieves. 
"The  Genius  of  France!"  Face-Maker  dips, 
rises,  wig  pushed  back  and  smoothed  Hat,  little 
cocked-hat  (artfully  concealed  till  now)  put  atop 
of  it,  Face-Maker's  white  waistcoat  much  atl- 
vanced,  Face-Maker's  left  hand  in  bosom  of 
white  waistcoat,  Face-Maker's  right  hand  behind 
his  back.  Thunders.  This  is  the  first  of  three 
positions  of  the  Genius  of  France.  In  the  second 
position,  the  Face'-Maker  takes  snufFj  in  the 
third,  rolls  up  his  right  hand,  and  surveys  illimit- 
able armies  through  that  pocket-glass.  The 
Face-Maker  then,  by  putting  out  his  tongue,  and 
w^earing  the  wig  nohow  in  particular,  becomes 
the  Village  Idiot.  The  most  remarkable  feature 
in  the  whole  of  his  ingenious  performance  is, 
that  whatever  he  does  to  disguise  himself  has 
the  effect  of  rendering  him  rather  more  like 
himself  than  he  was  at  first. 

There  were  peep-shows  in  this  Fair,  and  I 
had  the  pleasure  of  recognising  several  fields  of 
glory  with  which  I  became  well  acquainted  a 
year  or  two  ago  as  Crimean  battles,  now  doing 
duty  as  Mexican  victories.  The  change  was 
neatly  effected  by  some  extra  smoking  of  the 
Russians,  and  by  permitting  the  camp  followers 
free  range  in  the  foreground  to  despoil  the  enemy 
of  their  uniforms.  As  no  British  troops  had 
ever  happened  to  be  within  sight  when  the  artist 
took  his  original  sketches,  it  followed  fortunately 
that  none  were  in  the  way  now. 

The  Fair  wound  up  with  a  ball.  Respecting 
the  particular  night  of  the  week  on  which  the 
ball  took  place,  I  decline  to  commit  myself; 
merely  mentioning  that  it  was  held  in  a  stable- 
yard  so  very  close  to  the  railway,  that  it  is  a 
mercy  the  locomotive  did  not  set  fire  to  it.  (In 
Scodand  I  suppose  it  would  have  done  so.) 
There,  in  a  tent  prettily  decorated  with  looking- 
glasses  and  a  myriad  of  toy  flags,  the  people 
danced  all  night.  It  was  not  an  expensive 
recreation,  the  price  of  a  double  ticket  for  a 
cavalier  and  lady  being  one-and-threepence  in 
English  money,  and  even  of  that  small  sum  five- 
pence  was  reclaimable  for  "  consommation  : " 
which  word  I  venture  to  translate  into  refresh- 
ments of  no  greater  strength,  at  the  strongest, 
than  ordinary  wine  made  hot,  with  sugar  and 
lemon  in  it.  It  was  a  ball  of  great  good-humour 
and  of  great  enjoyment,  though  very  many  of 
the  dancers  must  have  been  as  poor  as  the 
fifteen  subjects  of  the  P.  Salcy  Family. 

In    short,    not   having    taken   my   own    pet 
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national  pint  pot  with  me  to  this  Fair,  I  was 
very  well  satisfied  with  the  measure  of  simple 
enjoyment  that  it  poured  into  the  dull  French- 
Flemish  country  life.     How  dull  that  is,  I  had 
an  opportunity  of  considering  when  the  Fair  was 
over — when  the  tricoloured  Hags  were  withdrawn 
from  the  windows  of  the  houses  on  the  Place 
where  the   Fair  was  held — when   the  windows 
were  close  shut,  apparently  until  next  Fair-time 
— when  the  Hotel  de  Ville  had  cut  off  its  gas 
and  put  away  its  eagle — when  the  two  paviors, 
whom  I  take  to  form  the  entire  paving  popula- 
tion of  the  town,  were  ramming  down  the  stones 
which  had  been  pulled  up  for  the  erection  of 
decorative  poles — when  the  gaoler  had  slammed 
his  gate,  and  sulkily  locked  himself  in  with  his 
charges.     But  then,  as  I  paced  the  ring  which 
marked  the  track  of  the  departed  hobby-horses 
on  flie  market-place,  pondering  in  my  mind  how 
long  some  hobby-horses  do  leave  their  tracks  in 
public  ways,  and  liow  difficult  they  are  to  erase, 
my  eyes  were  greeted  with  a. goodly  sight.     I 
beheld  four  male  personages  thoughtfully  pacing 
the  Place  together  in  the  sun-light,  evidently  not 
belonging  to  the  town,  and  having  upon  them  a 
certain  loose  cosmopolitan  air  of  not  belonging 
to  any  town.     One  was  clad  in  a  suit  of  white 
canvas,  another  in  a  cap  and  blouse,  the  third 
in  an  old  military  frock,  the  fourth  in  a  shape- 
less dress  that  looked  as  if  it  had  been  made  out 
of  old  umbrellas.    All  wore  dust-coloured  shoes. 
My  heart  beat  high;   for,  in  those  four  male 
personages,  although  complexionless  and  cye- 
browlesS;  I  beheld  four  subjects  of  the  Family 
P.  Salcy.     Blue-bearded  though  they  were,  and 
bereft  of  the  youthful  smoothness  of  cheek  which 
is   imparted   by  what  is   termed   in   Albion    a 
"  Whitechapel  shave"  (and   which    is,   in  fact, 
whiting  judiciously  applied  to  the  jaws  with  the 
palm  of  the  hand),  I  recognised  them.     As  I 
stood  admiring,  there  emerged  from  the  yard  of 
a  lowly  cabaret   the   excellent   Ma  I\Iere,  Ma 
Mere,  with  the  words,  "The  soup  is  served;" 
words  which  so  elated  the  subject  in  the  canvas 
suit,   that  when  they  all  ran  in  to  partake,  he 
went  last,  dancing  with  his  hands  stuck  angularly 
into  the  pockets  of  his  canvas  trousers,  after  the 
Pierrot  manner.     Glancing  down  the  Yard,  the 
last  I  saw  of  him  was,  that  he  looked  in  through 
a  window  (at  the  soup,  no  doubt)  on  one  leg. 

Full  of  diis  j)leasure,  I  shortly  afterwards  de- 
parted from  the  town,  little  dreaming  of  an 
addition  to  my  good  fortune.  But  more  was  in 
reserve.  I  went  by  a  train  which  was  heavy  with 
third-class  carriages,  full  of  young  fellows  (well 
guarded)  who  had  drawn  unlucky  numbers  in 
the  last  conscription,  and  were  on  their  way  to  a 


famous  French  garrison  town,  where  much  of  the 
raw  military  material  is  worked  up  into  soldiery. 
At  the  station  they  had  been  sitting  about,  in  their 
threadbare  homespun  blue  garments,  with  their 
poor  little  bundles  under  their  arms,  covered 
with   dust  and   clay,  and    the  various    soils  of 
France  ;  sad  enough  at  heart,  most  of  them,  but 
putting  a  good  face  upon  it,  and  slipping  their 
breasts  and  singing  choruses  on  the    smallest 
provocation  ;  the  gayer  spirits  shouldering  half- 
loaves  of  black  bread  speared  upon  their  walking- 
sticks.     As  we  went  along,  they  were  audible  at 
every  station,  chorusing  wildly  out  of  tune,  and 
feigning  the  highest  hilarity.     After  awhile,  how- 
ever, they  began  to  leave  off  singing,  and  to 
laugh  naturally,  while  at  intervals  there  mingled 
with  their  laughter  the  barking  of  a  dog.     Now, 
I  had  to  alight  short  of  their  destination,  and,  as 
that  stoppage  of  the  train  was  attended  with  a 
(juantity  of  horn  blowing,  bell  ringing,  and  pro- 
clamation of  what  Messieurs  les  Voyageurs  were 
to  do,  and  were  not  to  do,  in  order  to  reach 
their  respective  destinations,  I  had  ample  leisure 
to  go  forward  on  the  platform  to  take  a  parting 
look  at  my  recruits,  whose  heatls  were  all  out  at 
window,  and  who  were  laughing  like  delighted 
children.     Then  I  perceived  that  a  large  pootlle 
with  a  pink  nose,  who  had  been  their  travelling 
companion  and  the  cause  of  their  mirth,  stood 
on  his  hind-legs  presenting  arms  on  the  extreme 
verge  of  the  platform,  ready  to  salute  them  as  the 
train  went   off.     This   poodle  wore  a  military 
shako  (it  is  unnecessary  to  add.  very  much  on 
one  side  over  one  eye),  a  little  military  coat,  and 
the   regulation  white   gaiters.     He  was   armed 
with  a  little  musket  and  a  little  sword-bayonet, 
and  he  stood  presenting  arms  in  perfect  atti- 
tude, with  his  unobscured  eye  on  his  master  or 
superior  officer,  who  stood  by  him.     So  admi- 
rable was  his  discipline,  that,  when  the  train 
moved,  and   he  was  greeted  with  the  parting 
cheers  of  the  recruits,  and  also  with  a  shower  of 
centimes,  several  of  which  struck  his  shako,  and 
had  a  tendency  to  discompose  him,  he  remained 
staunch  on  his  post  until  the  train  was  gone. 
Pie  then  resigned  his  arms  to  his  officer,  took  off 
his  shako  by  rubbing  his  paw  over  it,  dropped 
on  four  legs,  bringing  his  uniform  coat  into  the 
absurdest  relations  witli  the  overarching  skies, 
and  ran  about  the  platform  in  his  white  gaiters, 
wagging  his  tail  to  an  exceeding  great  extent.    It 
struck  me  that  there  was  more  waggery  than  this 
in  the  poodle,  and  that  he  knew  that  the  recruits 
would  neither  get  through  their  exercises,  nor 
get  rid  of  their  uniforms,  as  easily  as  he;  re- 
volving which  in  my  thoughts,  and  seeking  in 
my  pockets  some  small  money  to  bestow  upon 
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him,  I  casually  directed  my  eyes  to  the  face  of 
his  superior  officer,  and  in  him  beheld  the  Face- 
ISIaker  !  Though  it  was  not  the  way  to  Algeria, 
but  quite  the  reverse,  the  military  poodle's 
Colonel  was  the  Face-Maker  in  a  dark  blouse, 
with  a  small  bundle  dangling  over  his  shoulder 
at  the  end  of  an  umbrella,  and  taking  a  pipe 
from  his  breast  to  smoke  as  he  and  the  poodle 
went  their  mysterious  way. 


XXVI. 


MEDICINE  MEN   OF   CIVILISATION. 

'Y  voyages  (in  paper  boats)  among 
savages  often  yield  me  matter  for 
reflection  at  home.  It  is  curious 
Rk  to  trace  the  savage  in  the  civilised 
man,  and  to  detect  the  hold  of 
some  savage  customs  on  conditions 
of  society  rather  boastful  of  being  high 
above  them. 
I  w^onder,  is  the  INIedicine  JMan  of  the  North 
American  Indians  never  to  be  got  rid  of,  out  of 
the  North  American  country?  He  comes  into 
my  Wigwam  on  all  manner  of  occasions,  and 
with  the  absurdest  ''  Medicine."  I  always  find 
it  extremely  difficult,  and  I  often  find  it  simply 
impossible,  to  keep  him  out  of  my  Wigwam. 
For  his  legal  "  Medicine "  he  sticks  upon  his 
head  the  hair  of  quadrupeds,  and  plasters  the 
same  with  fat,  and  dirty  white  powder,  and  talks 
a  gibberish  quite  unknown  to  the  men  and 
squaws  of  his  tribe.  For  his  religious  "  Medi- 
cine '"'  he  puts  on  pufiy  white  sleeves,  little  black 
aprons,  large  black  waistcoats  of  a  peculiar  cut, 
coUarless  coats  with  Medicine  button -holes, 
Medicine  stockings  and  gaiters  and  shoes,  and 
tops  the  whole  with  a  highly  grotesque  Medi- 
cinal hat.  In  one  respect,  to  be  sure,  I  am 
quite  free  from  him.  On  occasions  when  the 
Medicine  Men  in  general,  together  with  a  large 
number  of  the  miscellaneous  inhabitants  of  his 
village,  both  male  and  female,  are  presented  to 
the  principal  Chief,  his  native  "  Medicine  "  is  a 
comical  mixture  of  old  odds  and  ends  (hired  of 
traders)  and  new  things  in  antiquated  shapes, 
and  pieces  of  red  cloth  (of  which  he  is  particu- 
larly fond),  and  white  and  red  and  blue  paint 
for  the  face.  The  irrationality  of  this  particular 
Medicine  culminates  in  a  mock  battle-rush,  from 
which  many  of  the  squaws  are  borne  out  much 
dilapidated.  I  need  not  observe  how  unlike  this 
is  to  a  Drawing  Room  at  St.  James's  Palace. 
The  African  magician  I  find  it  very  difficult 


to  exclude  from  my  Wigwam  too.  This  creature 
takes  cases  of  death  and  mourning  under  his 
supervision,  and  will  frequently  impoverish  a 
whole  family  by  his  preposterous  enchantments. 
He  is  a  great  eater  and  drinker,  and  always  con- 
ceals a  rejoicing  stomach  under  a  grieving  ex- 
terior. His  charms  consist  of  an  infinite  quantity 
of  worthless  scraps,  for  which  he  charges  very 
high.  He  impresses  on  the  poor  berca\Ld 
natives,  that  the  more  of  his  followers  they  pay 
to  exhibit  such  scraps  on  their  persons  for  an 
hour  or  two  (though  they  never  saw  the  deceased 
in  their  lives,  and  are  put  in  high  spirits  by  his 
decease),  the  more  honourably  and  piously  they 
grieve  for  the  dead.  The  poor  people  sub- 
mitting themselves  to  this  conjurer,  an  expensive 
procession  is  formed,  in  which  bits  of  sticks, 
feathers  of  birds,  and  a  quantity  of  other  un- 
meaning objects  besmeared  w-ith  black  paint, 
are  carried  in  a  certain  ghastly  order  of  which 
no  one  understands  the  meaning,  if  it  ever  had 
any,  to  the  brink  of  the  grave,  and  are  then 
brought  back  again. 

In  the  Tonga  Islands  everything  is  supposed 
to  have  a  soul,  so  that  when  a  hatchet  is  irrepa- 
rably broken  they  say,  "  His  immortal  part  has 
departed;  he  is  gone  to  the  happy  hunting- 
plains."  This  belief  leads  to  the  logical  sequence 
that,  when  a  man  is  buried,  some  of  his  eating 
and  drinking  vessels,  and  some  of  his  warlike 
implements,  must  be  broken  and  buried  with 
him.  Superstitious  and  wrong,  but  surely  a 
more  respectable  superstition  than  the  hire  of 
antic  scraps  for  a  show  that  has  no  meaning 
based  on  any  sincere  belief. 

Let  me  halt  on  my  Uncommercial  road  to 
throw  a  passing  glance  on  some  funeral  solem- 
nities that  I  have  seen  wdiere  North  American 
Indians,  African  Magicians,  and  Tonga  Islanders 
are  supposed  not  to  be. 

Once  I  dwelt  in  an  Italian  city,  where  there 
dwelt  with  me  for  awhile  an  Englishman  of  an 
amiable  nature,  great  enthusiasm,  and  no  dis- 
cretion. This  friend  discovered  a  desolate 
stranger  mourning  over  the  unexpected  death  of 
one  very  dear  to  him,  in  a  solitary  cottage  among 
the  vineyards  of  an  outlying  village.  The  cir- 
cumstances of  the  bereavement  were  unusually 
distressing ;  and  the  survivor,  new  to  the  peasants 
and  the  countr}'-,  sorely  needed  help,  being  alone 
with  the  remains.  With  some  difficulty,  but 
with  the  strong  influence  of  a  purpose  at  once 
gentle,  disinterested,  and  determined,  my  friend — 
Mr.  Kindheart — obtained  access  to  the  mourner, 
and  undertook  to  ari-ange  the  burial. 

There  was  a  small  Protestant_  cemetery  near 
the  city  walls,   and,   as    Mr.  Kindheart    came 
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back  to  me,  he  turned  into  it  and  chose  the 
spot.  He  was  always  highly  flushed  when  ren- 
dering a  service  unaided,  and  I  knew  that  to 
make  him  happy  I  must  keep  aloof  from  his 
ministration.  But  when  at  dinner  he  warmed 
with  the  good  action  of  the  day,  and  conceived 
the  brilliant  idea  of  comforting  the  mourner  with 
"an  English  funeral,"  I  ventured  to  intimate 
that  I  thought  that  institution,  which  was  not 
absolutely  sublime  at  home,  might  prove  a  failure 
in  Italian  hands.  However,  IMr.  Kindheart  was 
so  enraptured  with  his  conception,  that  he  pre- 
sently wrote  down  into  the  town  requesting  the 
attendance,  with  to-morrow's  earliest  light,  of  a 
certain  little  upholsterer.  This  upholsterer  was 
famous  for  speaking  the  unintelligible  local 
dialect  (his  own)  in  a  far  more  unintelligible 
manner  than  any  other  man  alive. 

When  from  my  bath  next  morning  I  over- 
heard ]\Ir.  Kindheart  and  the  upholsterer  in 
conference  on  the  top  of  an  echoing  staircase ; 
and  when  I  overheard  Mr.  Kindheart  rendering 
English  Undertaking  phrases  into  very  choice 
Italian,  and  the  upholsterer  replying  in  the  un- 
known tongues  ;  and  when  I  furthermore  remem- 
bered that  the  local  funerals  had  no  resemblance 
to  English  funerals;  I  became  in  my  secret 
bosom  apprehensive.  But  Mr.  Kindheart  in- 
formed me  at  breakfast  that  measures  had  been 
taken  to  insure  a  signal  success. 

As  the  funeral  was  to  take  place  at  sunset, 
and  as  I  knew  to  which  of  the  city  gates  it  must 
tend,  I  went  out  at  that  gate  as  the  sun  de- 
scended, and  walked  along  the  dusty,  dusty 
road.  I  had  not  walked  far  when  I  encountered 
this  procession. 

1.  Mr.  Kindheart,  much  abashed,  on  an  im- 
mense grey  horse. 

2.  A  bright  yellow  coach  and  pair,  driven  by 
a  coachman  in  bright  red  velvet  knee  breeches 
and  waistcoat.  (This  was  the  established  local 
idea  of  State.)  Both  coach  doors  kept  open  by 
the  coffin,  which  was  on  its  side  within,  and 
sticking  out  at  each. 

3.  Behind  the  coach,  tlic  mourner,  for  whom 
the  coach  was  intended,  walking  in  the  dust. 

4.  Concealed  behind  a  roadside  well  for  the 
irrigation  of  a  garden,  the  unintelligible  Up- 
holsterer, admiring. 

It  matters  little  now.  Coaches  of  all  colours 
are  alike  to  poor  Kindheart,  and  he  rests  far 
North  of  the  little  cemetery  with  the  cypress- 
trees,  by  the  city  walls  where  the  Mediterranean 
is  so  beautiful. 

My  first  funeral,  a  fair  representative  funeral 
after  its  kind,  was  that  of  the  husband  of  a  mar- 
ried servant,  once  my  nurse.     She  married  for 


money.     Sally  Flanders,  after  a  year  or  two  of 
matrimony,  became   the   relict  of   Flanders,  a 
small  master  builder;  and  either  she  or  Flanders 
had  done  me  the  honour  to  express  a  desire 
that  I  should  "  follow."    I  may  have  been  seven 
or  eight  years  old  ; — young  enough,  certainly,  to 
feel  rather  alarmed  by  the  expression,  as  not 
knowing  where  the  invitation  was  held  to  ter- 
minate, and  how  far  I  was  expected  to  follow 
the  deceased   Flanders.     Consent  being  given 
by  the  heads  of  houses,  I  was  jobbed  up  into 
what  was  pronounced  at  home  decent  mourn- 
ing (comprehending  somebody  else's  shirt,  un- 
less my  memory  deceives  me),  and  was  admo- 
nished that  if,  when  the  funeral  was  in  action, 
I  put  my  hands  in  my  pockets,  or  took   my 
eyes  out  of  my  pocket-handkerchief,  I  was  pe'r- 
sonally  lost,  and  my  family  disgraced.     On  the 
eventful  day,  having  tried  to  get  myself  into 
a  disastrous  frame  of  mind,  and  having  formed 
a  very  poor  opinion  Qf  myself  because  I  couldn't 
cry,  I  repaired  to  Sally's.     Sally  was  an  excel- 
lent creature,  and  had  been  a  good  wife  to  old 
Flanders,  but  the  moment  I  saw  her  I  knew 
that  she  was  not  in  her  own  real  natural  state. 
She  formed   a  sort  of  Coat-of-Arms,  grouped 
with  a  smelling-bottle,  a  handkerchief,  an  orange, 
a  bottle  of  vinegar,  Flanders's  sister,  her  own 
sister,  Flanders's  brother's  wife,  and  two  neigh- 
bouring gossips — all  in  mourning,  and  all  ready 
to  hold  her  whenever  she  fainted.     At  sight  of 
poor  little  me  she  became  much  agitated  (agi- 
tating me  much  more),  and  having  exclaimed, 
"  Oh,  here's  dear  Alaster  Uncommercial !  "  be- 
came hysterical,  and  swooned  as  if  I  had  been 
the  death  of  her.     An  affecting  scene  followed, 
during  which  I  was  handed  about  and  poked  at 
her  by  various  people,  as  if  I  were  the  bottle  of 
salts.     Reviving  a  little,  she  embraced  me,  said, 
"You  knew   him    well,  dear   Master   Uncom- 
mercial, and  he  knew  you  !  "  and  fainted  again  : 
which,  as  the  rest  of  the  Coat-of-Arms  soothingly 
said,  ''  done  her  credit."     Now,  I  knew  that  she 
needn't  have  fainted  unless  she  liked,  and  that 
she  wouldn't  have  H^inteil  unless  it  had  been  ex- 
pected of  her,  quite  as  well  as  I  know  it  at  this 
day.     It  made  me  feel  uncomfortable  and  hypo- 
critical besides.     I  was    not   sure   but   that  it 
might  be  manners  in  vie  to  faint  next,  and  I 
resolved  to  keep  my  eye  on  Flanders's  uncle, 
and,  if  I  saw  any  signs  of  his  going  in   that 
direction,  to  go  too,  poHtely.     But  Flanders's 
uncle  (who  was  a  weak  little  old  retail  grocer) 
had  only  one  idea,  which  was  that  we  all  wanted 
tea ;  and  he  handed  us  cups  of  tea  all  round 
incessantly,  whether  we  rei'used  or  not.     There 
was  a  young  nephew  of  Flanders's  present,  to 
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whom  Flanders,  it  was  rumoured,  had  left  nine- 
teen guineas.  He  drank  all  the  tea  that  was 
offered  him,  this  nepliew — amounting,  I  should 
say,  to  several  quarts— and  ate  as  much  plum- 
cake  as  he  could  possibly  come  by ;  but  he 
felt  it  to  be  decent  mourning  that  he  should 
now  and  then  stop  in  the  midst  of  a  lump  of 
cake,  and  appear  to  forget  that  his  mouth  was 
full,  in  the  contemplation  of  his  uncle's  memory. 
I  felt  all  this  to  be  the  fault  of  the  undertaker, 


who  was  handing  us  gloves  on  a  tea-tray  as  if 
they  were  muffins,  and  tying  us  into  cloaks 
(mine  had  to  be  pinned  up  all  round,  it  was  so 
long  for  me),  because  I  knew  that  he  was 
making  game.  So,  when  we  got  out  into  the 
streets,  and  I  constantly  disarranged  the  pro- 
cession by  tumbling  on  the  people  before  me 
because  my  handkerchief  blinded  my  eyes,  and 
tripping  up  the  people  behind  me  because  my 
cloak  was  so  long,  I  felt  that  we  were  all  making 
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SAD   ENOUGH  AT  HEART,   MOST   OF  THEM." 


game.  I  was  truly  sorry  for  Flanders,  but  I 
knew  that  it  was  no  reason  why  we  should  be 
trying  (the  women  with  their  heads  in  hoods 
like  coal-scuttles  with  the  black  side  outward) 
to  keep  step  with  a  man  in  a  scarf,  carrying  a 
thing  like  a  mourning  spy-glass,  which  he  was 
going  to  open  presently,  and  sweep  the  horizon 
with.  I  knew  that  we  should  not  all  have  been 
speaking  in  one  particular  key-note  struck  by 
the  undertaker,  if  we  had  not  been  making  game. 
Even  in  our  faces  we  were  every  one  of  us  as 


like  the  undertaker  as  if  we  had  been  his  own 
family,  and  I  perceived  that  this  could  not  have 
happened  unless  we  had  been  making  game. 
When  we  returned  to  Sally's,  it  was  all  of  a 
piece.  The  continued  impossibility  of  getting 
on  without  plum-cake ;  the  ceremonious  appa- 
rition of  a  pair  of  decanters  containing  port  and 
sherry  and  cork ;  Sally's  sister  at  the  tea-table, 
clinking  the  best  crockery  and  shaking  her  head 
mournfully  every  time  she  looked  down  into  the 
teapot,  as  if  it  Avere  the  tomb  ;  the  Coat-of-Arras 
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again,  and  Sally  as  before ;  lastly,  the  words  of 
consolation  administered  to  Sally  when  it  was 
considered  right  that  she  should  "  come  round 
nicely : "  which  were,  that  the  deceased  had  had 
"as  com-for-ta-ble  a  fu-nc  ral  as  comfortable 
could  be  ! " 

Other  funerals  have  I  seen  with  grown-up 
eyes,  since  that  day,  of  which  the  burden  has 
been  the  same  childish  burden.  Making  game. 
Real  affliction,  real  grief  and  solemnity,  have 
been  outraged,  and  the  funeral  has  been  "  per- 
formed," The  waste  for  which  the  funeral  cus- 
toms of  many  tribes  of  savages  are  conspicuous 
has  attended  these  civilised  obsequies ;  and 
once,  and  twice,  have  I  wished  in  my  soul  that, 
if  the  waste  must  be,  they  would  let  the  under- 
taker bury  the  money,  and  let  me  bury  the  friend. 

In  France,  upon  the  whole,  these  ceremonies 
are  more  sensibly  regulated,  because  they  arc, 
upon  the  whole,  less  expensively  regulated.  I 
cannot  say  that  I  have  ever  been  much  edified  by 
the  custom  of  tying  a  bib  and  apron  on  the  front 
of  the  house  of  mourning,  or  that  I  would  my- 
self particularly  care  to  be  driven  to  my  grave 
in  a  nodding  and  bobbing  car,  like  an  infirm 
four-post  bedstead,  by  an  inky  fellow-creature 
in  a  cocked-hat.  But  it  may  be  that  I  am  con- 
stitutionally insensible  to  the  virtues  of  a  cocked- 
hat.  In  provincial  France  the  solemnities  are 
sufliciently  hideous,  but  are  few  and  cheap. 
The  friends  and  townsmen  of  the  departed,  in 
their  own  dresses,  and  not  masquerading  under 
the  auspices  of  the  African  Conjurer,  surround 
the  hand-bier,  and  often  carry  it.  It  is  not  con- 
sidered indispensable  to  stifle  the  bearers,  or 
even  to  elevate  the  burden  on  their  shoulders  ; 
consequently,  it  is  easily  taken  up,  and  easily 
set  down,  and  is  carried  through  the  streets 
without  the  distressing  floundering  and  shuffling 
that  we  see  at  home.  A  dirty  priest  or  two,  and 
a  dirtier  acolyte  or  two,  do  not  lend  any  especial 
grace  to  the  proceedings ;  and  I  r.egard  with 
personal  animosity  the  bassoon,  which  is  blown 
at  intervals  by  the  big-legged  priest  (it  is  always 
a  big-legged  priest  wlio  blows  the  bassoon), 
when  his  fellows  combine  in  a  lugubrious  stal- 
wart drawl.  But  there  is  far  less  of  the  Con- 
jurer and  the  Medicine  Man  in  the  business 
than  under  like  circumstances  here.  The  grim 
coaches  that  we  reserve  expressly  for  such  shows 
are  non-existent ;  if  the  cemetery  be  far  out  of 
the  town,  the  coaches  that  are  hired  for  other 
purposes  of  life  are  hired  for  this  purpose  ;  and, 
although  the  honest  vehicles  make  no  pretence 
of  being  overcome,  I  have  never  noticed  that 
the  people  in  them  were  the  worse  for  it.  In 
Italy,  the  hooded  Members  of  Confraternities 


who  attend  on  funerals  are  dismal  and  ugly  to 
look  upon  ;  but  the  services  they  render  are  at 
least  voluntarily  rendered,  and  impoverish  no 
one,  and  cost  nothing.  Why  should  high  civil- 
isation and  low  savagery  ever  come  together  on 
the  point  of  making  them  a  wantonly  wasteful 
and  contemptible  set  of  forms? 

Once  I  lost  a  friend  by  death,  who  had  been 
troubled  in  his  time  by  the  Medicine  Man  and 
the  Conjurer,  and  upon  whose  limited  resources 
there  were  abundant  claims.  The  Conjurer 
assured  me  that  I  must  positively  "  follow,"  and 
both  he*and  the  Medicine  Man  entertained  no 
doubt  that  I  must  go  in  a  black  carriage,  and 
must  wear  "  fittings."  I  objected  to  fittings,  as 
having  nothing  to  do  with  my  friendship  ;  and  I 
objected  to  the  black  carriage,  as  being  in  more 
senses  than  one  a  job.  So,  it  came  into  my 
mind  to  try  what  would  happen  if  I  quietly 
walked,  in  my  own  way,  from  my  own  house  to 
my  friend's  burial-place,  and  stood  beside  his 
open  grave  in  my  own  dress  and  person,  reve- 
rently listening  to  the  best  of  Services.  It 
satisfied  my  mind,  I  found,  quite  as  well  as  if  I 
had  been  disguised  in  a  hired  hat-band  and 
scarf  both  trailing  to  my  very  heels,  and  as  if  I 
had  cost  the  orphan  children,  in  their  greatest 
need,  ten  guineas. 

Can  any  one  who  ever  beheld  the  stupendous 
absurdities  attendant  on  "  A  message  from  the 
Lords "  in  the  House  of  Commons  turn  upon 
the  Medicine  Man  of  the  poor  Indians  ?  Has 
he  any  "  Medicine,"  in  that  dried  skin  pouch  of 
his,  so  supremely  ludicrous  as  the  two  Masters 
in  Chancery  holding  up  their  black  petticoats, 
and  butting  their  ridiculous  wigs  at  Mr.  Speaker  ? 
Yet  there  are  authorities  innumerable  to  tell  me 
— as  there  are  au-.ho.ities  innumerable  among 
the  Indians  to  tell  them — that  the  nonsense  is 
indispensable,  and  that  its  abrogation  would 
involve  most  awful  consequences.  What  would 
any  rational  creature  who  had  never  heard  of 
judicial  and  forensic  "  fittings,"  think  of  the 
Court  of  Common  Pleas  on  the  first  day  of 
Term  ?  Or  with  what  an  awakened  sense  of 
humour  would  Livingstone's  account  of  a 
similar  scene  be  perused,  if  the  fur  and  red  cloth 
and  goats'  hair  and  horsehair  and  powdered 
chalk  and  black  patches  on  the  top  of  the  Jiead, 
were  all  at  Tala  Mungongo  instead  of  West- 
minster ?  That  model  missionary  and  good 
brave  man  found  at  least  one  tribe  of  blacks  with 
a  very  strong  sense  of  the  ridiculous,  insomuch 
that,  although  an  amiable  and  docile  people, 
they  never  could  see  the  missionaries  dispose  of 
their  legs  in  the  attitude  of  kneeling,  or  hear 
them  begin  a  hymn  in  chorus,  without  bursting 
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into  roars  of  irrepressible  laughter.  It  is  much 
to  be  hoped  that  no  member  of  this  facetious 
tribe  may  ever  find  his  way  to  England,  and  get 
committed  for  contempt  of  Court. 

In  the  Tonga  Islands,  already  mentioned, 
there  are  a  set  of  personages  called  Mataboos — 
or  some  such  name — who  are  the  masters  of  all 
the  public  ceremonies,  and  who  know  the  exact 
place  in  which  every  chief  must  sit  down  when 
a  solemn  public  meeting  takes  place  :  a  meeting 
which  bears  a  family  resemblance  to  our  own 
Public  Dinner,  in  respect  of  its  being  a  main 
part  of  the  proceedings  that  every  gentleman 
present  is  required  to  drink  something  nasty. 
These  Mataboos  are  a  privileged  order,  so  im- 
portant is  their  avocation,  and  they  make  the 
most  of  their  high  functions.  A  long  way  out 
of  the  Tonga  Islands,  indeed,  rather  near  the 
British  Islands,  was  there  no  calling  in  of  the 
Mataboos  the  other  day  to  settle  an  earth-con- 
vulsing question  of  precedence  ;  and  was  there 
no  weighty  opinion  delivered  on  the  part  of  the 
Mataboos  which,  being  interpreted  to  that  un- 
lucky tribe  of  blacks  with  the  sense  of  the 
ridiculous,  would  infallibly  set  the  whole  popu- 
lation screaming  with  laughter  ? 

jNIy  sense  of  justice  demands  the  admission, 
however,  that  this  is  not  quite  a  one-sided  ques- 
tion. If  we  submit  ourselves  meekly  to  the 
Medicine  Man  and  the  Conjurer,  and  are  not 
exalted  by  it,  the  savages  may  retort  upon  us 
that  we  act  more  unwisely  than  they  in  other 
matters  wherein  we  fail  to  imitate  them.  It  is 
a  widely-diffused  custom  among  savage  tribes, 
when  they  meet  to  discuss  any  affair  of  public 
importance,  to  sit  up  all  night  making  a  horrible 
noise,  dancing,  blowing  shells,  and  (in  cases 
where  they  are  familiar  with  fire-arms)  flying  out 
into  open  places  and  letting  off  guns.  It  is 
questionable  whether  our  legislative  assemblies 
might  not  take  a  hint  from  this.  A  shell  is  not  a 
melodious  wind  instrument, and  it  is  monotonous; 
but  it  is  as  musical  as,  and  not  more  monotonous 
than,  my  Honourable  friend's  own  trumpet,  or  the 
trumpet  that  he  blows  so  hard  for  the  JNIinister. 
The  uselessness  of  arguing  with  any  supporter 
of  a  Government  or  of  an  Opposition  is  well 
known.  Try  dancing.  It  is  a  better  exercise, 
and  has  the  unspeakable  recommendation  that 
it  couldn't  be  reported.  The  honourable  and 
savage  member  who  has  a  loaded  gun,  and  has 
grown  impatient  of  debate,  plunges  out  of  doors, 
fires  in  the  air,  and  returns  calm  and  silent  to 
the  Palaver.  Let  the  honourable  and  civilised 
member,  similarly  charged  with  a  speech,  dart 
into  the  cloisters  of  Westminster  Abbey  in  the 
silence  of  night,  let  his  speech  off,  and  come 


back  harmless.  It  is  not,  at  first  sight,  a  very 
rational  custom  to  paint  a  broad  blue  stripe 
across  one's  nose  and  both  cheeks,  and  a  broatl 
red  stripe  frqm  the  forehead  to  the  chin,  to 
attach  a  few  pounds  of  wood  to  one's  under  lip, 
to  stick  fish  bones  in  one's  ears  and  a  brass 
curtain  ring  in  one's  nose,  and  to  rub  one's  body 
all  over  with  rancid  oil,  as  a  preliminary  to 
entering  on  business.  But  this  is  a  question  of 
taste  and  ceremony,  and  so  is  the  Windsor  Uni- 
form. The  manner  of  entering  on  the  business 
itself  is  another  question.  A  council  of  six 
hundred  savage  gentlemen  entirely  independent 
of  tailors,  sitting  on  their  hams  in  a  ring,  smok- 
ing, and  occasionally  grunting,  seem  to  rne, 
according  to  the  experience  I  have  gathered  in 
my  voyages  and  travels,  somehow  to  do  what 
they  come  together  for ;  whereas  that  is  not  at 
all  the  general  experience  of  a  council  of  six 
hundred  civilised  gentlemen  very  dependent  on 
tailors,  and  sitting  on  mechanical  contrivances. 
It  is  better  that  an  assembly  should  do  its  utmost 
to  envelop  itself  in  smoke,  than  that  it  should 
direct  its  endeavours  to  enveloping  the  public  in 
smoke  :  and  I  would  rather  it  buried  half  a 
hundred  hatchets  than  buried  one  subject  de- 
manding attention. 


XXVII. 


tubull's  almshxjuses. 

Y  the  side  of  most  railways  out  of 
London  one  may  see  Almshouses 
and  Retreats  (generally  with  a  ^^'ing 
or  a  Centre  wanting,  and  ambitious 
of  being  much  bigger  than  they  are), 
;l[£5)l,  some  of  which  are  newly-founded  insti- 
tutions, and  some  old  establishments 
transplanted.  There  is  a  tendency  in 
these  "pieces  of  architecture  to  shoot  upward 
unexi^ectedly,  like  Jack's  bean-stalk,  and  to  be 
ornate  in  spires  of  Chapels  and  lanterns  of  Halls, 
which  might  lead  to  the  embellishment  of  the  air 
with  many  castles  of  questionable  beauty  but  for 
the  restraining  consideration  of  expense.  How- 
ever, the  managers,  being  always  of  a  sanguine 
temperament,  comfort  themselves  with  plans 
and  elevations  of  Loomings  in  the  future,  and 
are  influenced  in  the  present  by  philanthropy 
towards  the  railway  passengers.  For,  the  ques- 
tion how  prosperous  and  promising  the  buildings 
can  be  made  to  look  in  their  eyes,  usually  super- 
sedes the  lesser  question  how  they  can  be  turned 
to  the  best  account  for  the  inmates. 
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Why  none  of  the  people  who  reside  in  these 
places  ever  look  out  of  window,  or  take  an  airing 
in  the  piece  of  ground  which  is  going  to  be  a 
garden  by-and-by,  is  one  of  the  wonders  I  have 
added  to  my  always-lengthening  list  of  the  won- 
ders of  the  world.  I  have  got  it  into  my  mind 
that  they  live  in  a  state  of  chronic  injury  and 
resentment,  and,  on  that  account,  refuse  to 
decorate  the  building  with  a  human  interest. 
As  I  have  known  legatees  deeply  injured  by  a 
bequest  of  five  hundred  pounds  because  it  was 
not  five  thousand,  and  as  I  was  once  acquainted 
with  a  pensioner  on  the  Public,  to  the  extent  of 
two  hundred  a  year,  who  perpetually  anathema- 
tized his  Country  because  he  was  not  in  the 
receipt  of  four,  having  no  claim  whatever  to  six- 
pence; so  perhaps  it  usually  happens,  within 
certain  limits,  that  to  get  a  little  help  is  to  get  a 
notion  of  being  defrauded  of  more.  '•  How  do 
they  pass  their  lives  in  this  beautiful  and  peace- 
ful place?"  was  the  subject  of  my  speculation 
with  a  visitor  who  once  accompanied  me  to  a 
charming  rustic  retreat  for  old  men  and  women  : 
a  quaint  ancient  foundation  in  a  pleasant  English 
county,  behind  a  picturesque  church,  and  among 
rich  old  convent  gardens.  There  were  but  some 
dozen  or  so  of  houses,  and  we  agreed  that  we 
would  talk  Avith  the  iniiabitants,  as  they  sat  in 
their  groined  rooms  between  the  light  of  their 
fires  and  the  light  shining  in  at  their  latticed 
windows,  and  would  find  out.  They  passed 
their  lives  in  considering  themselves  mulcted  of 
certain  ounces  of  tea  by  a  deaf  old  steward  who 
lived  among  them  in  the  quadrangle.  There 
was  no  reason  to  suppose  that  any  such  ounces 
of  tea  had  ever  been  in  existence,  or  that  the 
old  steward  so  much  as  knew  what  was  the 
matter; — he  passed  his  life  in  considering  him- 
self periodically  defrauded  of  a  birch-broom  by 
the  beadle. 

But  it  is  neither  to  old  Almshouses  in  the 
country,  nor  to  new  Almshouses  by  the  railroad, 
that  these  present  uncommercial  notes  relate. 
They  refer  back  to  journeys  made  among  those 
commonplace  smoky-fronted  London  Alms- 
houses, with  a  little  paved  courtyard  in  front 
enclosed  by  iron  railings,  which  have  got  snowed 
up,  as  it  were,  by  bricks  and  mortar;  which 
Avere  once  in  a  suburb,  but  are  now  in  the 
densely-populated  town  ;  gaps  in  the  busy  life 
around  them,  parentheses  in  the  close  and 
blotted  texts  of  ihe  streets. 

Sometimes,  these  Almshouses  belong  to  a 
Company  or  Society.  Sometimes,  they  were 
established  by  individuals,  and  are  maintained 
out  of  private  funds  bequeathed  in  perpetuity 
long  ago.     My  favourite  among  them  is  TitbuU's, 


which  establishment  is  a  picture  of  many.  Of 
TitbuU  I  know  no  more  than  that  he  deceased 
in  1723,  that  his  Christian  name  was  Sampson, 
and  his  social  designation  Esquire,  and  that  he 
founded  these  Almshouses  as  Dwellings  for  Nine 
Poor  Women  and  Six  Poor  Men  by  his  Will  and 
Testament.  I  should  not  know  even  this  much, 
but  for  its  being  inscribed  on  a  grim  stone  very 
difficult  to  read,  let  into  the  front  of  the  centre 
house  of  TitbuU's  Almshouses,  and  which  stone 
is  ornamented  atop  with  a  piece  of  sculptured 
drapery  resembling  the  effigy  of  TitbuU's  bath- 
towel. 

TitbuU's  Almshouses  are  in  the  east  of  Lon- 
don, in  a  "great  highway,  in  a  poor,  busy,  and 
thronged  neighbourhood.  Old  iron  and  fried 
fish,  cough  drops  and  artificial  flowers,  boiled 
pigs'  feet  and  household  furniture  that  looks  as 
if  it  were  polished  up  with  lip-salve,  umbrellas 
full  of  vocal  literature  and  saucers  full  of  shell- 
fish in  a  green  juice  which  I  hope  is  natural  to 
them  when  their  health  is  good,  garnish  the 
paved  sideways  as  you  go  to  TitbuU's.  I  take 
the  ground  to  have  risen  in  those  parts  since 
TitbuU's  time,  and  you  drop  into  his  domain  by 
three  stone  steps.  So  did  I  first  drop  into  it, 
very  nearly  striking  my  brows  against  TitbuU's 
pump,  which  stands  witli  its  back  to  the  thorough- 
fare just  inside  the  gate,  and  has  a  conceited  air 
of  reviewing  TitbuU's  pensioners. 

"  And  a  worse  one,"  said  a  virulent  old  man 
with  a  pitcher,  "  there  isn't  nowhere.  A  harder 
one  to  work,  nor  grudginer  one  to  yield,  there 
isn't  nowhere ! ''  This  old  man  wore  a  long 
coat,  such  as  we  see  Hogarth's  chairmen  repre- 
sented with,  and  it  was  of  that  peculiar  green- 
pea  hue  without  the  green,  which  seems  to  come 
of  poverty.  It  had  also  that  peculiar  smell  6f 
cupboard  which  seems  to  come  of  poverty. 

"  The  pump  is  rusty,  perhaps,"  said  L 

"  Not  //,"  said  the  old  man,  regarding  it  with 
undiluted  virulence  in  his  watery  eye.  "It  never 
were  fit  to  be  termed  a  pump.  That's  what's 
the  matter  with  /V." 

'•'  Whose  fault  is  that  ?  "  said  I. 

The  old  man,  who  hatl  a  working  mouth 
which  seemed  to  be  trying  to  masticate  his 
anger,  and  to  find  that  it  was  too  hard  and 
there  was  too  much  of  it,  replit;d,  "  Them  gentle- 
men." 

"  What  gentlemen  ?  " 

"Maybe  you're  one  of  'em?''  said  the  old 
man  suspiciously. 

"The  trustees?" 

"  I  wouldn't  trust  'em  myself,"  said  the  virulent 
old  man. 

"  If  you  mean  the  gentlemen  who  administer 
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this  place,  i\o,  I  am  not  one  of  them ;  nor  have 
I  ever  so  much  as  heard  of  them." 

"I  wish  /  never  heard  of  them,"  gasped  the 
old  man  :  "  at  my  time  of  life — witli  the  rheu- 
matics— drawing  water — from  that  thing  !  "  Not 
to  be  deluded  into  calling  it  a  Pump,  the  old 
man  gave  it  another  virulent  look,  took  up  his 
pitcher,  and  carried  it  into  a  corner  dwelling- 
house,  shutting  the  door  after  him. 

Locking  around,  and  seeing  that  each  little 
house  was  a  house  of  two  little  rooms ;  and  see- 
ing that  the  little  oblong  courtyard  in  front  was 
like  a  graveyard  for  the  inhabitants,  saving  that 
no  word  was  engraven  on  its  flat  dry  stones ; 
and  seeing  that  the  currents  of  life  and  noise 
ran  to  and  fro  outside,  having  no  more  to  do 
with  the  place  than  if  it  were  a  sort  of  low-water 
mark  on  a  lively  beach ;  I  say,  seeing  this  and 
nothing  else,  I  was  going  out  at  the  gate  when 
one  of  the  doors  opened. 

"  Was  you  looking  for  anything,  si-r  ?  "  asked 
a  tiny,  well-favoured  woman. 

Really  no  ;  I  couldn't  say  I  was. 

"  Not  wanting  any  one,  sir  ?  " 

"  No — at  least,  I — pray  what  is  the  name  of 
the  elderly  gentleman  who  lives  in  the  corner 
there  ?  " 

The  tidy  woman  stepped  out  to  be  sure  of  the 
door  I  indicated,  and  she  and  the  pump  and  I 
stood  all  three  in  a  row,  with  our  backs  to  the 
thoroughfare. 

"  Oh !  His  name  is  Mr.  Battens,"'  said  the 
tidy  woman,  dropping  her  voice. 

"  I  have  just  been  talking  with  him." 

"  Indeed  ?  "  said  the  tidy  woman.  "  Ho  !  I 
wonder  Mr.  Battens  talked  !  " 

"  Is  he  usually  so  silent  ?  " 

"  Well,  Mr.  Battens  is  the  oldest  here— that 
is  to  say,  the  oldest  of  the  old  gentlemen — in 
point  of  residence." 

She  had  a  way  of  passing  her  hands  over  and 
under  one  another  as  she  spoke,  that  was  not 
only  tidy,  but  propitiatory ;  so  I  asked  her  if  I 
might  look  at  her  little  sitting-room  ?  She  willingly 
replied  Yes,  and  we  went  into  it  together  :  she 
leaving  the  door  open,  with  an  eye,  as  I  under- 
stood, to  the  social  proprieties.  The  door  at 
once  opening  into  the  room  without  any  inter- 
vening entry,  even  scandal  must  have  been 
silenced  by  the  precaution. 

It  was  a  gloomy  litde  chamber,  but  clean,  and 
w-ith  a  mug  of  wallflower  in  the  window.  On  the 
chimney-piece  were  two  peacock's  feathers,  a 
carved  ship,  a  few  shells,  and  a  black  profile 
with  one  eyelash ;  whether  this  portrait  pur- 
ported to  be  male  or  female  passed  my  com- 
prehension, until  my  hostess  informed  me  that 


it  was    her    only  son,  and  "quite  a  speaking 
one." 

"  He  is  alive,  I  hope?" 

"  No,  sir,"  said  the  widow,  "  he  were  cast 
away  in  China."  This  was  said  with  a  modest 
sense  of  its  reflecting  a  certain  geographical  dis- 
tinction on  his  mother. 

"  If  the  old  gentlemen  here  are  not  given  to 
talking,"  said  I,  "  I  hope  the  old  ladies  are  ? — 
Not  that  you  are  one." 

She  shook  her  head.  "  You  see,  they  get  so 
cross." 

"  How  is  that  ?  " 

"  Well,  whether  the  gentlemen  really  do  de- 
prive us  of  any  little  matters  which  ought  to  be 
ours  by  rights,  I  cannot  say  for  certain  ;  but  the 
opinion  of  the  old  ones  is  they  do.  And  Mr. 
Battens  he  do  even  go  so  far  as  to  doubt  whether 
credit  is  due  to  the  Founder.  For  Mr.  Battens 
he  do  say,  anyhow  he  got  his  name  up  by  it, 
and  he  done  it  cheap." 

"  I  am  afraid  the  pump  has  soured  Mr. 
Battens." 

"  It  may  be  so,'"  returned  the  tidy  widow, 
"  but  the  handle  does  go  very  hard.  Still,  what 
I  say  to  myself  is,  the  gentlemen  may  not  pocket 
the  difference  between  a  good  pump  and  a  bad 
one,  and  I  would  wish  to  think  well  of  them. 
And  the  dwellings,"  said  my  hostess,  glancing 
round  her  room ;  "  perhaps  they  were  con- 
venient dwellings  in  the  Founder's  time,  con- 
sidered as  his  time,  and  therefore  he  should  not 
be  blamed.  Biit  Mrs.  Saggers  is  very  hard  upon 
them." 

"  Mrs.  Saggers  is  the  oldest  here  ?  " 

"The  oldest  but  one.  Mrs.  Quinch  being 
the  oldest,  and  have  totally  lost  her  head." 

"  And  you  ?  " 

"  I  am  the  youngest  in  residence,  and  conse- 
quently am  not  looked  up  to.  But,  when  Mrs. 
Quinch  makes  a  happy  release,  there  will  be  one 
below  me.  Nor  is  it  to  be  expected  that  Mrs. 
Saggers  will  prove  herself  immortal." 

"True.     Nor  Mr.  Battens." 

"  Regarding  the  old  gentlemen,"  said  my 
widow  slightingly,  "  they  count  among  them- 
selves. They  do  not  count  among  us.  Mr. 
Battens  is  that  exceptional  that  he  have  written 
to  the  gentlemen  many  times,  and  have  worked 
the  case  against  them.  Therefore  he  have  took 
a  higher  ground.  But  we  do  not,  as  a  rule, 
greatly  reckon  the  old  gentlemen." 

Pursuing  the  subject,  I  found  it  to  be  tradi- 
tionally settled  among  the  poor  ladies  that  the 
poor  gentlemen,  whatever  their  ages,  were  all 
very  old  indeed,  and  in  a  state  of  dotage.  I  also 
discovered  that  the  juniors  and  new-comers  pre- 
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served,  for  a  time,  a  waning  disposition  to  be- 
lieve in  Titbull  and  his  trustees,  but  that,  as  they 
gained  social  standing,  they  lost  this  faith,  and 
disparaged  Titbull  and  all  his  works. 

Improving  my  acquaintance  subsequently  with 
this  respected  lady,  whose  name  was  ^Mrs.  Mitts, 
and  occasionally  dropping  in  upon  her  with  a 
little  offering  of  sound  Family  Hyson  in  my 
pocket,  I  gradually  became  familiar  with  the 
inner  politics  and  ways  of  Titbull's  Almshouses. 
But  I  never  could  find  out  who  the  trustees 
were,  or  where  they  were :  it  being  one  cf  the 
fixed  ideas  of  the  place  that  those  authorities 
must  be  vaguely  and  mysteriously  mentioned  as 
"  the  gentlemen  "  only.  The  secretary  of  "  the 
gentlemen  "  was  once  pointed  out  to  me,  evi- 
dently engaged  in  championing  the  obnoxious 
pump  against  the  attacks  of  the  discontented 
Mr.  Battens ;  but  I  am  not  in  a  condition  to 
report  further  of  him  than  that  he  had  the 
sprightly  bearing  of  a  lawyer's  clerk.  I  had  it 
from  Mrs.  Mitts's  lips,  in  a  very  confidential 
moment,  that  Mr.  Battens  was  once  "  had  up 
before  the  gentlemen "  to  stand  or  fall  by  his 
accusations,  and  that  an  old  shoe  was  thrown 
after  him  on  his  departure  from  the  building  on 
this  dread  errand  ; — not  ineffectually,  for,  the 
interview  resulting  in  a  plumber,  was  considered 
to  have  encircled  the  temples  of  ]\Ir.  Battens 
with  the  wreath  of  victor3\ 

In  Titbull's  Almshouses  the  local  society  is 
not  regarded  as  good  society.  A  gentleman  or 
lady  receiving  visitors  from  without,  or  going 
out  to  tea,  counts,  as  it  were,  accordingly ;  but 
visitings  or  tea-drinkings  interchanged  among 
TitbuUians  do  not  score.  Such  interchanges, 
however,  are  rare,  in  consequence  of  internal 
dissensions  occasioned  by  Mrs.  Saggers's  pail : 
which  household  article  has  split  Titbull's  into 
almost  as  many  parties  as  there  are  dwellings 
in  that  precinct.  The  extremely  complicated 
nature  of  the  conflicting  articles  of  belief  on  the 
subject  prevents  my  stating  them  here  with  my 
usual  perspicuity,  but  I  think  they  have  all 
branched  off  from  the  root-and-tmnk  question, 
Has  Mrs.  Saggers  any  right  to  stand  her  pail  out- 
side her  dwelling  ?  The  question  has  been  much 
refined  upon,  but,  roughly  stated,  may  be  stated 
in  those  terms. 

There  are  two  old  men  in  Titbull's  Alms- 
houses who,  I  have  been  given  to  understand, 
knew  each  other  in  the  world  beyond  its  pump 
and  ir©n  railings,  when  they  were  botli  "in 
trade.'  They  make  the  best  of  their  reverses, 
and  are  looked  upon  with  great  contempt. 
They  are  little,  stooping,  blear-eyed  old  men  of 
cheerful  countenance,  and  they  hobble  up  and 
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down  the  courtyard  wagging  their  chins  and 
talking  together  quite  gaily.  This  has  given 
offence,  and  has,  moreover,  raised  the  question 
whether  they  are  justified  in  passing  any  other 
windows  than  their  o\\t!.  Mr.  Battens,  how- 
ever, permitting  them  to  pass  Ids  windows,  on 
the  disdainful  ground  that  their  imbecility 
almost  amounts  to  irresponsibility,  they  are 
allowed  to  take  their  walk  in  peace.  They  live 
next  door  to  one  another,  and  take  it  by  turns 
to  read  the  newspaper  aloud  (that  is  to  say,  the 
newest  newspaper  they  can  get),  and  they  play 
cribbage  at  night.  On  warm  and  sunny  days 
they  have  been  known  to  go  so  far  as  to  bring 
out  two  chairs,  and  sit  by  the  iron  railings,  look- 
ing forth,  but  this  low  conduct,  being  much 
remarked  upon  throughout  Titbull's,  they  v.-ere 
deterred  by  an  outraged  public  opinion  from  re- 
peating it.  There  is  a  rumour — but  it  may  be 
malicious — that  they  hold  the  memory  of  Titbull 
in  some  weak  sort  of  veneration,  and  that  they 
once  set  off  together  on  a  pilgrimage  to  the 
parish  churchyard  to  find  his  tomb.  To  this, 
perhaps,  might  be  traced  a  general  suspicion 
that  they  are  spies  of  "  the  gentlemen  : "  to 
which  they  were  supposed  to  have  given  colour, 
in  my  own  presence,  on  the  occasion  of  the 
weak  attempt  at  justification  of  the  pump  by  the 
gentlemen's  clerk;  when  they  emerged  bare- 
headed from  the  doors  of  their  dwellings,  as  if 
their  dwellings  and  themselves  constituted  an 
old-fashioned  weather-glass  of  double  action 
with  two  figures  of  old  ladies  inside,  and  defer- 
entially bowed  to  him  at  intervals  until  he  took 
his  departure.  They  are  understood  to  be  per- 
fectly friendless  and  relationless.  Unquestion- 
ably the  two  poor  fellows  make  the  very  best  of 
their  lives  in  Titbull's  Almshouses,  and  un- 
questionably they  are  (as  before  mentioned)  the 
subjects  of  unmitigated  contempt  there. 

On  Saturday  nights,  when  there  is  a  greater 
stir  than  usual  outside,  and  when  itinerant 
vendors  of  miscellaneous  wares  even  take  their 
stations  and  light  up  their  smoky  lamps  before 
the  iron  railings,  Titbull's  becomes  flurried. 
Mrs.  Saggers  has  her  celebrated  palpitations  of 
the  heart,  for  the  most  part,  on  Saturday  nights. 
But  Titbull's  is  unfit  to  strive  with  the  uproar  of 
the  streets  in  any  of  its  phases.  It  is  religiously 
believed  at  Titbull's  that  people  push  more  than 
they  used,  and  likewise  that  the  foremost  object 
of  the  population  of  England  and  Wales  is  to 
get  you  down  and  trample  on  you.  Even  of 
railroads  they  know,  at  Titbull's,  little  more  than 
the  shriek  (which  Mrs.  Saggers  says  goes  through 
her,  and  ought  to  be  taken  up  by  Government) ; 
and  the  penny  postage  may  even  yet  be  un- 
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known  there,  for  I  have  never  seen  a  letter 
deHvered  to  any  inhabitant.  But  there  is  a  tall, 
straight,  sallow  lady  resident  in  Number  Seven, 
Titbull's,  who  never  speaks  to  anybody,  who  is 
surrounded  by  a  superstitious  halo  of  lost  wealth, 
who  does  her  household  work  in  housemaid's 
gloves,  and  who  is  secretly  much  deferred  to, 
though  openly  cavilled  at ;  and  it  has  obscurely 
leaked  out  that  this  old  lady  has  a  son,  grand- 
son, nephew,  or  other  relative,  who  is  "  a  Con- 
tractor," and  who  would  think  it  nothing  of  a 
job  to  knock  down  Titbull's,  pack  it  oft"  into 
Cornwall,  and  knock  it  together  again.  An 
immense  sensation  was  made  by  a  gipsy  party 
calling,  in  a  spring  van,  to  take  this  old  lady  up 
to  go  for  a  day's  pleasure  into  Epping  Forest, 
and  notes  were  compared  as  to  which  of  the 
company  was  the  son,  grandson,  nephew,  or 
other  relative,  the  Contractor,  A  thick-set  per- 
sonage, with  a  white  hat  and  a  cigar  in  his 
mouth,  was  the  favourite :  though,  as  Titbull's 
had  no  other  reason  to  believe  that  the  Con- 
tractor was  there  at  all  than  that  this  man  was  sup- 
posed to  eye  the  chimney-stacks  as  if  he  would 
like  to  knock  them  down  and  cart  them  off,  tlie 
general  mind  was  much  unsettled  in  arriving  at 
a  conclusion.  As  a  way  out  of  this  difficulty,  it 
concentrated  itself  on  the  acknowledged  Beauty 
of  the  party,  every  stitch  in  whose  dress  was 
verbally  unripped  by  the  old  ladies  then  and 
there,  and  whose  "  goings-on  "  with  another  and 
a  thinner  personage  in  a  white  hat  might  have 
suffused  the  pump  (where  they  were  principally 
discussed)  with  blushes  for  months  afterwards. 
Herein  Titbull's  was  to  Titbull's  true,  for  it  has 
a  constitutional  dislike  of  all  strangers.  As  con- 
cerning innovations  and  improvements,  it  is 
always  of  opinion  that  what  it  doesn't  want 
itself,  nobody  ought  to  want.  But  I  think  I 
have  met  with  this  opinion  outside  Titbull's. 

Of  the  lumible  treasures  of  furniture  brought 
into  Titbull's  by  the  inmates  when  they  establish 
themselves  in  that  place  of  contemplation  for 
the  rest  of  their  days,  by  far  the  greater  and 
more  valuable  part  belongs  to  the  ladies.  I 
may  claim  the  honour  of  having  either  crossed 
the  threshold,  or  looked  in  at  the  door,  of  every 
one  of  the  nine  ladies,  and  I  have  noticed  that 
they  are  all  particular  in  the  article  of  bedsteads, 
and  maintain  favourite  and  long-established  bed- 
steads and  bedding  as  a  regular  part  of  their 
rest.  Generally  an  antiquated  chest  of  drawers  is 
among  their  cherished  possessions;  a  tea-tray 
always  is.  I  know  of  at  least  two  rooms  in 
which  a  little  tea-kettle  of  genuine  burnished 
copper  vies  with  the  cat  in  winking  at  the  fire  ; 
and  one  old  lady  has  a  tea-urn  set  forth  in  state 


on  the  top  of  her  chest  of  drawers,  which  urn  is 

used  as  her  library,  and  contains  four  duo- 
decimo volumes,  and  a  black-bordered  news- 
paper giving  an  account  of  the  funeral  of  her 
Royal  Highness  the  Princess  Charlotte.  Among 
the  poor  old  gentlemen  there  are  no  such  nice- 
ties. Their  furniture  has  the  air  of  being  con- 
tributed, like  some  obsolete  Literary  Miscellany, 
"by  several  hands;"  their  few  chairs  never 
match  ;  old  patchwork  coverlets  linger  among 
them  ;  and  they  have  an  uniijy  habit  of  keep- 
ing their  wardrobes  in  hat-boxes.  When  I  re- 
call one  old  gentleman  who  is  rather  choice  in 
his  shoe-brushes  and  blacking  bottle,  I  have 
summed  up  the  domestic  elegancies  of  that  side 
of  the  building. 

On  the  occurrence  of  a  death  in  Titbull's,  it 
is  invariably  agreed  among  the  survivors — and 
it  is  the  only  subject  on  which  they  do  agree — 
that  the  departed  did  something  "  to  bring  it 
on."  Judging  by  Titbull's,  I  should  say  the 
human  race  need  never  die,  if  they  took  care. 
But  they  don't  take  care,  and  they  do  die,  and 
when  they  die  in  Titbull's  they  are  buried  at  the 
cost  of  the  Foundation.  Some  provision  has 
been  made  for  the  purpose,  in  virtue  of  which 
(I  record  this  on  the  strength  of  having  seen 
the  funeral  of  Mrs.  Quinch)  a  lively  neighbour- 
ing undertaker  dresses  up  four  of  the  old  men, 
and  four  of  the  old  women,  hustles  them  into  a 
procession  of  four  couples,  and  leads  off  with  a 
large  black  bow  at  the  back  of  his  hat,  looking 
over  his  shoulder  at  them  airily,  from  time  to 
time,  to  see  that  no  member  of  the  party  has 
got  lost,  or  has  tumbled  down  ;  as  if  they  were 
a  company  of  dim  old  dolls. 

Resignation  of  a  dwelling  is  of  very  rare 
occurrence  in  Titbull's.  A  story  does  obtain 
there,  how  an  old  lady's  son  once  drew  a  prize 
of  Thirty  Thousand  Pounds  in  the  Lottery,  and 
presently  drove  to  the  gate  in  his  own  carriage, 
with  French  Horns  playing  up  behind,  and 
whisked  his  mother  away,  and  left  ten  guineas 
for  a  Feast.  But  I  have  been  unable  to  sub- 
stantiate it  by  any  evidence,  and  regard  it  as  an 
Almshouse  Fairy  Tale.  It  is  curious  that  the 
only  proved  case  of  resignation  happened  within 
my  knowledge. 

It  happened  on  this  wise.  There  is  a  sharp 
competition  among  the  ladies  respecting  the 
gentility  of  their  visitors,  and  I  have  so  often 
observed  visitors  to  be  dressed  as  for  a  holiday 
occasion,  that  I  suppose  the  ladies  to  tiave  be- 
sought them  to  make  all  possible  display  when 
they  come.  In  these  circumstances  much  ex- 
citement v/as  one  day  occasioned  by  Mrs.  Mitts 
receiving  a  visit  from  a  Greenwich  Pensioner. 
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He  was  a  Pensioner  of  a  bluff  and  warlike 
appearance,  with  an  empty  coat-sleeve,  and  he 
was  got  up  with  unusual  care  ;  his  coat  buttons 
were  extremely  bright,  he  wore  his  empty  coat- 
sleeve  in  a  graceful  festoon,  and  he  had  a  walk- 
ing-stick in  his  hand  that  must  have  cost 
money.  When,  with  the  head  of  his  walking- 
stick,  he  knocked  at  Mrs.  Mitts's  door — there 
are  no  knockers  in  Titbull's — Mrs.  Mitts  was 
overheard  by  a  next-door  neighbour  to  utter  a 
cry  of  surprise  expressing  much  agitation ;  and 
the  same  neighbour  did  afterwards  solemnly 
affirm  that,  when  he  was  admitted  into  Mrs. 
Mitts's  room,  she  heard  a  smack.  Heard  a 
smack  which  was  not  a  blow. 

There  was  an  air  about  this  Greenwich  Pen- 
sioner, when  he  took  his  departure,  which  im- 
bued all  Titbull's  with  the  conviction  that  he 
was  coming  again.  He  was  eagerly  looked  for, 
and  Mrs.  Mitts  was  closely  watched.  In  the 
meantime,  if  anything  could  have  placed  the 
unfortunate  six  old  gentlemen  at  a  greater  dis- 
advantage than  that  at  which  they  chronically 
stood,  it  would  have  been  the  apparition  of  this 
Greenwich  Pensioner.  They  were  well  shrunken 
already,  but  they  shrunk  to  nothing  in  compari- 
son with  the  Pensioner.  Even  the  poor  old  gen- 
tlemen themselves  seemed  conscious  of  their  infe- 
riority, and  to  know  submissively  that  they  could 
never  hope  to  hold  their  own  against  the  Pen- 
sioner, with  his  warlike  and  maritime  experience 
in  the  past,  and  his  tobacco  money  in  the  pre- 
sent :  his  chequered  career  of  blue  water,  black 
gunpowder,  and  red  bloodshed  for  England, 
home,  and  beauty. 

Before  three  weeks  were  out,  the  Pensioner 
reappeared.  Again  he  knocked  at  Mrs.  Mitts's 
door  with  the  handle  of  his  stick,  and  again  was 
he  admitted.  But  not  again  did  he  depart 
alone;  for  Mrs.  Mitts,  in  a  bonnet  identified  as 
having  been  re-embellished,  went  out  walking 
with  him,  and  stayed  out  till  the  ten-o'clock 
beer,  Greenwich  time. 

There  was  now  a  truce  even  as  to  the  troubled 
waters  of  Mrs.  Saggers's  pail ;  nothing  was  spoken 
of  among  the  ladies  but  the  conduct  of  Mrs. 
Mitts,  and  its  blighting  influence  on  the  reputa- 
tion o^  Titbull's.  It  was  agreed  that  Mr. 
Battens  "  ought  to  take  it  up,"  and  Mr. 
Battens  was  communicated  with  on  the  subject. 
That  unsatisfiictory  individual  replied  "  that  he 
didn't  see  his  way  yet,"  and  it  was  unanimously 
voted  by  the  ladies  that  aggravation  was  in  his 
nature. 

How  it  came  to  pass,  with  some  appearance 
of  inconsistency,  that  Mrs.  Mitts  was  cut  by  all 
the  ladies  and  the  Pensioner  admired  bv  all  the 


ladies,  matters  not.  Before  another  week  was 
out,  Titbull's  was  startled  by  another  pheno- 
menon. At  ten  o'clock  in  the  forenoon  ap- 
peared a  cab,  containing  not  only  the  Greenwich 
Pensioner  with  one  arm,  but,  to  boot,  a  Chelsea 
Pensioner  with  one  leg.  Both  dismounting  to 
assist  Mrs.  Mitts  into  the  cab,  the  Greenwich 
Pensioner  bore  her  company  inside,  and  the 
Chelsea  Pensioner  mounted  the  box  by  the 
driver :  his  wooden  leg  sticking  out  after  the 
manner  of  a  bowsprit,  as  if  in  jocular  homage  to 
his  friend's  sea-going  career.  Thus  the  equipage 
drove  away.     No  Mrs.  Mitts  returned  that  night. 

What  Mr.  Battens  might  have  done  in  the 
matter  of  taking  it  up,  goaded  by  the  infuriated 
state  of  public  feeling  next  morning,  was  anti- 
cipated by  another  phenomenon.  A  Truck, 
propelled  by  the  Greenwich  Pensioner  and  the 
Chelsea  Pensioner,  each  placidly  smoking  a 
pipe,  and  pushing  his  warrior  breast  against  the 
handle. 

The  display  on  the  part  of  the  Greenwich 
Pensioner  of  his  "  marriage  lines,"  and  his  an- 
nouncement that  himself  and  friend  had  looked 
in  for  the  furniture  of  Mrs.  G.  Pensioner,  late 
Mitts,  by  no  means  reconciled  the  ladies  to  the 
conduct  of  their  sister;  on  the  contrary,  it  is 
said  that  they  appeared  more  than  ever  exas- 
perated. Nevertheless,  my  stray  visits  to  Tit- 
bull's, since  the  date  of  this  occurrence,  have 
confirmed  me  in  an  impression  that  it  was  a 
wholesome  fillip.  The  nine  ladies  are  smarter, 
both  in  mind  and  dress,  than  they  used  to  be, 
though  it  must  be  admitted  that  they  despise  the 
six  gentlemen  to  the  last  extent.  They  have  a 
much  greater  interest  in  the  external  thorough- 
fare, too,  than  they  had  when  I  first  knew  Tit- 
bull's. And  whenever  I  chance  to  be  leaning 
my  back  against  the  pump  or  the  iron  railings, 
and  to  be  talking  to  one  of  the  junior  ladies, 
and  to  see  that  a  flush  has  passed  over  her  face, 
I  immediately  know,  without  looking  rounci, 
that  a  Greenwich  Pensioner  has  gone  past. 


xxvni. 
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THE  rising  of  the  Italian  people  from  under 
their  unutterable  wrongs,  and  the  tardy 
burst  of  day  upon  them  after  the  long  long 
night  of  oppression  that  has  darkened  their 
beautiful  country,  have  naturally  caused  my 
mind  to  dwell  often,  of  late,  on  my  own  small 
wanderings   in    Italv.     Connected  with  them  is 
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a  curious  little  drama,  in  which  the  character  I 
myself  sustained  was  so  very  subordinate  that 
I  may  relate  its  story  without  any  fear  of  being 
suspected  of  self-display.  It  is  strictly  a  true 
story. 

I  am  newly  arrived,  one  summer  evening,  in 
a  certain  small  town  on  the  Mediterranean.  I 
have  had  my  dinner  at  the  inn,  and  I  and  the 
mosquitoes  are  coming  out  into  the  streets  to- 
gether.     It  is  far  from   Naples;  but  a  bright 


brown  plump  little  woman-servant  at  the  inn  is 
a  Neapolitan,  and  is  so  vivaciously  expert  in 
pantomimic  action,  that,  in  the  single  moment 
of  answering  my  request  to  have  a  pair  of  shoes 
cleaned  which  I  have  left  up-stairs,  she  plies 
imaginary  brushes,  and  goes  completely  through 
the  motions  of  polishing  the  shoes  up,  and  laying 
them  at  my  feet.  I  smile  at  the  brisk  little 
woman  in  perfect  satisfaction  with  her  brisk- 
ness; and  the  brisk  Httle  woman,  amiably  pleased 
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with  me  because  I  am  pleased  with  her,  claps 
her  hands  and  laughs  delightfully.  We  are  in 
the  inn  yard.  As  the  little  woman's  bright  eyes 
sparkle  on  the  cigarette  I  am  smoking,  I  make 
bold  to  offer  her  one ;  she  accepts  it  none  the 
less  merrily,  because  'I  touch  a  most  charming 
little  dimple  in  her  fa't  cheek  with  its  light  paper 
end.  Glancing  up  at  the  many  green  lattices  to 
assure  herself  that  the  mistress  is  not  looking  on, 
the  httle  woman  then  puts  her  two  little  dimple 
arms  a-kimbo,  and  stands  on  tiptoe  to  light  her 


cigarette  at  mine.  "  And  now,  dear  litde  sir," 
says  she,  puffing  out  smoke  in  a  most  innocent 
and  cherubic  manner,  "keep  quite  straight  on, 
take  the  first  to  the  right,  and  probably  you  will 
see  him  standing  at  his  door." 

I  have  a  commission  to  "  him,"  and  I  have 
been  inquiring  about  him.  I  have  carried  the 
commission  about  Italy  several  months.  Before 
I  left  England,  there  came  to  me  one  night  a  cer- 
tain generous  and  gentle  English  nobleman  (he  is 
dead  in  these  days  when  I  relate  the  story,  and 
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exiles  have  lost  their  best  British  friend),  with 
this  request :  "  Whenever  you  come  to  such  a 
town,  will  )^ou  seek  out  one  Giovanni  Carlavero, 
who  keeps  a  little  wine-shop  there,  mention  my 
name  to  him  suddenly,  and  observe  how  it 
affects  him  ?  "  I  accepted  the  trust,  and  am  on 
my  way  to  discharge  it. 

The  sirocco  has  been  blowing  all  day,  and  it 
is  a  hot  unwholesome  evening,  with  no  cool  sea 
breeze.  Mosquitoes  and  fire -flies  are  lively 
enough,  but  most  other  creatures  are  faint.  The 
coquettish  airs  of  pretty  young  women  in  the 
tiniest  and  wickedest  of  dolls'  straw  hats,  who 
lean  out  at  opened  lattice  blinds,  are  almost 
the  only  airs  stirring.  Very  ugly  and  haggard 
old  women  with  distaffs,  and  with  a  grey  tow 
upon  them  that  looks  as  if  they  were  spinning 
out  their  own  hair  (I  suppose  they  were  once 
pretty,  too,  but  it  is  very  difficult  to  believe  so), 
sit  on  the  footway  leaning  against  house  walls. 
Everybody  who  has  come  for  water  to  the  foun- 
tain stays  there,  and  seems  incapable  of  any  such 
energetic  idea  as  going  home.  Vespers  are  over, 
though  not  so  long  but  that  I  can  smell  the 
heavy  resinous  incense  as  I  pass  the  church. 
No  man  seems  to  be  at  work  save  the  copper- 
smith. In  an  Italian  town  he  is  always  at  work, 
and  always  thumping  in  the  deadliest  manner. 

I  keep  straight  on,  and  come  in  due  time  to 
the  first  on  the  right ;  a  narrow  dull  street,  where 
I  see  a  well-favoured  man  of  good  stature  and 
military  bearing,  in  a  great  cloak,  standing  at 
a  door.  Drawing  nearer  to  this  threshold,  I  see 
it  is  the  threshold  of  a  small  wine-shop ;  and  I 
can  just  make  out,  in  the  dim  light,  the  inscrip- 
tion that  it  is  kept  by  Giovanni  Carlavero. 

I  touch  my  hat  to  the  figure  in  the  cloak,  and 
pass  in,  and  draw  a  stool  to  a  little  table.  The 
lamp  (just  such  another  as  they  dig  out  of  Pom- 
peii) is  lighted,  but  the  place  is  empty.  The 
figure  in  the  cloak  has  followed  me  in,  and 
stands  before  me. 

"  The  master?" 

"  At  your  service,  sir.'' 

"  Please  to  give  me  a  glass  of  the  wine  of  the 
country." 

He  turns  to  a  little  counter  to  get  it.  As  his 
striking  face  is  pale,  and  his  action  is  evidently 
that  of  an  enfeebled  man,  I  remark  that  I  fear 
he  has  been  ill.  It  is  not  much,  he  courteously 
and  gravely  answers,  though  bad  while  it  lasts : 
the  fever. 

As  he  sets  the  wine  on  the  little  table,  to  his 
manifest  surprise  I  lay  my  hand  on  the  back  of 
his,  look  him  in  the  face,  and  say  in  a  low  voice : 
"  I  am  an  Englishman,  and  you  are  acquainted 
with  a  friend  of  mine.    Do  you  recollect ?  " 


and  I  mentioned  the  name  of  my  generous 
countryman. 

Instantly  he  utters  a  loud  cry,  bursts  into 
tears,  and  falls  on  his  knees  at  my  feet,  clasping 
my  legs  in  both  his  arms,  and  bowing  his  head 
to  the  ground. 

Some  years  ago,  this  man  at  my  feet,  whose 
overfraught  heart  is  heaving  as  if  it  would  burst 
from  his  breast,  and  whose  tears  are  wet  upon 
the  dress  I  wear,  was  a  galley-slave  in  the  North 
of  Italy.  He  was  a  political  offender,  having 
been  concerned  in  the  then  last  rising,  and  was 
sentenced  to  imprisonment  for  life.  That  he 
would  have  died  in  his  chains  is  certain,  but  for 
the  circumstance  that  the  Englishman  happened 
to  visit  his  prison. 

It  was  one  of  the  vile  old  prisons  of  Ital\-,  and 
a  part  of  it  was  below  the  waters  of  the  harbour. 
The  place  of  his  confinement  was  an  arched 
underground  and  under- water  gallery,  with  a 
grill-gate  at  the  entrance,  through  which  it  re- 
ceived such  light  and  air  as  it  got.  Its  condi- 
tion was  insufferably  foul,  and  a  stranger  could 
hardly  breathe  in  it,  or  see  in  it  with  the  aid  of 
a  torch.  At  the  upper  end  of  this  dungeon,  and 
consequently  in  the  worst  position,  as  being  the 
furthest  removed  from  light  and  air,  the  English- 
man first  beheld  him,  sitting  on  an  iron  bedstead, 
to  which  he  was  chained  by  a  heavy  chain.  His 
countenance  impressed  the  Englishman  as  having 
nothing  iii  common  with  the  faces  of  the  male- 
factors Avith  whom  he  was  associated,  and  he 
talked  with  him,  and  learnt  how  he  came  to  be 
there. 

When  the  Englishman  emerged  from  the  dread- 
ful den  into  the  light  of  day,  he  asked  his  con- 
ductor, the  governor  of  the  gaol,  why  Giovanni 
Carlavero  was  put  into  the  worst  place  ? 

"  Because  he  is  particularly  recommended," 
was  the  stringent  answer. 

"  Recommended,  that  is  to  say,  for  death  ?" 

"  Excuse  me  ;  particularly  recommended," 
was  again  the  answer. 

"  He  has  a  bad  tumour  in  his  neck,  no  doubt 
occasioned  by  the  hardship  of  his  miserable  life. 
If  he  continues  to  be  neglected,  and  he  remains 
where  he  is,  it  will  kill  him." 

"  Excuse  me,  I  can  do  nothing.  He  is  par- 
ticularly recommended. " 

The  Englishman  was  staying  in  that  town,  and 
he  went  to  his  home  there  ;  but  the  figure  of  this 
man  chained  to  the  bedstead  made  it  no  home, 
and  destro)'ed  his  rest  and  peace.  He  was  an 
Ji^nglishman  of  an  extraordinarily  tender  heart, 
and  he  could  not  bear  the  picture.  He  went 
back  to  the  prison  grate ;  went  back  again  and 
again,  and  talked  to  the  man  and  cheered  him. 
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He  used  his  utmost  influence  to  get  the  man 
unchained  from  the  bedstead,  were  it  only  for 
ever  so  short  a  time  in  the  day,  and  permitted 
to  come  to  the  grate.  It  took  a  long  time,  but 
the  Englishman's  station,  personal  character,  and 
steadiness  of  purpose  wore  out  opposition  so  far, 
and  that  grace  was  at  last  accorded.  Through 
the  bars,  when  he  could  thus  get  light  upon  the 
tumour,  the  Englishman  lanced  it,  and  it  did 
well,  and  healed.  His  strong  interest  in  the 
prisoner  had  greatly  increased  by  this  time,  and 
he  formed  the  desperate  resolution  that  he  would 
exert  his  utmost  self-devotion,  and  use  his  utmost 
efforts,  to  get  Carlavero  pardoned. 

If  the  prisoner  had  been  a  brigand  and  a  mur- 
derer, if  he  had  committed  every  non-political 
crime  in  the  Newgate  Calendar  and  out  of  it, 
nothing  would  have  been  easier  than  for  a  man 
of  any  court  or  priestly  influence  to  obtain  his 
release.  As  it  was,  nothing  could  have  been 
more  difficult.  Italian  authorities,  and  English 
authorities  who  had  interest  with  them,  alike 
assured  the  Englishman  that  his  object  was 
hopeless.  He  met  with  nothing  but  evasion, 
refusal,  and  ridicule.  His  political  prisoner 
became  a  joke  in  the  place.  It  was  especially 
observable  that  English  Circumlocution,  and 
English  Society  on  its  travels,  were  as  humorous 
on  the  subject  as  Circumlocution  and  Society 
may  be  on  any  subject  without  loss  of  caste. 
But,  the  Englishman  possessed  (and  proved  it 
well  in  his  life)  a  courage  very  uncommon  among 
us  :  he  had  not  the  least  fear  of  being  considered 
a  bore  in  a  good  humane  cause.  So  he  went  on 
persistently  trying,  and  trying,  and  trying  to  get 
Giovanni  Carlavero  out.  That  prisoner  had  been 
rigorously  re-chained  after  the  tumour  operation, 
and  it  was  not  likely  that  his  miserable  life 
could  last  very  long. 

One  day,  when  all  the  town  knew  about  the 
Englishman  and  his  political  prisoner,  there 
came  to  the  Englishman  a  certain  sprightly 
Italian  Advocate  of  whom  he  had  some  know- 
ledge ;  and  he  made  this  strange  proposal. 
"  Give  me  a  hundred  pounds  to  obtain  Carla- 
vero's  release.  I  think  I  can  get  him  a  pardon 
with  that  money.  But  I  cannot  tell  you  what 
I  am  going  to  do  with  the  money,  nor  must  you 
ever  ask  me  the  question  if  I  succeed,  nor  must 
you  ever  ask  me  for  an  account  of  the  money  if 
I  fail."  The  Englishman  decided  to  hazard  the 
hundred  pounds.  He  did  so,  and  heard  not 
another  word  of  the  matter.  For  half  a  year 
and  more  the  Advocate  made  no  sign,  and  never 
once  "  took  on"  in  any  way  to  have  the  subject 
on  his  mind.  The  Englishman  was  then  obliged 
to  chan-e  his  residence  to  another  and  more 


famous  town  in  the  North  of  Italy.  He  parted 
from  the  poor  prisoner  with  a  sorrowful  heart, 
as  from  a  doomed  man  for  whom  there  was  no 
release  but  Death. 

The  Englishman  lived  in  his  new  place  of 
abode  another  half-year  and  more,  and  had  no 
tidings  of  the  wretched  prisoner.  At  length, 
one  day,  he  received  from  the  Advocate  a  cool, 
concise,  mysterious  note  to  this  effect.  "If 
you  still  wish  to  bestow  that  benefit  upon  the 
man  in  Avhom  you  were  once  interested,  send 
me  fifty  pounds  more,  and  I  think  it  can  be 
insured."  Now,  the  Englishman  had  long 
settled  in  his  mind  that  the  Advocate  was  a 
heartless  sharper,  who  had  played  upon  his 
credulity  and  his  interest  in  an  unfortunate 
sufferer.  So,  he  sat  down  and  wrote  a  dry 
answer,  giving  the  Advocate  to  understand  that 
he  was  wiser  now  than  he  had  been  formei-Iy, 
and  that  no  more  money  was  extractable  from 
his  pocket. 

He  lived  outside  the  city  gates,  some  mile  or 
two  from  the  post-office,  and  was  accustomed  to 
walk  into  the  city  with  his  letters,  and  post  them 
himself.  On  a  lovely  spring  day,  when  the  sky 
was  exquisitely  blue,  and  the  sea  divinely  beau- 
tiful, he  took  his  usual  walk,  carrying  this  letter 
to  the  Advocate  in  his  pocket.  As  he  went 
along,  his  gentle  heart  was  much  moved  by  the 
loveliness  of  the  prospect,  and  by  the  thought 
of  the  slowly-dying  prisoner  chained  to  the  bed- 
stead, for  whom  the  universe  had  no  delights. 
As  he  drew  nearer  and  nearer  to  the  city  where 
he  was  to  post  the  letter,  he  became  very  uneasy 
in  his  mind.  He  debated  with  himself,  was  it 
remotely  possible,  after  all,  that  this  sum  of  fifty 
pounds  could  restore  the  fellow-creature  whom 
he  pitied  so  much,  and  for  whom  he  had  striven 
so  hard,  to  liberty?  He  was  not  a  conven- 
tionally rich  Englishman — very  far  from  that — 
but,  he  had  a  spare  fifty  pounds  at  the  banker's. 
He  resolved  to  risk  it.  Without  doubt,  God  has 
recompensed  him  for  the  resolution. 

He  went  to  the  banker's,  and  got  a  bill  for 
the  amount,  and  enclosed  it  in  a  letter  to  the 
Advocate  that  I  wish  I  could  have  seen.  He 
simply  told  the  Advocate  that  he  was  quite  a 
poor  man,  and  that  he  was  sensible  it  might  be 
a  great  weakness  in  him  to  part  with  so  much 
money  on  the  faith  of  so  vague  a  communica- 
tion ;  but,  that  there  it  was,  and  that  he  prayed 
the  Advocate  to  make  good  use  of  it.  If  he  did 
otherwise,  no  good  could  ever  come  of  it,  and 
it  would  lie  heavy  on  his  soul  one  day. 

Within  a  week,  the  Englishman  was  sitting  at 
his  breakfast,  when  he  heard  some  suppressed 
sounds  of  agitation  on  the  staircase,  and  Gio- 
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vanni  Carlavero  leaped  into  the  room  and  fell 
upon  his  breast,  a  free  man  ! 

Conscious  of  having  wronged  the  Advocate 
in  his  own  thoughts,  the  Englishman  wrote  him 
M\  earnest  and  grateful  letter,  avowing  the  fact, 
and  entreating  him  to  confide  by  what  means 
and  through  what  agency  he  had  succeeded  so 
well.  The  Advocate  returned  for  answer  through 
the  post,  "  There  are  many  things,  as  you  know, 
in  this  Italy  of  ours,  that  are  safest  and  best  not 


even  spoken  of— far  less  written  of.  We  may 
meet  some  day,  and  then  I  may  tell  you  what 
you  want  to  know ;  not  here,  and  now."  But, 
the  two  never  did  meet  again.  The  Advocate 
was  dead  when  the  Englishman  gave  me  my 
trust ;  and  how  the  man  had  been  set  free  re- 
mained as  great  a  mystery  to  the  Englishman, 
and  to  the  man  himself,  as  it  was  to  me. 

But,  I  knew  this  -.—Here  was  the  man,  this 
sultry  night,  on  his  knees  at  my  feet,  because  I 
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was  the  Englishman's  friend  ;  here  were  his  tears 
upon  my  dress  ;  here  were  his  sobs  choking  his 
utterance  ;  here  were  his  kisses  on  my  hands, 
because  they  had  touched  the  hands  that  had 
worked  out  his  release.  He  had  no  need  to  tell 
me  it  would  be  happiness  to  him  to  die  for  his 
benefactor  ;  I  doubt  if  I  ever  saw  real,  sterling, 
fervent  gratitude  of  soul  before  or  since. 

He  was  much  watched  and  suspected,  he  said, 
and  had  had  enough  to  do  to  keep  himself  out 
of  trouble.     This,  and  his  not  having  prospered 


in  his  worklly  affairs,  had  led  to  his  having  failed 
in  his  usual  communications  to  the  Englishman 
for — as  I  now  remember  the  period— some  two 
or  three  years,  but  his  prospects  were  brighter, 
and  his  wife,  who  had  been  very  ill,  had  re- 
covered, and  his  fever  had  left  him,  and  he  had 
bought  a  little  vineyard,  and  would  I  carry  to 
his  benefactor  the  first  of  its  wine  ?  Ay,  that  I 
would  (I  told  him  with  enthusiasm),  and  not  a 
drop  of  it  should  be  spilled  or  lost  ! 

He  had   cautiously  closed   the  door  before 
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speaking  of  himself,  and  had  talked  with  such 
excess  of  emotion,  and  in  a  provincial  Italian  so 
difficult  to  understand,  that  I  had  more  than 
once  been  obliged  to  stoj)  him,  and  beg  him  to 
have  compassion  on  me,  and  be  slower  and 
calmer.  By  degrees  he  became  so,  and  tran- 
(luilly  walked  back  with  me  to  the  hotel.  There, 
I  sat  down  before  I  went  to  bed,  and  wrote  a 
faithful  account  of  him  to  the  Englishman  : 
which  I  concluded  by  saying  that  I  would  bring 
the  wine  home,  against  any  difficulties,  every 
drop. 

Early  next  morning,  when  I  came  cut  at  the 
hotel  door  to  pursue  my  journey,  I  found  my 
friend  waiting  with  one  of  those  immense  bottles 
in  which  the  Italian  peasants  store  their  wine 
— a  bottle  holding  some  half-dozen  gallons — 
bound  round  with  basket-work  for  greater  safety 
on  the  journey.  I  see  him  now,  in  the  bright 
sun-light,  tears  of  gratitude  in  his  eyes,  proudly 
inviting  my  attention  to  this  corpulent  bottle. 
(At  the  street  corner  hard  by,  two  high-flavoured, 
able-bodied  monks — pretending  to  talk  together, 
but  keeping  their  four  evil  eyes  upon  us.) 

How  the  bottle  had  been  got  there  did  not 
appear ;  but  the  difhculty  of  getting  it  into  the 
ramshackle  vetturino  carriage  in  which  I  was 
departing  was  so  great,  and  it  took  up  so  much 
room  when  it  was  got  in,  that  I  elected  to  sit 
outside.  The  last  I  saw  of  Giovanni  Carlavero 
was  his  running  through  the  town  by  the  side 
of  the  jingling  wheels,  clasping  my  hand  as  I 
stretched  it  down  from  the  box,  charging  me 
with  a  thousand  last  loving  and  dutiful  messages 
to  his  dear  patron,  and  finally  looking  in  at  the 
bottle,  as  it  reposed  inside,  with  an  admiration 
of  its  honourable  way  of  travelling  that  was  be- 
yond measure  delightful. 

And  now,  what  disquiet  of  mind  this  dearly- 
beloved  and  highly-treasured  Bottle  began  to 
cost  me,  no  man  knows.  It  was  my  precious 
charge  through  a  long  tour,  and,  for  hundreds  of 
miles,  I  never  had  it  off  my  mind  by  day  or  by 
night.  Over  bad  roads — and  they  were  many — 
I  clung  to  it  with  affectionate  desperation.  Up 
mountains,  I  looked  in  at  it,  and  saw  it  help- 
lessly tilting  over  on  its  back,  with  terror.  At 
innumerable  inn  doors,  when  the  weather  was 
bad,  I  was  obliged  to  be  put  into  my  vehicle 
before  the  Bottle  could  be  got  in,  and  was 
obhged  to  have  the  Botde  lifted  out  before 
human  aid  could  come  near  me.  The  Imp  of 
the  same  name,  except  that  his  associations 
were  all  evil  and  these  associations  were  all 
good,  would  have  been  a  less  troublesome  tra- 
velling companion.  I  might  have  served  Mr. 
Cruikshank  as  a  subject  for  a  new  illustration  of 


the  miseries  of  the  Bottle.  The  National  Tem- 
perance Society  might  have  made  a  powerful 
Tract  of  me. 

The  suspicions  that  attached  to  this  innocent 
Bottle  greatly  aggravated  my  difliculties.  It  was 
like  the  apple-pie  in  the  child's  book.  Parma 
pouted  at  it,  Modena  mocked  it,  Tuscany 
tackled  it,  Naples  nibbled  it,  Rome  refused  it, 
Austria  accused  it,  Soldiers  suspected  it,  Jesuits 
jobbed  it.  I  composed  a  neat  Oration,  develop- 
ing my  inoffensive  intentions  in  connection  with 
this  Bottle,  and  delivered  it  in  an  infinity  of 
guard-houses,  at  a  multitude  of  town  gates,  and 
on  every  drawbridge,  angle,  and  rampart  of  a 
complete  system  of  fortifications.  Fifty  time  s  a 
day  I  got  down  to  harangue  an  infuriated  sol- 
diery about  the  Bottle.  Through  the  filthy 
degradation  of  the  abject  and  vile  Roman 
States,  I  had  as  much  difficulty  in  working  my 
way  with  the  Bottle  as  if  it  had  bottled  up  a 
complete  system  of  heretical  theology.  In  the 
Neapolitan  country,  where  everybody  was  a  spy, 
a  soldier,  a  priest,  or  a  lazzarone,  the  shameless 
beggars  of  all  four  denominations  incessantly 
pounced  on  the  Bottle,  and  made  it  a  pretext 
for  extorting  money  from  me.  Quires — quires 
do  I  say  ?  Reams — of  forms  illegibly  printed 
on  whity-brown  paper  were  filled  up  about  the 
Bottle,  and  it  was  the  subject  of  more  stamping 
and  sanding  than  I  had  ever  seen  before.  In 
consequence  of  which  haze  of  sand,  perhaps,  it 
was  always  irregular,  and  always  latent  with 
dismal  penalties  of  going  back  or  not  going  for- 
v>^ard,  which  were  only  to  be  abated  by  the 
silver  crossing  of  a  base  hand,  poked  shirtless 
out  of  a  ragged  uniform  sleeve.  Under  all  dis- 
couragements, however,  I  stuck  to  my  Bottle, 
and  held  firm  to  my  resolution  that  every  drop 
of  its  contents  should  reach  the  Bottle's  desti- 
nation. 

The  latter  refinement  cost  me  a  separate  heap 
of  troubles  on  its  own  separate  account.  What 
cork-screws  did  I  see  the  military  power  bring 
out  against  that  Bottle;  what  gimlets,  spikes, 
divining  rods,  gauges,  and  unknown  tests  and 
instruments  !  At  some  places  they  persisted  in 
declaring  that  the  wine  must  not  be  passed 
without  being  opened  and  tasted ;  I  pleading  ta 
the  contrary,  used  then  to  argue  the  question 
seated  on  the  Bottle,  lest  they  should  open  it  in 
spite  of  me.  In  the  southern  parts  of  Italy 
more  violent  shrieking,  face-making,  and  ges- 
ticulating, greater  vehemence  of  speech  and 
countenance  and  action,  went  on  about  that 
Bottle,  than  would  attend  fifty  murders  in  a 
northern  latitude.  It  raised  important  func- 
tionaries out  of  their  beds  in  the  dead  of  night. 
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I  have  known  half-a-dozen  military  lanterns  to 
disperse  themselves  at  all  points  of  a  great 
sleeping  Piazza,  each  lantern  summoning  some 
official  creature  to  get  up,  put  on  his  cocked- 
hat  instantly,  and  come  and  stop  the  Bottle.  It 
was  characteristic  that  while  this  innocent  Bottle 
had  such  immense  difficulty  in  getting  from  little 
town  to  town.  Signer  Mazzini  and  the  fiery  cross 
were  traversing  Italy  from  end  to  end. 

Still,  I  stuck  to  my  Bottle,  like  any  fine  old 
English  gentleman  all  of  the  olden  time.  The 
more  the  Bottle  was  interfered  with,  the 
stauncher  I  became  (if  possible)  in  my  first 
determination  that  my  countryman  should  have 
it  delivered  to  him  intact,  as  the  man  whom 
he  had  so  nobly  restored  to  life  and  liberty  had 
delivered  it  to  me.  If  ever  I  had  been  obsti- 
nate in  my  days — and  I  may  have  been,  say, 
once  or  twice  —  I  was  obstinate  about  the 
Bottle.  But,  I  made  it  a  rule  always  to  keep  a 
pocket-full  of  small  coin  at  its  service,  and 
never  to  be  out  of  temper  in  its  cause.  Thus  I 
and  the  Bottle  made  our  way.  Once  we  had 
a  break-do  rt-n ;  rather  a  bad  l3reak-down,  on  a 
steep  high  place  with  the  sea  below  us,  on  a 
tempestuous  evening  when  it  blew  great  guns. 
We  were  driving  four  wild  horses  abreast, 
Southern  fashion,  and  there  was  some  little 
difficulty  in  stopping  them.  I  was  outside,  and 
not  thrown  off ;  but  no  words  can  describe  my 
feelings  when  I  saw  the  Bottle — travelling  inside, 
as  usual — burst  the  door  open,  and  roll  obesely 
out  into  the  road.  A  blessed  Bottle  with  a 
charmed  existence,  he  took  no  hurt,  and  we 
repaired  damage,  and  went  on  triumphant. 

A  thousand  representations  were  made  to  me 
that  the  Bottle  must  be  left  at  this  place,  or  that, 
and  called  for  again.  I  never  yielded  to  one  of 
them,  and  never  parted  from  the  Bottle,  on  any 
pretence,  consideration,  threat,  or  entreaty.  I 
had  no  faith  in  any  official  receipt  for  the  Bottle, 
and  nothing  would  induce  me  to  accept  one. 
These  unmanageable  politics  at  last  brought  me 
and  the  Bottle,  still  triumphant,  to  Genoa. 
There  I  took  a  tender  and  reluctant  leave  of 
him  for  a  few  weeks,  and  consigned  him  to  a 
trusty  English  captain,  to  be  conveyed  to  the 
Port  of  London  by  sea. 

While  the  Bottle  was  on  his  voyage  to  Eng- 
land, I  read  the  Shipping  Intelligence  as 
anxiously  as  if  I  had  been  an  underwriter. 
There  was  some  stormy  weather  after  I  myself 
had  got  to  England  by  way  of  Switzerland  and 
France,  and  my  mind  greatly  misgave  me  that 
the  Bottle  might  be  wrecked.  At  last,  to  my 
great  joy,  I  received  notice  of  his  safe  arrival, 
and  immediately  went  down  to  St.  Katherine's 


Docks,  and  found  him  in  a  state  of  honourable 
captivity  in  the  Custom  House. 

The  wine  was  mere  vinegar  when  I  set  it 
down  before  the  generous  Englishman — pro- 
bably it  had  been  something  like  vinegar  when 
I  took  it  up  from  Giovanni  Carlavero — but  not 
a  drop  of  it  was  spilled  or  gone.  And  the  Eng- 
lishman told  me,  with  much  emotion  in  his  face 
and  voice,  that  he  had  never  tasted  wine  that 
seemed  to  him  so  sweet  and  sound.  And  long 
afterwards  the  Bottle  graced  his  table.  And 
the  last  time  I  saw  him  in  this  world  that  misses 
him,  he  took  me  aside  in  a  crowd  to  say,  with 
his  amiable  smile  :  "  We  were  talking  of  you 
only  to-day  at  dinner,  and  I  wished  you  had 
been  there,  for  I  had  some  Claret  up  in  Car- 
lavero's  Bottle." 


XXIX. 


THE   SHORT-TIMERS. 


^^J^^  W^  FrITHIN  SO  many  yards  of  this  Co- 
V.^^^Mvi ^  vent-Garden  lodging  of  mine,  as 
within  so  many  yards  of  Westmin- 
ster Abbey,  St.  Paul's  Cathedral, 
the  Houses  of  Parliament,  the  Pri- 
i'i'^  '  ~  sons,  the  Courts  of  Justice,  all  the 
\^^  Institutions  that  govern  the  land,  I  can 
ls&,4  find — tiiHst  find,  whether  I  will  or  no — in 
the  open  streets,  shameful  instances  of  neglect 
of  children,  intolerable  toleration  of  the  engen- 
derment  of  paupers,  idlers,  thieves,  races  of 
wretched  and  destructive  cripples  both  in  body 
and  mind,  a  misery  to  themselves,  a  miser}-  to 
the  community,  a  disgrace  to  civilisation,  and 
an  outrage  on  Christianity.  I  know  it  to  be  a 
fact  as  easy  of  demonstration  as  any  sum  in  any 
of  the  elementary  rules  of  aritlimetic,  that  if  the 
State  would  begin  its  work  and  duty  at  the  be- 
ginning, and  would  with  the  strong  hand  take 
those  children  out  of  the  streets  while  they  are 
yet  children,  and  wisely  train  them,  it  would 
make  them  a  part  of  England's  glory,  not  its 
shame — of  England's  strength,  not  its  weakness 
— would  raise  good  soldiers  and  sailors,  and 
good  citizens,  and  many  great  men  out  of  the 
seeds  of  its  criminal  population.  Yet  I  go  on 
bearing  with  the  enormity  as  if  it  were  nothing, 
and  I  go  on  reading  the  Parliamentary  Debates 
as  if  they  were  something,  and  I  concern  my- 
sdf  far  more  about  one  railway  bridge  across  a 
public  thoroughfare  than  about  a  dozen  genera- 
tions of  scrofula,  ignorance,  wickedness,  prosti- 
tution, poverty,  and  felony.     I  can  slip  out  at 
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my  door  in  the  small  hours  after  any  midnight, 
and,  in  one  circuit  of  the  purlieus  of  Covent- 
Garden  Market,  can  behold  a  state  of  infancy 
an-d  youth  as  vile  as  if  a  Bourbon  sat  upon  the 
English  throne  ;  a  great  police  force  looking  on 
with  authority  to  do  no  more  than  worry  and 
hunt  the  dreadful  vermin  into  corners,  and  there 
leave  them.  Within  the  length  of  a  few  streets 
I  can  find  a  workhouse,  mismanaged  with  that 
dull  short-sighted  obstinacy  that  its  greatest 
opportunities  as  to  the  children  it  receives  are 
lost,  and  yet  not  a  farthing  saved  to  any  one. 
But  the  wheel  goes  round,  and  round,  and 
round  ;  and  because  it  goes  round — so  I  am 
told  by  the  politest  authorities — it  goes  well." 

Thus  I  reflected,  one  day  in  the  Whitsun 
week  last  past,  as  I  floated  down  the  Thames 
among  the  l3ridges,  looking — not  inappropriately 
— at  the  drags  that  were  hanging  up  at  certain 
dirty  stairs  to  hook  the  drowned  out,  and  at  the 
numerous  conveniences  provided  to  facilitate 
their  tumbling  in.  My  object  in  that  uncom- 
mercial journey  called  up  another  train  of 
thought,  and  it  ran  as  follows  : 

"  When  I  was  at  school,  one  of  seventy  boys, 
I  wonder  by  what  secret  understanding  our  atten- 
tion began  to  wander  when  we  had  pored  over 
our  books  for  some  hours.  I  Avonder  by  what 
ingenuity  we  brought  on  that  confused  state  of 
mind  when  sense  became  nonsense,  when  figures 
wouldn't  work,  when  dead  languages  wouldn't 
construe,  when  live  languages  w-ouldn't  be 
spoken,  when  memory  wouldn't  come,  when 
dulness  and  vacancy  wouldn't  go.  I  cannot 
remember  that  we  ever  conspired  to  be  sleepy 
after  dinner,  or  that  we  ever  particularly  wanted 
to  be  stupid,  and  to  have  flushed  faces  and  hot 
beating  heads,  or  to  find  blank  hopelessness 
and  obscurity  this  afternoon  in  what  would  be- 
come perfectly  clear  and  bright  in  the  freshness 
of  to-morrow  morning.  We  suffered  for  these 
things,  and  they  made  us  miserable  enough. 
Neither  do  I  remember  that  we  ever  bound 
ourselves,  by  any  secret  oath  or  other  solemn 
obligation,  to  find  the  seats  getting  too  hard  to 
be  sat  upon  after  a  certain  time;  or  to  have 
intolerable  twitches  in  our  legs,  rendering  us 
aggressive  and  malicious  with  those  members  ; 
or  to  be  troubled  with  a  similar  uneasiness  in 
our  elbows,  attended  with  fistic  consequences  to 
our  neighbours  ;  or  to  carry  two  pounds  of  lead 
in  the  chest,  four  pounds  in  the  head,  and 
several  active  blue-bottles  in  each  ear.  Yet, 
for  certain,  we  suffered  under  those  distresses, 
and  were  always  charged  at  for  labouring  under 
them,  as  if  v.-e  had  brought  tliem  on  of  our  own 
deliberate  act  and   deed.     As   to    the   mental 


portion  of  them  being  my  ov/n  fault  in  my  own 
case — I  should  like  to  ask  any  well-trained  and 
experienced  teacher,  not  to  say  psychologist. 
And  as  to  the  physical  portion — I  should  like 
to  ask  Professor  Owen." 

It  happened  that  I  had  a  small  bundle  of 
papers  with  me,  on  what  is  called  "The  Half- 
Time  System  "  in  schools.  Referring  to  one  of 
those  papers,  I  found  that  the  indefatigable  Mr. 
Chadwick  had  been  beforehand  with  me,  and 
had  already  asked  Professor  Owen  :  who  had 
handsomely  replied  that  I  was  not  to  blame, 
but  that,  being  troubled  with  a  skeleton,  and 
having  been  constituted  according  to  certain 
natural  laws,  I  and  my  skeleton  were  unfortu- 
nately bound  by  those  laws — even  in  school — 
and  had  comported  ourselves  accordingly. 
Much  comforted  by  the  good  Professor's  being 
on  my  side,  I  read  on  to  discover  whether  the 
indefatigable  Mr.  Chadwick  had  taken  up  the 
mental  part  of  my  afflictions.  I  found  that 
he  had,  and  that  he  had  gained  on  my  behalf 
Sir  Benjamin  Brodie,  Sir  David  Wilkie,  Sir 
Walter  Scott,  and  the  common  sense  of  man- 
kind. For  which  I  beg  Mr.  Chadwick,  if  this 
should  meet  his  eye,  to  accept  my  warm  acknow- 
ledgments. 

Up  to  that  time  I  had  retained  a  misgiving 
that  the  seventy  unfortunates,  of  whom  I  was 
one,  must  have  been,  without  knowing  it,  leagued 
together  by  the  spirit  of  evil  in  a  sort  of  per- 
petual Guy  Fawkes  Plot,  to  grope  about  in 
vaults  with  dark  lanterns  after  a  certain  period 
of  continuous  study.  But  now  the  misgiving 
vanished,  and  I  floated  on  with  a  quieted  mind 
to  see  the  Half-Time  System  in  action.  For  that 
was  the  purpose  of  my  journey,  both  by  steam- 
boat on  the  Thames,  and  by  very  dirty  railway 
on  the  shore.  To  which  last  institution  I  beg 
to  recommend  the  legal  use  of  coke  ao  engine 
fuel,  rather  than  the  illegal  use  of  coal;  the 
recommendation  is  quite  disinterested,  for  I  was 
most  liberally  supplied  with  small  coal  on  the 
journey,  for  which  no  charge  was  made.  I  had 
not  only  my  eyes,  nose,  and  ears  filled,  but  my 
hat,  and  all  my  pockets,  and  my  pocket-book, 
and  my  watch. 

The  V.D.S.C.R.C.  (or  Very  Dirty  and  Small 
Coal  Railway  Company)  delivered  me  close  to 
my  destination,  and  I  soon  found  the  Half-Time 
System  established  in  spacious  premises,  and 
freely  placed  at  my  convenience  and  disposal. 

What  would  I  see  first  of  the  Half-Time 
System  ?  I  chose  Military  Drill.  "  Atten- 
tion !  "  Instantly  a  hundred  boys  stood  forth 
in  the  paved  yard  as  one  boy;  bright,  quick, 
eager,   steady,  watchful  for   the  look  of  com- 
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mand,  instant  and  ready  for  the  word.  Not 
only  was  there  complete  precision — complete 
accord  to  the  eye  and  to  the  ear — but  an  alert- 
ness in  the  doing  of  the  thing  which  deprived  it, 
curiously,  of  its  monotonous  or  mechanical  cha- 
racter. There  was  perfect  uniformity,  and  yet 
an  individual  spirit  and  emulation.  No  spec- 
tator could  doubt  that  the  boys  liked  it.  With 
non-commissioned  officers  varying  from  a  yard 
to  a  yard  and  a  half  high,  the  result  could  not 
possibly  have  been  attained  otherwise.  They 
marched,  and  counter-marched,  and  formed  in 
line  and  square,  and  company,  and  single  file 
and  double  file,  and  performed  a  variety  of 
evolutions  ;  all  most  admirably.  In  respect  of 
an  air  of  enjoyable  understanding  of  what  they 
were  about,  which  seems  to  be  forbidden  to 
English  soldiers,  the  boys  might  have  been 
small  French  troops.  When  they  were  dis- 
missed, and  the  broadsword  exercise,  limited  to 
a  much  smaller  number,  succeeded,  the  boys 
who  had  no  part  in  that  new  drill  either  looked 
on  attentively,  or  disported  themselves  in  a 
gymnasium  hard  by.  The  steadiness  of  the 
broadsword  boys  on  their  short  legs,  and  the 
firmness  with  which  they  sustained  the  different 
positions,  was  truly  remarkable. 

The  broadsword  exercise  over,  suddenly 
there  was  great  excitement  and  a  rush.  Naval 
Drill  ! 

In  a  corner  of  the  ground  stood  a  decked 
mimic  ship,  with  real  masts,  yards,  and  sails — 
mainmast  seventy  feet  high.  At  the  word  of 
command  from  the  Skipper  of  this  ship — a 
mahogany-faced  Old  Salt,  w-ith  the  intlispen- 
sable  quid  in  his  cheek,  the  true  nautical  roll, 
and  all  wonderfully  complete — the  rigging  was 
covered  with  a  swarm  of  boys  :  one,  the  first  to 
spring  into  the  shrouds,  outstripping  all  the 
others,  and  resting  on  the  truck  of  the  main- 
topmast  in  no  time. 

And  now  Ave  stood  out  to  sea  in  a  most 
amazing  manner ;  the  Skipper  himself,  the 
whole  crew,  the  Uncommercial,  and  all  hands 
present,  implicitly  believing  that  there  was  not 
a  moment  to  lose,  that  the  wind  had  that  instant 
chopped  round  and  sprung  uj)  fair,  and  that  we 
were  away  on  a  voyage  round  the  world.  Get 
all  sail  upon  her  !  With  a  will,  my  lads  !  Lay 
out  up:)n  the  main-yard  there  !  Look  alive  at 
the  weather  earring  !  Cheery,  my  boys  !  Let 
go  the  sheet  now  !  Stand  by  at  the  braces, 
you  !  With  a  will,  aloft  there  !  Belay,  star- 
board watch  !  Fifer  !  Come  aft,  fifer,  and  give 
'em  a  tune  !  Forthwith  springs  up  fifer,  fife  in 
hand — smallest  boy  ever  seen — big  lump  on 
temple,  having  lately  fallen  down  on  a  paving- 


stone — gives  'em  a  tune  with  all  his  might  and 
main.  Hooroar,  fifer!  With  a  will,  my  lads! 
Tip  'em  a  livelier  one,  fifer  !  Fifer  tips  'em  a 
livelier  one,  and  excitement  increases.  Shake 
'em  out,  my  lads  !  Well  done !  There  you 
have  her  !  Pretty,  pretty  !  Every  rag  upon  her 
she  can  carry,  wind  right  astarn,  and  ship  cut- 
ting through  the  water  fifteen  knots  an  hour  ! 

At  this  favourable  moment  of  her  voyage  I 
gave  the  alarm,  "  A  man  overboard  !  "  (on  the 
gravel),  but  he  was  immediately  recovered,  none 
the  worse.  Presently,  I  observed  the  Skipper 
overboard,  but  forebore  to  mention  it,  as  he 
seemed  in  nowise  disconcerted  by  the  accident. 
Indeed,  I  soon  came  to  regard  the  Skipper  as 
an  amphibious  creature,  for  he  was  so  per- 
petually plunging  overboard  to  look  up  at  the 
hands  aloft,  that  he  was  oftener  in  the  bosom  of 
the  ocean  than  on  deck.  His  pride  in  his  crew 
on  those  occasions  was  delightful,  and  the  con- 
ventional unintelligibility  of  his  orders  in  the 
ears  of  uncommercial  landlubbers  and  loblolly 
boys,  though  they  were  always  intelligible  to  the 
crew,  was  hardly  less  pleasant.  But  we  couldn't 
expect  to  go  on  in  this  way  for  ever;  dirty 
weather  came  on,  and  then  worse  weather,  and 
when  we  least  expected  it  we  got  into  tremen- 
dous difiiculties.  Screw  loose  in  the  chart,  per- 
haps— something  certainly  wrong  somewhere — 
but  here  we  were  with  breakers  ahead,  my  lads, 
driving  head  on,  slap  on  a  lee  shore  !  The  Skip- 
per broached  this  terrific  announcement  in  such 
great  agitation,  that  the  small  fifer,  not  fifing 
now,  but  standing  looking  on  near  the  wheel 
with  his  fife  under  his  arm,  seemed  for  the 
moment  quite  unboyed,  though  he  speedily  re- 
covered his  presence  of  mind.  In  the  trying 
circumstances  that  ensued,  the  Skipper  and  the 
crew  proved  worthy  of  one  another.  The  Skip- 
per got  dreadfully  hoarse,  but  otherwise  was 
master  of  the  situation.  The  man  at  the  wheel 
did  wonders ;  all  hands  (except  the  fifer)  were 
turned  up  to  wear  ship ;  and  I  observed  the 
fifer,  when  we  were  at  our  greatest  extremity,  to 
refer  to  some  document  in  his  waistcoat  pocket, 
which  I  conceived  to  be  his  will.  I  think  she 
struck.  I  was  not  myself  conscious  of  any  col- 
lision, but  I  saw  the  Skipper  so  very  often 
washed  overboard  and  back  again,  that  I  could 
only  impute  it  to  the  beating  of  the  ship.  I  am 
not  enough  of  a  seaman  to  describe  the  ma- 
noeuvres by  which  we  were  saved,  but  they  made 
the  Skipper  very  hot  (French  polishing  his 
mahogany  face)  and  the  crew  very  nimble,  and 
succeeded  to  a  marvel ;  for,  within  a  few  minutes 
of  the  first  alarm,  we  had  w'ore  ship  and  got  her 
ofi",    and   were  all   a-tauto — which   I    felt  very 
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grateful  for :  not  that  I  knew  what  it  was,  but 
that  I  percei\'ed  that  we  had  not  been  all  a-tauto 
lately.  Land  now  appeared  on  our  weather- 
bow,  and  we  shaped  our  course  for  it,  having 
the  wind  abeam,  and  frequently  changing  the 
man  at  the  helm,  in  order  that  every  man  might 
have  his  spell,  ^^'e  worked  into  harbour  under 
prosperous  circumstances,  and  furled  our  sails, 
and  squared  our  yards,  and  made  all  shijj-shape 
and  handsome,  and  so  our  voyage  ended. 
When  I  complimented  the  Skipper,  at  parting, 
on  his  exertions  and  those  of  his  gallant  crew, 
he  informed  me  that  the  latter  were  provided 
for  the  worst,  all  hands  being  taught  to  swim 
and  dive ;  and  he  added  that  the  able  seaman 
at  the  main-topniast  truck,  especially,  could 
dive  as  deep  as  he  could  go  high. 

The  next  adventure  that  befell  me,  in  my 
visit  to  the  Short-Timers,  was  the  sudden  ap- 
parition of  a  military  band.  I  had  been  in- 
specting the  hammocks  of  the  crew  of  the  good 
ship,  when  I  saw  with  astonishment  that  several 
musical  instruments,  brazen  and  of  great  size, 
appeared  to  have  suddenly  developed  two  legs 
each,  and  to  be  trotting  about  a  yard.  And 
my  astonishment  was  heightened  when  I  ob- 
served a  large  drum,  that  had  previously  been 
leaning  helpless  against  a  wall,  taking  up  a  stout 
position  on  four  legs.  Approaching  this  drum 
and  looking  over  it,  I  found  two  boys  behind  it 
(it  was  too  much  for  one),  and  then  I  found  that 
each  of  the  brazen  instruments  had  brought  out 
a  boy,  and  was  going  to  discourse  sweet  sounds. 
The  boys — not  omitting  the  fifer,  now  playing  a 
new  instrument — were  dressed  in  neat  uniform, 
and  stood  up  in  a  circle  at  their  music  stands, 
like  any  other  Military  Band.  They  played  a 
march  or  two,  and  then  we  had  Cheer,  Boys, 
Cheer,  and  then  we  had  Yankee  Doodle,  and 
Ave  finished,  as  in  loyal  duty  bound,  with  God 
Save  the  Queen.  The  band's  proficiency  was 
perfectly  wonderful,  and  it  was  not  at  all  wonder- 
ful that  the  whole  body  corporate  of  Short- 
Timers  listened  with  faces  of  the  liveliest  inter- 
est and  pleasure. 

What  happened  next  among  the  Short-Timers? 
As  if  the  band  had  blown  me  into  a  great  class- 
room out  of  their  brazen  tubes,  in  a  great  class- 
room I  found  myself  now,  with  the  whole  choral 
force  of  Short-Timers  singing  the  praises  of  a 
summer's  day  to  the  harmonium,  and  my  small 
but  highly-respected  friend  the  fifer  blazing  av/ay 
vocally,  as  if  he  had  been  saving  up  his  wind  for 
the  last  twelvemonth ;  also  the  whole  crew  of 
the  good  ship  Nameless  swarming  up  and  down 
the  scale  as  if  they  had  never  swarmed  up  and 
down  the   rigging.     This  done,  we  threw  our 


whole  power  into  God  bless  the  Prince  of  Wales, 
and  blessed  his  Royal  Highness  to  such  an  extent 
that,  for  my  own  uncommercial  i)art,  I  gasped 
again  when  it  was  over.  The  moment  this  was 
done,  we  formed,  with  surpassing  freshness,  into 
hollow  squares,  and  fell  to  work  at  oral  lessons, 
as  if  we  never  did,  and  had  never  thought  of 
doing,  anything  else. 

Let  a  veil  be  drawn  over  the  self-committals 
into  which  the  Uncommercial  Traveller  would 
have  been  betrayed  but  for  a  discreet  reticence, 
coupled  with  an  air  of  absolute  wisdom  on  the 
part  of  that  artful  personage.  Take  the  square 
of  five,  multiply  it  by  fifteen,  divide  it  by  three, 
deduct  eight  from  it,  add  four  dozen  to  it,  give 
me  the  result  in  pence,  and  tell  me  how  many 
eggs  I  could  get  for  it  at  three  farthings  apiece. 
The  problem  is  hardly  stated,  when  a  dozen 
small  boys  pour  out  answers.  Some  wide,  some 
very  nearly  right,  some  worked  as  far  as  they  go 
with  such  accuracy  as  at  once  to  show  what  link 
of  the  chain  has  been  dropped  in  the  hurry. 
For  the  moment,  none  are  quite  right ;  but  be- 
hold a  labouring  spirit  beating  the  buttons  on  its 
corporeal  waistcoat  in  a  process  of  internal  cal- 
culation, and  knitting  an  accidental  bump  on  its 
corporeal  forehead  in  a  concentration  of  mental 
arithmetic !  It  is  my  honourable  friend  (if  he 
will  allow  me  to  call  him  so)  the  fifer.  With 
right  arm  eagerly  extended  in  token  of  being  in- 
spired with  an  answer,  and  wath  right  leg  fore- 
most, the  fifer  solves  the  mystery  :  then  recalls 
both  arm  and  leg,  and  with  bump  in  ambush 
awaits  the  next  poser.  Take  the  square  of 
three,  multiply  it  by  seven,  divide  it  by  four,  add 
fifty  to  it,  take  thirteen  from  it,  multiply  it  by 
two,  double  it,  give  me  the  result  in  pence,  and 
say  how  many  halfpence.  Wise  as  the  serpent 
is  the  four  feet  of  performer  on  the  nearest  ap- 
proach to  that  instrument,  whose  right  arm  in- 
stantly appears,  and  quenches  this  arithmetical 
fire.  Tell  me  something  about  Great  Britain, 
tell  me  something  about  its  principal  produc- 
tions, tell  me  something  about  its  ports,  tell  me 
something  about  its  seas  and  rivers,  tell  me  some- 
thing about  coal,  iron,  cotton,  timber,  tin,  and 
turpentine.  The  hollow  square  bristles  with  ex- 
tended right  arms  ;  but  ever  faithful  to  fact  is 
the  fifer,  ever  wise  as  the  serpent  is  the  per- 
former on  that  instrument,  ever  prominently 
buoyant  and  brilliant  are  all  members  of  the 
band.  I  observe  the  player  of  the  cymbals  to 
dash  at  a  sounding  answer  now  and  then  rather 
than  not  cut  in  at  all ;  but  I  take  that  to  be  in 
the  way  of  his  instrument.  All  these  questiouo, 
and  many  such,  are  put  on  the  spur  ot  the  mo- 
ment, and   by  one   who   has   never  examined 
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these  boys.  The  Uncommercial,  invited  to  add 
another,  falteringly  demands  how  many  birth- 
days a  man  born  on  the  twenty-ninth  of  February 
will  have  had  on  completing  his  fiftieth  year  ? 
A  general  perception  of  trap  and  pitfall  instantly 
arises,  and  the  fifcr  is  seen  to  retire  behind  the 
corduroys  of  his  next  neighbours,  as  perceiving 
special  necessity  for  collecting  himself  and  com- 
muning with  his  mind.  Meanwhile,  the  wisdom 
of  the  serpent  suggests  that  the  man  will  have 
had  only  one  birthday  in  all  that  time,  for  how 
can  any  man  have  more  than  one,  seeing  that 
he  is  born  once  and  dies  once  ?  The  blushing 
Uncommercial  stands  corrected,  and  amends 
the  formula.  Pondering  ensues,  two  or  three 
wrong  answers  are  offered,  and  Cymbals  strikes 
up  "six!"  but  doesn't  know  why.  Then,  mo- 
destly emerging  from  his  Academic  Grove  of 
corduroys,  appears  the  fifer,  right  arm  extended, 
right  leg  foremost,  bump  irradiated.  "  Twelve, 
and  two  over  !  " 

The  feminine  Short-Timers  passed  a  similar 
examination,  and  very  creditably  too.  Would 
have  done  better,  perhaps,  with  a  little  more 
geniality  on  the  part  of  their  pupil  teacher ;  for 
a  cold  eye,  my  young  friend,  and  a  hard  abrupt 
manner,  are  not  by  any  means  the  powerful 
engines  that  your  innocence  supposes  them  to 
be.  Both  girls  and  boys  wrote  excellently,  from 
copy  and' dictation  ;  both  could  cook ;  both 
could  mend  their  own  clothes  ;  both  could  clean 
,up  everything  about  them  in  an  orderly  and 
skilful  way,  the  girls  having  womanly  householil 
knowledge  superadded.  Order  and  method 
began  in  the  songs  of  the  Infant  School,  which 
I  visited  likewise,  and  they  were  even  in  their 
dwarf  degree  to  be  found  in  the  Nursery,  where 
the  uncommercial  walking  stick  was  carried  off 
with  acclamations,  and  where  "  the  Doctor  " — a 
medical  gentleman  of  two,  who  took  his  degree 
on  the  night  when  he  was  found  at  an  apothe- 
cary's door — did  the  honours  of  the  establish- 
ment with  great  urbanity  and  gaiety. 

These  have  long  been  excellent  schools  ;  long 
before  the  days  of  the  Short-Time.  I  first  saw 
them  twelve  or  fifteen  years  ago.  But,  since 
the  introduction  of  the  Short-Time  system,  it 
has  been  proved  here  that  eighteen  hours  a 
week  of  book-learning  are  more  profitable  than 
thirty-six,  and  that  the  pupils  are  far  (juickcr 
and  brighter  than  of  yore.  The  good  influences 
of  music  on  the  whole  body  of  children  ha\-e 
likewise  been  surprisingly  proved.  Obviously 
another  of  the  immense  advantages  of  the  Short- 
Time  system  to  the  cause  of  good  education  is 
the  great  diminution  of  its  cost,  and  of  the 
period  of  time  over  which  it  extends.     The  last 


is  a  most  important  consideration,  as  poor 
parents  are  always  impatient  to  profit  by  their 
children's  labour. 

It  will  be  objected  :  Firstly,  that  this  is  all 
very  well,  but  special  local  advantages  and  spe- 
cial selection  of  children  must  be  necessary  to 
such  success.  Secondly,  that  this  is  all  very  well, 
but  must  be  very  expensive.  Thirdly,  that  this 
is  all  very  well,  but  we  have  no  proof  of  the 
results,  sir,  no  proof. 

On  the  first  head  of  local  advantages  and  spe- 
cial selection.  Would  Limehouse  Hole  be 
picked  out  for  the  site  of  a  Children's  Paradise  ? 
Or  would  the  legitimate  and  illegitimate  pauper 
children  of  the  'long-shore  population  of  such  a 
river-side  district  be  regarded  as  unusually 
favourable  specimens  to  work  with  ?  Yet  these 
schools  are  at  Limehouse,  and  are  the  Pauper 
Schools  of  the  Stepney  Pauper  Union. 

On  the  second  head  of  expense.  Would  si.x- 
pence  a  week  be  considered  a  very  large  cost 
for  the  education  of  each  pupil,  including  all 
salaries  of  teachers  and  rations  of  teachers? 
But,  supposing  the  cost  were  not  sixpence  a 
week,  not  fivepence?     It  is  fourpence-half- 

PENNY. 

On  the  third  head  of  no  proof,  sir,  no  proof. 
Is  there  any  proof  in  the  facts  that  Pupil 
Teachers  more  in  number,  and  more  highly 
qualified,  have  been  produced  here  under  the 
Short-Time  system  than  under  the  Long-Time 
system  ?  That  the  Short-Timers,  in  a  writing 
competition,  beat  the  Long-Timers  of  a  first- 
class  National  School  ?  That  the  sailor  boys  are 
in  such  demand  for  merchant  ships,  that  whereas, 
before  they  were  trained,  ;^io  premium  useil  to 
be  given  with  each  boy — too  often  to  some 
greedy  brute  of  a  drunken  skipper,  who  dis- 
appeared before  the  term  of  apprenticeship  was 
out,  if  the  ill-used  boy  didn't — captains  of  the 
best  character  now  take  these  boys  more  than 
willingly,  Avith  no  premium  at  all  ?  That  they 
are  also  much  esteemed  in  the  Royal  Navy, 
which  they  prefer,  "because  everything  is  so 
neat  and  clean  and  orderly?"  Or,  is  there  any 
proof  in  Naval  captains  writing,  "  Your  little  fel- 
lows are  all  that  I  can  desire?"  Or,  is  there 
any  proof  in  such  testimony  as  this  ?  "  The 
owner  of  a  vessel  called  at  the  school,  and  said 
that  as  his  ship  was  going  down  Channel  on  her 
last  voyage,  with  one  of  the  boys  from  the 
school  on  board,  the  pilot  said,  'It  would  be  as 
well  if  the  royal  v.-ere  lowered  ;  I  wish  it  were 
down.'  Without  waiting  for  any  orders,  and 
unobserved  by  the  pilot,  the  lad,  whom  they 
liad  taken  on  board  from  the  school,  instantly 
mounted  the  mast  and  lowered  the  royal,  and, 
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at  the  next  glance  of  the  pilot  to  the  masthead, 
he  perceived  that  the  sail  had  been  let  down. 
He  exclaimed,  '  Who's  done  that  job  ? '  The 
owner,  who  was  on  board,  said,  '  That  was  the 
little  fellow  whom  I  put  on  board  two  days  ago.' 
The  pilot  immediately  said,  '  Why,  where  could 
he  have  been  brought  up  ?'  That  boy  had 
never  seen  the  sea  or  been  on  a  real  ship  be- 
fore ! "  Or,  is  there  any  proof  in  these  boys 
being  in  greater  demand  for  Regimental  Bands 
than  the  Union  can  meet  ?  Or,  in  ninety-eight 
of  them  having  gone  into  Regimental  Bands  in 
three  years  ?  Or,  in  twelve  of  them  being  in 
the  band  of  one  regiment?  Or,  in  the  colonel 
of  that  regiment  writing,  "  We  want  six  more 
boys  ;  they  are  excellent  lads  ?  "  Or,  in  one  of 
the  boys  having  risen  to  be  band  corporal  in 
the  same  regiment  ?  Or,  in  employers  of  all 
kinds  chorusing,  "  Give  us  drilled  boys,  for  they 
are  prompt,  obedient,  and  punctual  ?  "  Other 
proofs  I  have  myself  beheld  with  these  uncom- 
mercial eyes,  though  I  do  not  regard  myself  as 
having  a  right  to  relate  in  what  social  positions 
they  have  seen  respected  men  and  women  who 
were  once  pauper  children  of  the  Stepney 
Union. 

Into  what  admirable  soldiers  others  of  these 
boys  have  the  capabilities  for  being  turned,  I 
need  not  point  out.  Many  of  them  are  always 
ambitious  of  military  service  ;  and  once  upon  a 
time,  when  an  old  boy  came  back  to  see  the  old 
place,  a  cavalry  soldier  all  complete,  with  his 
spirs  on,  such  a  yearning  broke  out  to  get  into 
cavalry  regiments  and  wear  those  sublime  ap- 
pendages, that  it  was  one  of  the  greatest  excite- 
ments ever  known  in  the  school.  The  girls 
make  excellent  domestic  servants,  and  at  cer- 
tain periods  come  back,  a  score  or  two  at  a 
time,  to  see  the  old  building,  and  to  take  tea 
with  the  old  teachers,  and  to  hear  the  old  band, 
and  see  the  old  ship  with  her  masts  towering  up 
above  the  neighbouring  roofs  and  chimneys.  As 
to  the  physical  health  of  these  schools,  it  is  so 
exceptionally  remarkable  (simply  because  the 
sanitary  regulations  are  as  good  as  the  other 
educational  arrangements),  that  when  Mr. 
TuFNELL,  the  Inspector,  first  stated  it  in  a  re- 
port, he  was  supposed,  in  spite  of  his  high  cha- 
racter, to  have  been  betrayed  into  some  extra- 
ordinary mistake  or  exaggeration.  In  the  moral 
health  of  these  schools — w'he4"e  corporal  punish- 
ment is  unknown — Truthfulness  stands  high. 
^^llen  the  ship  was  first  erected,  the  boys  were 
forbidden  to  go  aloft  until  the  nets,  which  are 
now  always  there,  were  stretched  as  a  precaution 
against  accidents.  Certain  boys,  in  their  eager- 
ness, disobeyed  the  injunction,  got  out  of  window 


in  the  early  daylight,  and  climbed  to  the  mast- 
head. One  boy  unfortunately  fell,  and  was 
killed.  There  was  no  clue  to  the  others  ;  but 
all  the  boys  were  assembled,  and  the  Chairman 
of  the  Board  addressed  them.  "  I  promise 
nothing;  you  see  what  a  dreadful  thing  has 
happened  ;  you  know  what  a  grave  offence  it  is 
that  has  led  to  such  a  consequence  ;  I  cannot 
say  what  will  be  done  with  the  offenders ;  but, 
boys,  you  have  been  trained  here,  above  all 
things,  to  respect  the  truth.  I  want  the  truth. 
Who  are  the  delinquents?"  Instantly,  the 
whole  number  of  boys  concerned  separated  from 
the  rest,  and  stood  out. 

Now,  the  head  and  heart  of  that  gentleman 
(it  is  needless  to  say,  a  good  head  and  a  good 
heart)  have  been  deeply  interested  in  these 
schools  for  many  years,  and  are  so  still ;  and 
the  estabUshment  is  very  fortunate  in  a  most 
admirable  master,  and,  moreover,  the  schoojs  of 
the  Stepney  Union  cannot  have  got  to  be  what 
they  are  without  the  Stepney  Board  of  Guardians 
having  been  earnest  and  humane  men,  strongly 
imbued  with  a  sense  of  their  responsibilit}'.  But 
what  one  set  of  men  can  do  in  this  wise,  another 
set  of  men  can  do  ;  and  this  is  a  noble  example 
to  all  other  Bodies  and  Unions,  and  a  noble 
example  to  the  State.  Followed,  and  enlarged 
upon  by  its  enforcement  on  bad  parents,  it 
would  clear  London  streets  of  the  most  terrible 
objects  they  smite  the  sight  with — myriads  of 
little  children  who  awfully  reverse  Our  Saviour's 
words,  and  are  not  of  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven, 
but  of  the  Kingdom  of  Hell. 

Clear  the  public  streets  of  such  shame,  and 
the  public  conscience  of  such  reproach  ?  Ah  ! 
Almost  prophetic,  surely,  the  child's  jingle  : 

"  When  will  that  be, 

Say  the  bells  of  Step-ney  .''  " 


XXX. 


A   SMALL  STAR  IN   THE  EAST. 


HAD  been 
through  the 
Death,"  and 
woodcuts 


looking,   yesternight, 

famous    "  Dance    of 

to-day  the  grim    old 

arose  in  mv  mind  with 


the  new  significance  of  a  ghastly 
monotony  not  to  be  found  in  the 
original.  The  weird  skeleton  rattled 
along  the  streets  before  me,  and  struck 
fiercely ;  but  it  was  never  at  the  pains  of  assum- 
ing a  disguise.     It  played  on  no  dulcimer  here, 
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x-zas  crowned  wilh  no  flowers,  waved  no  plume, 
minced  in  no  flowing  robe  or  train,  lifted  no 
wine-cup,  sat  at  no  feast,  cast  no  dice,  counted 
no  gold.  It  was  simply  a  bare,  gaimt,  famished 
skeleton,  slaying  his  way  along. 

The  borders  of  Ratcliff  and  Stepney,  eastward 
of  London,  and  giving  on  the  impure  river,  were 
the  scene  of  this  uncompromising  dance  of 
death,  upon  a  drizzling  November  day.  A 
squalid  maze  of  streets,  courts,  and  alleys  of 
miserable  houses  let  out  in  single  rooms.  A 
wilderness  of  dirt,  rags,  and  hunger,  A  mud 
desert,  chiefly  inhabited  by  a  tribe  from  whom 
employment  has  departed,  or  to  whom  it  conies 
but  fitfully  and  rarely.  They  are  not  skilled 
mechanics  in  anywise.  They  are  but  labourers, 
— dock  labourers,  water-side  labourers,  coal- 
porters,  ballast-heavers,  such-like  hewers  of  wood 
and  drawers  of  water.  But  they  have  come  into 
existence,  and  they  propagate  their  wretched 
race. 

One  grisly  joke  alone,  methought,  the  skeleton 
seemed  to  play  off  here.  It  had  stuck  election 
bills  on  the  walls,  which  the  wind  and  rain  had 
deteriorated  into  suitable  rags.  It  had  even 
summed  up  the  state  of  the  poll,  in  chalk,  on 
the  shutters  of  one  ruined  house.  It  adjured 
the  free  and  independent  starvers  to  vote  for 
Thisman  and  vote  for  Thatman  ;  not  to  plump, 
as  they  valued  the  state  of  parties  and  the 
national  prosperity  (both  of  great  importance  to 
them,  I  think) ;  but,  by  returning  Thisman  and 
Thatman,  each  nought  without  the  other,  to 
compound  a  glorious  and  immortal  whole. 
Surely  the  skeleton  is  nowhere  more  cruelly 
ironical  in  the  original  monkish  idea. 

Pondering  in  my  mind  the  far-seeing  schemes 
of  Thisman  and  Thatman,  and  of  the  public 
blessing  called  Party,  for  staying  the  degeneracy, 
physical  and  moral,  of  many  thousands  (who 
shall  say  how  many  ?)  of  the  English  race  ;  for 
devising  employment  useful  to  the  community 
for  those  who  want  but  to  work  and  live  ;  for 
equalising  rates,  cultivating  waste  lands,  facili- 
tating emigration,  and,  above  all  things,  saving 
and  utilising  the  on-coming  generations,  and 
thereby  changing  ever-growing  national  weak- 
ness into  strength  :  pondering  in  my  mind,  I 
say,  these  hopeful  exertions,  I  turned  down  a 
narrow  street  to  look  into  a  house  or  two. 

It  was  a  dark  street,  with  a  dead  wall  on  one 
side.  Nearly  all  the  outer  doors  of  the  houses 
stood  open.  I  took  the  first  entry,  and  knocked 
at  a  parlour  door.  Might  I  come  in  ?  I  might, 
if  I  plased,  sur. 

The  woman  of  the  room  (Irish)  had  picked 
up  some  long  strips  of  wood,  about  some  wharf 


or  barge ;  and  they  had  just  now  been  thrust 
into  the  otherwise  empty  grate  to  make  two  iron 
pots  boil.  There  was  some  fish  in  one,  and 
there  were  some  potatoes  in  the  other.  The 
flare  of  the  burning  wood  enabled  me  to  see  a 
table,  and  a  broken  chair  or  so,  and  some  old 
cheap  crockery  ornaments  about  the  chimney- 
piece.  It  was  not  until  I  had  spoken  with  the 
woman  a  few  minutes  that  I  saw  a  horrible 
brown  heap  on  the  floor  in  a  corner,  which,  but 
for  previous  experience  in  this  dismal  wise,  I 
might  not  have  suspected  to  be  ''  the  bed." 
There  was  something  thrown  upon  it ;  and  I 
asked  what  that  was. 

"  'Tis  the  poor  craythur  that  stays  here,  sur ; 
and  'tis  very  bad  she  is,  and  'tis  very  bad  she's 
been  this  long  time,  and  'tis  better  she'll  never 
be,  and  'tis  slape  she  does  all  day,  and  "tis  wake 
she  does  all  night,  and  'tis  the  lead,  sur." 

"  The  what  ?  " 

"  The  lead,  sur.  Sure  'tis  the  lead-mills, 
where  the  women  gets  took  on  at  eighteen-pence 
a  day,  sur,  when  they  makes  a]jplication  early 
enough,  and  is  locky  and  wanted  ;  and  'tis  lead- 
pisoned  she  is,  sur,  and  some  of  them  gets  lead- 
pisoned  soon,  and  some  of  them  gets  lead- 
pisoned  later,  and  some,  but  not  many,  niver  ; 
and  'tis  all  according  to  the  constitooshun,  sur, 
and  some  constitooshuns  is  strong,  and  some  is 
weak  ;  and  her  constitooshun  is  lead-pisoned, 
bad  as  can  be,  sur ;  and  her  brain  is  coming  out 
at  her  ear,  and  it  hurts  her  dreadful ;  and  that's 
what  it  is,  and  niver  no  more,  and  niver  no  less, 
sur." 

The  sick  young  woman  moaning  here,  the 
speaker  bent  over  her,  took  a  bandage  from  her 
head,  and  threw  open  a  back-door  to  let  in  the 
daylight  upon  it,  from  the  smallest  and  most 
miserable  back-yard  I  ever  saw. 

"  That's  what  coomsfrom  her,  sur,  being  lead- 
pisoned  ;  and  it  cooms  from  her  night  and  day, 
the  poor,  sick  craythur ;  and  the  pain  of  it  is 
dreadful  \  and  God  he  knows  that  my  husband 
has  walked  the  sthreets  these  four  days,  being  a 
laborer,  and  is  walking  them  now,  and  is  ready 
to  work,  and  no  work  for  him,  and  no  fire  and 
no  food  but  the  bit  in  the  pot,  and  no  more 
than  ten  shillings  in  a  fortnight ;  God  be  good 
to  us !  and  it  is  poor  we  are,  and  dark  it  is  and 
could  it  is  indeed.'* 

Knowing  that  I  could  compensate  myself 
thereafter  for  my  self-denial,  if  I  saw  fit,  I  had 
resolved  that  I  would  give  nothing  in  the  course 
of  these  visits,  1  did  this  to  try  the  people.  I 
may  state  at  once  that  my  closest  observation 
could  not  detect  any  indication  whatever  of  an 
expectation  that    I   would   give  money :    they 
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were  grateful  to  be  talked  to  about  their  mise- 
rable affairs,  and  symjiathy  was  plainly  a  comfort 
to  them ;  but  they  neither  asked  for  money  in 
any  case,  nor  showed  the  least  trace  of  surprise  or 
disappointment  or  resentment  at  my  giving  none. 

The  woman's  married  daughter  had  by  this 
time  come  down,  from  her  room  on  the  floor 
above,  to  join  in  the  conversation.  She  herself 
had  been  to  the  lead-mills  very  early  that 
morning  to  be  "  took  on,"  but  had  not  suc- 
ceeded. She  had  four  children  ;  and  her  hus- 
band, also  a  water-side  labourer,  and  then  out 
seeking  work,  seemed  in  no  better  case  as  to 
finding  it  than  her  father.  She  was  English, 
and  by  nature  of  a  buxom  figure  and  cheerful. 
Both  in  her  poor  dress  and  in  her  mother's  there 
was  an  effort  to  keep  up  some  appearance  of 
neatness.  She  knew  all  about  the  sufterings  of 
the  unfortunate  invalid,  and  all  about  the  lead- 
poisoning,  and  how  the  symptoms  came  on,  and 
how  they  grew, — having  often  seen  them.  The 
very  smell,  when  you  stood  inside  the  door  of 
the  works,  was  enough  to  knock  you  down,  she 
said  ;  yet  she  was  going  back  again  to  get  "  took 
on."  What  could  she  do?  Better  be  ulcerated 
and  paralysed  for  eighteen-pence  a  day,  while  it 
lasted,  than  see  the  children  starve. 

A  dark  and  squalid  cupboard  in  this  room, 
touching  the  back-door  and  all  manner  of 
oftence,  had  been  for  some  time  the  sleeping- 
place  of  the  sick  young  woman.  But  the  nights 
being  now  wintry,  and  the  blankets  and  cover- 
lets "  gone  to  the  leaving  shop,"  she  lay  all 
night  where  she  lay  all  day,  and  was  lying  then. 
The  woman  of  the  room,  her  husband,  this  most 
miserable  patient,  and  two  others,  lay  on  the 
one  brown  heap  together  for  warmth. 

"  God  bless  you,  sir,  and  thank  you  ! "  were 
the  parting  words  from  these  people, — gratefully 
spoken  too, — with  which  I  left  this  place. 

Some  streets  away,  I  tapped  at  another  par- 
lour door  on  another  ground-floor.  Looking 
in,  I  found  a  man,  his  wife,  and  four  children, 
sitting  at  a  washing-stool  by  way  of  table,  at 
their  dinner  of  bread  and  infused  tea-leaves. 
Tliere  was  a  very  scanty  cinderous  fire  in  the 
grate  by  which  they  sat ;  and  there  was  a  tent 
bedstead  in  the  room,  with  a  bed  upon  it  and  a 
coverlet.  The  man  did  not  rise  when  I  went 
in,  nor  during  my  stay,  but  civilly  inclined  his 
head  on  my  pulling  off  my  hat,  and,  in  answer 
to  my  inquiry  whether  I  might  ask  him  a  ques- 
tion or  two,  said,  "  Certainly."  There  being  a 
window  at  each  end  of  this  room,  back  and 
front,  it  might  have  been  ventilated  ;  but  it  was 
shut  up  tight,  to  keep  the  cold  out,  and  was 
very  sickening. 


The  wife,  an  intelligent,  quick  woman,  rose 
and  stood  at  her  husband's  elbow ;  and  he 
glanced  up  at  her  as  if  for  help.  It  soon  ap- 
peared that  he  was  rather  deaf  He  vras  a  slow, 
simple  fellow  of  about  thirty. 

"  What  was  he  by  trade  ?  " 

"  Gentleman  asks  what  are  you  by  trade, 
John  ?  " 

"I  am  a  boiler-maker;"  looking  about  him 
with  an  exceedingly  perplexed  air,  as  if  for  a 
boiler  that  had  unaccountably  vanished. 

"  He  ain't  a  mechanic,  you  understand,  sir," 
the  wife  put  in  :  "  he's  only  a  labourer." 

"  Are  you  in  work  ?  " 

He  looked  up  at  his  wife  again.  "  Gentleman 
says  are  you  in  work,  John  ?  " 

"  In  work  !  "  cried  this  forlorn  boiler-maker, 
staring  aghast  at  his  wife,  and  then  working  his 
vision's  way  very  slowly  round  to  me  :  "  Lord, 
no  !  " 

"  Ah,  he  ain't  indeed  !  "  said  the  poor  woman, 
shaking  her  head,  as  she  looked  at  the  four 
children  in  succession,  and  then  at  him. 

"  Work  !  "  said  the  boiler-maker,  still  seeking 
that  evaporated  boiler,  first  in  my  countenance, 
then  in  the  air,  and  then  in  the  features  of  his 
second  son  at  his  knee  :  "  I  wish  I  was  in  work  ! 
I  haven't  had  more  than  a  day's  work  to  do  this 
three  weeks." 

"  How  have  you  lived  ?  " 

A  faint  gleam  of  admiration  lighted  up  the 
face  of  the  would-be  boiler- maker,  as  he  stretched 
out  the  short  sleeve  of  his  threadbare  canvas 
jacket,  and  replied,  pointing  her  out,  "  On  the 
work  of  the  wife." 

I  forget  where  boiler-making  had  gone  to,  or 
where  he  supposed  it  had  gone  to;  but  he 
added  some  resigned  information  on  that  head, 
coupled  with  an  expression  of  his  belief  that  it 
was  never  coming  back. 

The  cheery  helpfulness  of  the  wife  was  very 
remarkable.  She  did  slop-work;  made  pea- 
jackets.  She  produced  the  pea-jacket  then  in 
hand,  and  spread  it  out  upon  the  bed, — the  only 
piece  of  furniture  in  the  room  on  which  to  spread 
it.  She  showed  how  much  of  it  she  made,  and 
how  much  was  afterwards  finished  off  by  the 
machine.  According  to  her  calculation  at  the 
moment,  deducting  what  her  trimming  cost  her, 
she  got  for  making  a  pea-jacket  tenpence-half- 
penny,  and  she  could  make  one  in  something 
less  than  two  days. 

But,  you  see,  it  come  to  her  through  two  hands, 
and  of  course  it  didn't  come  through  the  second 
hand  for  nothing.  Why  did  it  come  through 
the  second  hand  at  all  ?  Why,  this  way.  The 
second  hand  took  the  risk  of  the  given-out  work, 
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you  see.  If  she  had  money  enough  to  pay  the 
security  deposit, — call  it  two  pound, — she  could 
get  the  work  from  the  first  hand,  and  so  the 
second  would  not  have  to  be  deducted  for. 
But,  having  no  money  at  all,  the  second  hand 
come  in  and  took  its  profit,  and  so  the  whole 
worked  down  to  tenpence-halfpenny.  Having 
explained  all  this  with  great  intelligence,  even 
with  some  little  pride,  and  without  a  whine  or 
murmur,  she  folded  her  work  again,  sat  down 
by  her  husband's  side  at  the  washing-stool,  and 
resumed  her  dinner  of  dry  bread.  Mean  as  the 
meal  was,  on  the  bare  board,  with  its  old  galli- 
pots for  cups,  and  what  not  other  sordid  make- 
shifts ;  shabby  as  the  woman  was  in  dress,  and 
toning  down  towards  the  Bosjesman  colour, 
with  want  of  nutriment  and  washing, — there  was 
positively  a  dignity  in  her,  as  the  family  anchor 
just  holding  the  poor  shipwrecked  boiler-maker's 
bark.  When  I  left  the  room,  the  boiler-maker's 
eyes  were  slowly  turned  towards  her,  as  if  his 
last  hope  of  ever  again  seeing  that  vanished 
boiler  lay  in  her  direction. 

These  people  had  never  applied  for  parish 
relief  but  once  ;  and  that  was  when  the  husband 
met  with  a  disabling  accident  at  his  work. 

Not  many  doors  from  here,  I  went  into  a 
room  on  the  first  floor.  The  woman  apologised 
for  its  being  in  "  an  untidy  mess."  The  day 
was  Saturday,  and  she  was  boiling  the  children's 
clothes  in  a  saucepan  on  the  hearth.  There 
was  nothing  else  into  which  she  could  have  put 
them.  There  was  no  crockery,  or  tinware,  or 
tub,  or  bucket.  There  was  an  old  gallipot  or 
tAvo,  and  there  was  a  broken  bottle  or  so,  and 
there  were  some  broken  boxes  for  seats.  The 
last  small  scraping  of  coals  left  was  raked  to- 
gether in  a  corner  of  the  floor.  There  were 
some  rags  in  an  open  cupboard,  also  on  the 
floor.  In  a  corner  of  the  room  was  a  crazy  old 
French  bedstead,  with  a  man  lying  on  his  back 
upon  it  in  a  ragged  pilot  jacket,  and  rough  oil- 
skin fantail  hat.  The  room  was  perfectly  black. 
It  was  difticult  to  believe,  at  first,  that  it  was 
not  purposely  coloured  black,  the  walls  were  so 
begrimed. 

As  I  stood  opposite  the  woman  boiling  the 
children's  clothes, — -she  had  not  even  a  piece  of 
soap  to  wash  them  with, — and  apologising  for 
her  occupation,  I  could  take  in  all  these  things 
without  appearing  to  notice  them,  and  could 
even  correct  my  inventory.  I  had  missed,  at 
the  first  glance,  some  half  a  pound  of  bread  in 
the  otherwise  empty  safe,  an  old  red  ragged 
crinoline  hanging  on  the  handle  of  the  door  by 
which  I  had  entered,  and  certain  fragments  of 
rusty  iron  scattered  on  the  floor,  which  looked 
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like  broken  tools  and  a  piece  of  stove-pipe.  A 
child  stood  looking  on.  On  the  box  nearest  to 
the  fire  sat  two  younger  children  ;  one  a  delicate 
and  pretty  little  creature,  whom  the  other  some- 
times kissed. 

This  woman,  like  the  last,  was  woefully  shabby, 
and  was  degenerating  to  the  Bosjesman  com- 
plexion. But  her  figure,  and  the  ghost  of  a 
certain  vivacity  about  her,  and  the  spectre  of  a 
dimple  in  her  cheek,  carried  my  memory  strangely 
back  to  the  old  days  of  the  Adelphi  Theatre, 
London,  when  Mrs.  Fitzwilliam  was  the  friend 
of  Victorine. 

"  May  I  ask  you  what  your  husband  is  ?" 

"  He's  a  coal-porter,  sir," — with  a  glance  and 
a  sigh  towards  the  bed. 

"  Is  he  out  of  work?" 

"  Oh  yes,  sir !  and  work's  at  all  times  very, 
very  scanty  with  him ;  and  now  he's  laid 
up." 

"  It's  my  legs,"  said  the  man  upon  the  bed. 
"  I'll  unroll  'em."     And  immediately  began. 

"  Have  you  any  older  children?" 

"  I  have  a  daughter  that  does  the  needlework, 
and  I  have  a  son  that  does  what  he  can.  She's 
at  her  work  now,  and  he's  trying  for  work." 

"  Do  they  live  here?" 

"They  sleep  here.  They  can't  aff"ord  to  pay 
more  rent,  and  so  they  come  here  at  night. 
The  rent  is  very  hard  upon  us.  It's  rose  upon 
us,  too,  now, — sixpence  a  week, — on  account  of 
these  new  changes  in  the  law  about  the  rates. 
We  are  a  week  behind  ;  the  landlord's  been 
shaking  and  rattling  at  that  door  frightfully  ;  he 
says  he"ll  turn  us  out.  I  don't  know  what's  to 
come  of  it." 

The  man  upon  the  bed  ruefully  interposed, 
"Here's  my  legs.  The  skin's  broke,  besides 
the  swelling.  I  have  had  a  many  kicks,  working, 
one  way  and  another." 

He  looked  at  his  legs  (which  were  much  dis- 
coloured and  misshapen)  for  awhile,  and  then, 
appearing  to  remember  that  they  were  not 
popular  with  his  family,  rolled  them  up  again,  as 
if  they  were  something  in  the  nature  of  maps  or 
plans  that  were  not  wanted  to  be  referred  to,  lay 
hopelessly  down  on  his  back  once  more  with 
his  fantail  hat  over  his  face,  and  stirred  not. 

"  Do  your  eldest  son  and  daughter  sleep  ia 
that  cupboard  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  woman. 

"With  the  children  ?" 

''Yes.  \\'e  have  to  get  together  for  warmth. 
We  have  little  to  cover  us." 

"  Have  you  nothing  by  you  to  eat  but  the 
piece  of  bread  I  see  there  ?  " 

"  Nothing.     And  we  had  the  rest  of  the  loaf 
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for  our  breakfast,  with  water.  I  don't  know 
what's  to  come  of  it." 

"  Have  you  no  prospect  of  improvement  ?  " 

"  If  my  eldest  son  earns  anything  to-day,  he'll 
bring  it  home.  Then  we  shall  have  something 
to  eat  to-night,  and  may  be  able  to  do  some- 
thing towards  the  rent.  If  not,  I  don't  know 
what's  to  come  of  it." 

"  This  is  a  sad  state  of  things." 

"  Yes,  sir ;  it's  a  hard,  hard  life.  Take  care 
of  the  stairs  as  you  go,  sir, — they're  broken, — 
and  good  day,  sir  ! " 

These  people  had  a  mortal  dread  of  entering 
the  workhouse,  and  received  no  out-of-door 
relief 

In  another  room,  in  still  another  tenement,  I 
found  a  very  decent  woman  with  five  children, — 
the  last  a  baby,  and  she  herself  a  patient  of  the 
parish  doctor, — to  whom,  her  husband  being  in 
the  hospital,  the  Union  allowed,  for  the  support 
of  herself  and.  family,  four  shillings  a  week 
and  five  loaves.  I  suppose  when  Thisman, 
M.P.,  and  Thatman,  M.P.,  and  the  Public- 
blessing  Party,  lay  their  heads  together  in 
course  of  time,  and  come  to  an  equalisation  of 
rating,  she  may  go  down  to  the  dance  of  death 
to  the  tune  of  sixpence  more. 

I  could  enter  no  other  houses  for  that  one 
while,  for  I  could  not  bear  the  contemplation  of 
the  children.  Such  heart  as  I  had  summoned 
to  sustain  me  against  the  miseries  of  the  adults 
failed  me  when  I  looked  at  the  children.  I  saw 
how  young  they  were,  how  hungry,  how  serious 
and  still.  I  thought  of  them  sick  and  dying  in 
those  lairs.  I  think  of  them  dead  without 
anguish ;  but  to  think  of  them  so  suffering  and 
so  dying  quite  unmanned  me. 

Down  by  the  river's  bank  in  Ratcliff,  I  was 
turning  upward  by  a  side-street,  therefore,  to 
regain  the  railway,  when  my  eyes  rested  on  the 
inscription  across  the  road,  "  East  London  Chil- 
dren's Hospital."  I  could  scarcely  have  seen 
an  inscription  better  suited  to  my  frame  of 
mind ;  and  I  went  across,  and  went  straight 
in. 

I  found  the  Children's  Hospital  established  in 
an  old  sail-loft  or  storehouse,  of  the  roughest 
nature,  and  on  the  simplest  means.  There  were 
trap-doors  in  the  floors,  where  goods  had  been 
hoisted  up  and  down  ;  heavy  feet  and  heavy 
weights  had  started  every  knot  in  the  well- 
trodden  planking ;  inconvenient  bulks  and 
beams  and  awkward  staircases  perplexed  my 
passage  through  the  wards.  But  I  found  it 
airy,  sweet,  and  clean.  In  its  seven-and-thirty 
beds  I  saw  but  little  beauty ;  for  starvation  in 
the  second  or  third  generation  takes  a  pinched 


look  :  but  I  saw  the  sufferings  both  of  infancy 
and  childhood  tenderly  assuaged  ;  I  heard  the 
little  patients  answering  to  pet  playful  names  : 
the  light  touch  of  a  delicate  lady  laid  bare  the 
wasted  sticks  of  arms  for  me  to  pity ;  and  the 
claw-like  little  hands,  as  she  did  so,  twined 
themselves  lovingly  around  her  wedding-ring. 

One  baby  mite  there  was  as  pretty  as  any  of 
Raphael's  angels.  The  tiny  head  was  bandaged 
for  water  on  the  brain  ;  and  it  was  suffering 
with  acute  bronchitis  too,  and  made  from  time 
to  time  a  plaintive,  though  not  impatient  or 
complaining,  little  sound.  The  smooth  curve 
of  the  cheeks  and  of  the  chin  was  faultless  in  its 
condensation  of  infantine  beauty,  and  the  large 
bright  eyes  were  most  lovely.  It  happened,  as 
I  stopped  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  that  these  eyes 
rested  upon  mine  with  that  wistful  expression  of 
wondering  thoughtfulness  which  we  all  know 
sometimes  in  very  little  children.  They  re- 
mained fixed  on  mine,  and  never  turned  froni 
me  while  I  stood  there.  When  the  utterance 
of  that  plaintive  sound  shook  the  little  form, 
the  gaze  still  remained  unchanged.  I  felt  as 
though  the  child  implored  me  to  tell  the  story 
of  the  little  hospital  in  which  it  was  sheltered  to 
any  gentle  heart  I  could  address.  Laying  my 
world-worn  hand  upon  the  little  unmarked 
clasped  hand  at  the  chin,  I  gave  it  a  silent 
promise  that  I  would  do  so. 

A  gentleman  and  lady,  a  young  husband  and 
wife,  have  bought  and  fitted  up  this  building 
for  its  present  noble  use,  and  have  quietly 
settled  themselves  in  it  as  its  medical  officers 
and  directors.  Both  have  had  considerable 
practical  experience  of  medicine  and  surgery ; 
he  as  house  surgeon  of  a  great  London  Hos- 
pital ;  she  as  a  very  earnest  student,  tested  by 
severe  examination,  and  also  as  a  nurse  of  the 
sick  poor  during  the  prevalence  of  cholera. 

With  every  qualification  to  lure  them  away, 
with  youth  and  accomplishments  and  tastes  and 
habits  that  can  have  no  response  in  any  breast 
near  them,  close  begirt  by  every  repulsive  cir- 
cumstance inseparable  from  such  a  neighbour- 
hood, there  they  dwell.  They  live  in  the  hos- 
pital itself,  and  their  rooms  are  on  its  first  fioor. 
Sitting  at  their  dinner-table,  they  could  hear  the 
cry  of  one  of  the  children  in  pain.  The  lady's 
piano,  drawing  materials,  books,  and  other  such 
evidences  of  refinement,  are  as  much  a  part  ot 
the  rough  place  as  the  iron  bedsteads  of  the 
little  patients.  They  are  put  to  shifts  for  room, 
like  passengers  on  board  ship.  The  dispenser 
of  medicines  (attracted  to  them  not  by  self- 
interest,  but  by  their  own  magnetism  and  that 
of  their  cause)  sleeps  in  a  recess  in  the  dining- 
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room,   and  has  his   washing   apparatus  in   the 
sideboard. 

Their  contented  manner  of  making  the  best 
of  the  things  around  them  I  found  so  plea- 
santly inseparable  from  their  usefulness  !  Their 
pride  in  this  partition  tJiat  we  put  up  ourselves, 
or  in  that  partition  that  we  took  down,  or  in 
that  other  partition  that  we  moved,  or  in  the 
stove  that  was  given  us  for  the  waiting-room,  or 
in  our  nightly  conversion  of  the  little  consulting- 
room  into  a  smoking-room  !  Their  admira:ion 
of  the  situation,  if  we  could  only  get  rid  of  its 
one  objectionable  incident,  the  coal-yard  at  the 
back  !  "  Our  hospital  carriage,  presented  by  a 
friend,  and  very  useful."  That  was  my  presenta- 
tion to  a  perambulator,  for  which  a  coach-house 
had  been  discovered  in  a  corner  down-stairs, 
just  large  enough  to  hold  it.  Coloured  prints, 
in  all  stages  of  preparation  for  being  added 
to  those  already  decorating  the  wards,  were 
plentiful;  a  charming  wooden  phenomenon  of 
a  bird,  with  an  impossible  top-knot,  who  ducked 
his  head  when  you  set  a  counter-weight  going, 
had  been  inaugurated  as  a  public  statue  that 
very  morning  ;  and  trotting  about  among  the 
beds,  on  familiar  terms  with  all  the  patients, 
was  a  comical  mongrel  dog,  called  Poodles. 
This  "comical  dog  (quite  a  tonic  in  himself)  was 
found  characteristically  starving  at  the  door  of 
the  institution,  and  was  taken  in  and  fed,  and 
has  lived  here  ever  since.  An  admirer  of  his 
mental  endowments  has  presented  him  with  a 
collar  bearing  the  legend,  "Judge  not  Poodles 
by  external  appearances."  He  was  merrily 
wagging  his  tail  on  a  boy's  pillow  when  he 
made  this  modest  appeal  to  me. 

When  this  hospital  was  first  opened,  in 
January  of  the  present  year,  the  people  could 
not  possibly  conceive  but  that  somebody  paid 
for  the  services  rendered  there ;  and  were  dis- 
posed to  claim  them  as  a  right,  and  to  find  fault 
if  out  of  temper.  They  soon  came  to  under- 
stand the  case  better,  and  have  much  increased 
in  gratitude.  The  mothers  of  the  patients  avail 
themselves  very  freely  of  the  visiting  rules  ;  the 
fathers  often  on  Sundays.  There  is  an  un- 
reasonable (but  still,  I  think,  touching  and  in- 
telligible) tendency  in  the  parents  to  take  a 
child  away  to  its  wretched  home,  if  on  the  point 
of  death.  One  boy  who  had  been  thus  carried 
off  on  a  rainy  night,  when  in  a  violent  state  of 
inflammation,  and  who  had  been  afterwards 
brought  back,  had  been  recovered  with  exceed- 
ing difticulty ;  but  he  was  a  jolly  boy,  with  a 
specially  strong  interest  in  his  dinner,  when  I 
saw  him. 

Insufficient  food  and  unwholesome  livin?  are 


the  main  causes  of  disease  among  these  small 
patients.  So  nourishment,  cleanliness,  and  ven- 
tilation are  the  main  remedies.  Discharged 
patients  are  looked  after,  and  invited  to  come 
and  dine  now  and  then ;  so  are  certain  famish- 
ing creatures  who  were  never  patients.  Both 
the  lady  and  the  gentleman  are  well  acquainted, 
not  only  with  the  histories  of  the  patients  and 
their  families,  but  with  the  characters  and  cir- 
cumstances of  great  numbers  of  their  neigh- 
bours :  of  these  they  keep  a  register.  It  is  their 
common  experience  that  people,  sinking  down 
by  inches  into  deeper  and  deeper  poverty,  will 
conceal  it,  even  from  them,  if  possible,  unto  the 
very  last  extremity. 

The  nurses  of  this  hospital  are  all  young — 
ranging,  say,  from  nineteen  to  four-and-twenty. 
They  have  even  within  these  narrow  limits  what 
many  well-endowed  hospitals  would  not  give 
them,  a  comfortable  room  of  their  own  in  which 
to  take  their  meals.  It  is  a  beautiful  truth,  that 
interest  in  the  children,  and  sympathy  with  their 
sorrows,  bind  these  young  women  to  their  places 
far  more  strongly  than  any  other  consideration 
could.  The  best  skilled  of  the  nurses  came 
originally  from  a  kindred  neighbourhood,  almost 
as  poor ;  and  she  knew  how  much  tlie  work 
was  needed.  She  is  a  fair  dressmaker.  The 
hospital  cannot  pay  her  as  many  pounds  in  the 
year  as  there  are  months  in  it ;  and  one  day  the 
lady  regarded  it  as  a  duty  to  speak  to  her  about 
her  improving  her  prospects,  and  following  her 
trade.  No,  she  said :  she  could  never  be  so 
useful  or  so  happy  elsewhere  any  more  :  she 
must  stay  among  the  children.  And  she  stays. 
One  of  the  nurses,  as  I  passed  her,  was  washing 
a  baby  boy.  Liking  her  pleasant  face,  I  stopped 
to  speak  to  her  charge — a  common,  bullet- 
headed,  frowning  charge  enough,  laying  hold  of 
his  own  nose  with  a  slippery  grasp,  and  staring 
very  solemnly  out  of  a  blanket.  The  melting 
of  the  pleasant  face  into  delighted  smiles,  as 
this  young  gentleman  gave  an  unexpected  kick, 
and  laughed  at  me,  was  almost  worth  iwj  pre- 
vious pain. 

An  affecting  play  was  acted  in  Paris  years 
ago,  called  "The  Children's  Doctor.'  As  I 
])arted  from  my  children's  Doctor  now  in  ques- 
tion, I  saw  in  his  easy  black  necktie,  in  his  loose 
buttoned  black  frock-coat,  in  his  pensive  face, 
in  the  flow  of  his  dark  hair,  in  his  eyelashes,  in 
the  very  turn  of  his  moustache,  the  exact  real- 
isation of  the  Paris  artist's  ideal  as  it  was  pre- 
sented on  the  stage.  But  no  romancer  that  I 
know  of  has  had  the  boldness  to  prefigure  the  life 
and  home  of  this  young  husband  and  young  wife 
in  the  Children's  Hospital  in  the  East  of  London. 
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I  came  away  from  Ratcliflf  by  the  Stepney 
railway  station  to  the  terminus  at  Fenchurch 
Street.  Any  one  who  will  reverse  that  route 
may  retrace  my  steps. 


XXXI. 

ABOARD  SHIP. 

MY  journeys  as  Uncommercial  Traveller  for 
the    firm    of   Human  Interest  Brothers 
have  not  slackened  since  I  last  reported  of  them, 


but  have  kept  me  continually  on  the  move.  I 
remain  in  the  same  idle  employment.  I  never 
solicit  an  order,  I  never  get  any  commission,  I 
am  the  rolling  stone  that  gathers  no  moss, — 
unless  any  should  by  chance  be  found  among 
these  samples. 

Some  half  a  year  ago,  I  found  myself  in  my 
idlest,  dreamiest,  and  least  accountable  condi- 
tion altogether,  on  board  ship,  in  the  harbour 
of  the  city  of  New  York,  in  the  United  States 
of  America.  Of  all  the  good  ships  afloat,  mine 
was  the  good  steamship  Russia,  Capt.  Cook. 


■TROTTING    ABOUT  AMONG    THE    BEDS,    ON    FAMILIAR    TERMS  WITH  ALL    THE    PATIENTS,   WAS    A     COMICAL 

MONGREL  DOG,   CALLED  POODLES." 


Cunard  Line,  bound  for  Liverpool.  What  more 
could  I  wish  for  ? 

I  had  nothing  to  wish  for  but  a  prosperous 
passage.  My  salad  days,  when  I  was  green  of 
visage  and  sea-sick,  being  gone  with  better 
things  (and  no  worse),  no  coming  event  cast  its 
shadow  before. 

I  might,  but  a  few  moments  previously,  have 
imitated  Sterne,  and  said,  "  '  And  yet,  methinks. 


Eugenius,' — laying  my  forefinger  wistfully  on 
his  coat-sleeve,  thus, — 'and  yet,  methinks, 
Eugenius,  'tis  but  sorry  work  to  part  with  thee, 
for  what  fresh  fields,  ...  my  dear  Eugenius, 
.  .  .  can  be  fresher  than  thou  art,  and  in  what 
pastures  new  shall  I  find  Eliza,  or  call  her, 
Eugenius,  if  thou  wilt,  Annie?  '  "—I  say  I  might 
have  done  this  ;  but  Eugenius  was  gone,  and  I 
hadn't  done  it. 


ASSISTING  AT  A   CHURCH  SERVICE. 
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I  was  resting  on  a  sky-light  on  the  hurricane 
deck,  watching  the  working  of  the  ship  very 
slowly  about,  that  she  might  head  for  England. 
It  was  high  noon  on  a  most  brilliant  day  in 
April,  and  the  beautiful  bay  was  glorious  and 
glowing.  Full  many  a  time,  on  shore  there,  had 
I  seen  the  snow  come  down,  down,  down  (itself 
like  down),  imtil  it  lay  deep  in  all  the  ways  of 
men,  and  particularly,  as  it  seemed,  in  my  way, 
for  I  had  not  gone  dry-shod  many  hours  for 
months.  Within  two  or  three  days  last  past  had 
I  watched  the  feathery  fall  setting  in  with  the 
ardour  of  a  new  idea,  instead  of  dragging  at 
the  skirts  of  a  worn-out  winter,  and  permitting 
glimpses  of  a  fresh  young  spring.  But  a  bright 
sun  and  a  clear  sky  had  melted  the  snow  in 
the  great  crucible  of  nature;  and  it  had  been 
poured  out  again  that  morning  over  sea  and  land, 
transformed  into  myriads  of  gold  and  silver 
sparkles. 

The  ship  was  fragrant  with  flowers.  Some- 
thing of  the  old  Mexican  passion  for  flowers 
may  have  gradually  passed  into  North  America, 
where  flowers  are  luxuriously  grown  and  taste- 
fully combined  in  the  richest  profusion  ;  but,  be 
that  as  it  may,  such  gorgeous  flarewellsin  flowers 
had  come  on  board,  that  the  small  officer's 
cabin  on  deck,  which  I  tenanted,  bloomed  over 
into  the  adjacent  scuppers,  and  banks  of  other 
flowers  that  it  couldn't  hold  made  a  garden  of 
the  unoccupied  tables  in  the  passengers'  saloon. 
These  delicious  scents  of  the  shore,  mingling 
with  the  fresh  airs  of  the  sea,  made  the  atmo- 
sphere a  dreamy,  an  enchanting  one.  And  so, 
with  the  watch  aloft  setting  all  the  sails,  and 
with  the  screw  below  revolving  at  a  mighty  rate, 
and  occasionally  giving  the  ship  an  angry  shake 
for  resisting,  I  fell  into  my  idlest  ways,  and  lost 
myself. 

As,  for  instance,  whether  it  was  I  lying  there, 
or  some  other  entity  even  more  mysterious,  was 
a  matter  I  was  far  too  lazy  to  look  into.  What 
did  it  signify  to  me  if  it  were  I  ?  or  to  the  more 
mysterious  entity,  if  it  were  he  ?  Equally  as  to 
the  remembrances  that  drowsily  floated  by  me, 
or  by  him,  why  ask  when  or  where  the  things 
happened  ?  Was  it  not  enough  that  they  befell 
at  some  time,  somewhere  ? 

There  was  that  assisting  at  the  church  service 
on  board  another  steamship,  one  Sunday,  in  a 
stift"  breeze.  Perhaps  on  the  passage  out.  No 
matter.  Pleasant  to  hear  the  ship's  bells  go  as 
like  church-bells  as  they  could;  ])!easant  to  see 
the  watch  off  duty  mustered  and  come  in  :  best 
hats,  best  Guernseys,  washed  hands  and  faces, 
smoothed  heads.  But  then  arose  a  set  of  cir- 
cumstances so  rampantly  comical,  that  no  check 


which  the  gravest  intentions  could  put  upon 
them  would  hold  them  in  hand.  Thus  the 
scene.  Some  seventy  passengers  assembled  at 
the  saloon  tables.  Prayer-books  on  tables. 
Ship  rolling  heavily.  Pause.  No  minister. 
Rumour  has  related  that  a  modest  young  clergy- 
man on  board  has  responded  to  the  captain's 
request  that  he  will  officiate.  Pause  again,  and 
very  heavy  rolling. 

Closed  double  doors  suddenly  burst  open, 
and  two  strong  stewards  skate  in,  supporting 
minister  between  them.  General  appearance  as 
of  somebody  picked  up  drunk  and  incapable, 
and  under  conveyance  to  station-house.  Stop- 
page, pause,  and  particularly  heavy  rolling. 
Stewards  watch  their  opportunity,  and  balance 
themselves,  but  cannot  balance  minister  ;  who, 
struggling  with  a  drooping  head  and  a  backward 
tendency,  seems  determined  to  return  below, 
while  they  are  as  determined  that  he  shall  be 
got  to  the  reading-desk  in  mid-saloon.  Desk 
portable,  sliding  away  down  a  long  table,  and 
aiming  itself  at  the  breasts  of  various  members 
of  the  congregation.  Here  the  double  doors, 
which  have  been  carefully  closed  by  other 
stewards,  fly  open  again,  and  worldly  passenger 
tumbles  in,  seemingly  with  pale-ale  designs : 
who,  seeking  friend,  says,  "Joe!"  Perceiving 
incongruity,  says,  "  Hullo  !  Beg  yer  pardon  ! '' 
and  tumbles  out  again.  All  this  time  the  con- 
gregation have  been  breaking  up  into  sects, — 
as  the  manner  of  congregations  often  is. — each 
sect  sliding  away  by  itself,  and  all  pounding  the 
weakest  sect  which  slid  first  into  the  corner. 
Utmost  point  of  dissent  soon  attained  in  every 
corner,  and  violent  rolling.  Stewards  at  length 
make  a  dash  ;  conduct  minister  to  tlic  mast  in 
the  centre  of  the  saloon,  which  he  embraces 
with  both  arms  ;  skate  out ;  and  leave  him  in 
that  condition  to  arrange  afVairs  with  flock. 

There  was  another  Sunday,  when  an  oflicer 
of  the  ship  read  the  service.  It  was  quiet  arid 
impressive,  until  we  fell  upon  the  dangerous  and 
perfectly  unnecessary  experiment  of  striking  up 
a  hymn.  After  it  was  given  out,  we  all  rose, 
but  everybody  left  it  to  somebody  else  to  begin. 
Silence  resulting,  the  oflicer  (no  singer  himself) 
rather  reproachfully  gave  us  the  first  line  again, 
upon  which  a  rosy  pipi)in  of  an  old  gentleman, 
remarkable  throughout  the  passage  for  his  cheer- 
ful politeness,  gave  a  little  stamp  with  his  boot 
(as  if  he  were  leading  ofi'a  country  dance),  and 
blithely  warbled  us  into  a  show  of  joining.  At 
the  end  of  the  first  verse  we  became,  through 
these  tactics,  so  much  refreshed  and  encouraged, 
that  none  of  us,  howsoever  unmelodious,  would 
submit  to  be  left  out  of  the  second  verse;  while, 
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as  to  the  third,  we  lifted  up  our  voices  in  a  sacred 
howl  that  left  it  doubtful  whether  we  were  the 
more  boastful  of  the  sentiments  we  united  in 
])rofessing,  or  of  professing  them  with  a  most 
discordant  defiance  of  time  and  tune. 

'•  Lord  bless  us  ! "  thought  I,  when  the  fresh 
remembrance  of  these  things  made  me  laugli 
heartily  alone  in  the  dead  water-gurgling  waste 
of  the  night,  what  time  I  was  wedged  into  my 
berth  by  a  wooden  bar,  or  I  must  have  rolled 
out  of  it,  "  what  errand  was  I  then  upon,  and  to 
what  Abyssinian  point  had  public  events  then 
marched  ?  No  matter  as  to  me.  And  as  to 
them,  if  the  wonderful  popular  rage  for  a  play- 
thing (utterly  confounding  in  its  inscrutable  un- 
reason) had  not  then  lighted  on  a  poor  young 
savage  boy,  and  a  poor  old  screw  of  a  horse, 
and  hauled  the  first  off  by  the  hair  of  his  princely 
head  to  '  inspect '  British  volunteers,  and  hauled 
the  second  off  by  the  hair  of  his  equine  tail  to 
the  Crystal  Palace,  why  so  much  the  better  for 
all  of  us  outside  Bedlam  ! " 

So,  sticking  to  the  ship,  I  was  at  the  trouble 
of  asking  myself  would  1  like  to  show  the  grog 
distribution  in  "  the  fiddle  "  at  noon  to  the  Grand 
United  Amalgamated  Total  Abstinence  Society  ? 
Yes,  I  think  I  should.  I  think  it  would  do  them 
good  to  smell  the  rum  under  the  circumstances. 
Over  the  grog,  mixed  in  a  bucket,  presides  the 
boatswain's  mate,  small  tin  can  in  hand.  Enter 
the  crew,  the  guilty  consumers,  the  grown-up 
brood  of  Giant  Despair,  in  contradistinction  to 
the  band  of  youthful  angel  Hope.  Some  in 
boots,  some  in  leggings,  some  in  tarpaulin  over- 
alls, some  in  frocks,  some  in  pea-coats,  a  very 
few  in  jackets,  most  with  sou'- wester  hats,  all 
with  something  rough  and  rugged  round  the 
throat ;  all  dripping  salt  water  where  they  stand ; 
all  pelted  by  weather,  besmeared  with  grease, 
and  blackened  by  the  sooty  rigging. 

Each  man's  knife  in  its  sheath  in  his  girdle, 
loosened  for  dinner.  As  the  first  man,  with  a 
knowingly-kindled  eye,  watches  the  filling  of  the 
poisoned  chalice  (truly  but  a  very  small  tin  mug, 
to  be  prosaic),  and,  tossing  back  his  head,  tosses 
the  contents  into  himself,  and  passes  the  empty 
.chalice,  and  passes  on,  so  the  second  man,  with  an 
anticipatory  wipe  of  his  mouth  on  sleeve  or  hand- 
kerchief, bides  his  turn,  and  drinks  and  hands  and 
l^asses  on,  in  whom,  and  in  each  as  his  turn 
approaches,  beams  a  knowingly-kindled  eye,  a 
brighter  temper,  and  a  suddenly-awakened  tend- 
ency to  be  jocose  with  some  shipmate.  Nor  do  I 
even  observe  that  the  man  in  charge  of  the  ship's 
lamps,  who,  in  right  of  his  office,  has  a  double 
allowance  of  poisoned  chalices,  seems  thereby 
vastly  degraded,  even  though   he   empties  the 


chalices  into  himself,  one  after  the  other,  much 
as  if  he  Avere  delivering  their  contents  at  some 
absorbent  establishment  in  which  he  had  no  per- 
sonal interest.  But  vastly  comforted  I  note 
tliem  all  to  be,  on  deck  presently,  even  to  the 
circulation  of  redder  blood  in  their  cold  blue 
knuckles;  and  when  I  look  up  at  them  lying 
out  on  the  yards,  and  holding  on  for  life  among 
the  beating  sails,  I  cannot  for  my  life  see  the 
justice  of  visiting  on  them — or  on  me — the 
tlrunken  crimes  of  any  number  of  criminals 
arraigned  at  the  heaviest  of  assizes. 

Abetting  myself  in  my  idle  humour,  I  closed 
my  eyes,  and  recalled  life  on  board  of  one  of 
those  mail  packets,  as  I  lay,  part  of  that  day,  in 
the  Bay  of  New  York,  O  !  The  regular  life 
began — mine  always  did,  for  I  never  got  to  sleep 
afterwards — with  the  rigging  of  the  pump  while 
it  was  yet  dark,  and  washing  down  of  decks. 
Any  enormous  giant  at  a  prodigious  hydropathic 
establishment,  conscientiously  undergoing  the 
water  cure  in  all  its  departments,  and  extremely 
particular  about  cleaning  his  teeth,  would  make 
those  noises.  Swash,  splash,  scrub,  rub,  tooth- 
brush, bubble,  swash,  splash,  bubble,  tooth- 
brush, splash,  splash,  bubble, .  rub.  Then  the 
day  would  break,  and,  descending  froni  my 
berth  by  a  graceful  ladder  composed  of  half- 
opened  drawers  beneath  it,  I  would  reopen  my 
outer  dead-light  and  my  inner  sliding  window 
(closed  by  a  watchman  during  the  water-cure), 
and  would  look  out  at  the  long-rolling,  lead- 
coloured,  white-topped  waves  over  which  the 
dawn,  on  a  cold  winter  morning,  cast  a  level 
lonely  glance,  and  through  which  the  ship  fought 
her  melancholy  way  at  a  terrific  rate.  And 
now,  lying  down  again,  awaiting  the  season  for 
broiled  ham  and  tea,  I  would  be  compelled  to 
listen  to  the  voice  of  conscience, — the  screw. 

It  might  be,  in  some  cases,  no  more  than  the 
voice  of  stomach ;  but  I  called  it  in  my  fancy 
by  the  higher  name.  Because  it  seemed  to  me 
that  we  were  all  of  us,  all  day  long,  endeavour- 
ing to  stifle  the  voice.  Because  it  was  under 
everybody's  pillow,  everybody's  plate,  every- 
body's camp-stool,  everybody's  book,  every- 
body's occupation.  Because  we  pretended  not 
to  hear  it,  especially  at  meal-times,  evening 
whist,  and  morning  conversation  on  deck;  but 
it  was  always  among  us  in  an  under  monotone, 
not  to  be  drowned  in  pea-soup,  not  to  be 
shuffled  with  cards,  not  to  be  diverted  by  books, 
not  to  be  knitted  into  any  pattern,  not  to  be 
walked  away  from.  It  was  smoked  in  the 
weediest  cigar,  and  drunk  in  the  strongest  cock- 
tail ;  it  was  conveyed  on  deck  at  noon  with 
limp  ladies,  who    lay  there   in   their  wrappers 
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until  the  stars  shone  ;  it  waited  at  table  with 
the  stewards ;  nobody  could  put  it  out  with  the 
■fights.  It  was  considered  (as  on  shore)  ill  bred 
to  acknowledge  the  voice  of  conscience.  It 
was  not  polite  to  mention  it.  One  squally  day 
an  amiable  gentleman  in  love  gave  much  offence 
to  a  surrounding  circle,  including  the  object  of 
his  attachment,  by  saying  of  it,  after  it  had 
goaded  him  over  two  easy-chairs  and  a  sky- 
light, '•  Screw  !  " 

Sometimes  it  would  appear  subdued.  In 
fleeting  moments,  when  bubbles  of  champagne 
pervaded  the  nose,  or  when  there  was  "  hot 
pot "  in  the  bill  of  fare,  or  when  an  old  dish  we 
had  had  regularly  every  day  was  described  in 
that  official  document  by  a  new  name, — under 
such  excitements,  one  would  almost  believe  it 
hushed.  The  ceremony  of  washing  plates  on 
deck,  perfomied  after  every  meal  by  a  circle  as 
of  ringers  of  crockery  triple-bob  majors  for  a 
prize,  would  keep  it  down.  Hauling  the  reel, 
taking  the  sun  at  noon,  posting  the  twenty-four 
hours'  run,  altering  the  ship's  time  by  the  meri- 
dian, casting  the  waste  food  overboard,  and  at- 
tracting the  eager  gulls  that  followed  in  our 
wake, — these  events  would  suppress  it  for 
awhile.  But,  the  instant  any  break  or  pause 
took  place  in  any  such  diversion,  the  voice 
would  be  at  it  again,  importuning  us  to  the  last 
extent.  A  newly-married  young  pair,  who 
walked  the  deck  aftectionately  some  twenty 
miles  per  day,  would,  in  the  full  flush  of  their 
exercise,  suddenly  become  stricken  by  it,  and 
stand  trembling,  but  otherwise  immovable,  under 
its  reproaches. 

When  this  terrible  monitor  was  most  se\'ere 
with  us  was  when  the  time  approached  for  our 
retiring  to  our  dens  for  the  itight ;  when  the 
lighted  candles  in  the  saloon  grew  fewer  and 
fewer;  when  the  deserted  glasses  with  spoons  in 
them  grew  more  and  more  numerous ;  when 
waifs  of  toasted  cheese,  and  stra}'s  of  sardines 
fried  in  batter,  slid  languidly  to  and  fro  in  the 
table-racks  ;  when  the  man  who  always  read  had 
shut  up  his  book,  and  blown  out  his  candle  ; 
when  the  man  who  always  talked  had  ceased 
from  troubling  ;  when  the  man  who  was  always 
medically  reported  as  going  to  have  delirium 
tremens  had  put  it  off  till  to-moiTow  ;  when  the 
man  who  every  night  devoted  himself  to  a  mid- 
night smoke  on  deck  two  hours  in  length,  and 
who  every  night  was  in  bed  within  ten  minutes 
afterwards,  was  buttoning  himself  up  in  his  third 
coat  for  his .  hardy  vigil  :  for  then,  as  we  fell  off 
one  by  one,  and,  entering  our  several  hutches, 
came  into  a  peculiar  atmosphere  of  bilge-water 
and  \Viausor  soap,  the  voice  would  shake  us  to 


the  centre.  Woe  to  us  when  we  sat  down  on 
our  sofa,  watching  the  swinging  candle  for  ever 
trying  and  re-trying  to  stand  upon  his  head  !  or 
our  coat  upon  its  peg,  imitating  us  as  we 
appeared  in  our  gymnastic  da)S  by  sustaining 
itself  horizontally  from  the  wall,  in  emulation  of 
the  lighter  and  more  facile  towels !  Then  would 
the  voice  especially  claim  us  for  its  prey,  and 
rend  us  all  to  pieces. 

Lights  out,  we  in  our  berths,  and  the  wind 
rising,  the  voice  grows  angrier  and  deeper. 
Under  the  mattress  and  under  the  pillow,  under 
the  sofa  and  under  the  washing-stand,  under  the 
ship  and  under  the  sea,  seeming  to  rise  from  the 
foundations  under  the  earth  with  every  scoop  of 
the  great  Atlantic  (and  oh  !  why  scoop  so  ?), 
always  the  voice.  Vain  to  deny  its  existence  in 
the  night  season;  impossible  to  be  hard  of 
hearing ;  screw,  screw,  screw  '  Sometimes  it 
lifts  out  of  the  water  and  revolves  with  a  whirr, 
like  a  ferocious  firework, — except  that  it  never 
expends  itself,  but  is  always  ready  to  go  off 
again;  sometimes  it  seems  to  be  in  anguish ^nd 
shivers ;  sometimes  it  seems  to  be  terrified  by 
its  last  plunge,  and  has  a  fit  which  causes  it  to 
struggle,  quiver,  and  for  an  instant  stop.  And 
now  the  ship  sets  in  rolling,  as  only  ships  so 
fiercely  screwed  through  time  and  space,  day  and 
night,  fair  weather  and  foul,  can  roll. 

Did  she  ever  take  a  roll  before  like  that  last  ? 
Did  she  ever  take  a  roll  before  like  this  worse 
one  that  is  coming  now?  Here  is  the  partition 
at  my  ear  down  in  the  deep  on  the  lee  side. 
Are  we  ever  coming  up  again  together?  I 
think  not ;  the  partition  and  I  are  so  long  about 
it  that  I  really  do  believe  we  have  overdone  it 
this  time.  Heavens,  what  a  scoop  !  What  a 
deep  scoop,  what  a  hollow  scoop,  what  a  long 
scoop  !  Will  it  ever  end,  and  can  we  bear  the 
heavy  mass  of  water  we  have  taken  on  board, 
and  which  has  let  loose  all  the  table  furniture  in 
the  officers'  mess,  and  has  beaten  open  the  door 
of  the  little  passage  between  the  purser  and  me, 
and  is  swashing  about  even  there  and  even 
here  ?  The  purser  snores  reassuringly,  and  the 
ship's  bells  striking.  I  hear  the  cheerful  "  All's 
well  ! "  of  the  watch  musically  given  back  the 
length  of  the  deck,  as  the  lately-diving  partition, 
now  high  in  air,  tries  (unsoftened  by  what  •\ve 
have  gone  through  together)  to  force  me  out  of 
bed  and  berth. 

"  All's  well !  "  Comforting  to  know,  though 
surely  all  might  be  better.  Put  aside  the  roll- 
ing and  the  rush  of  water,  and  think  of  darting 
through  such  darkness  with  such  velocity. 
j  Think  of  any  other  similar  object  coming  in  the 
opposite  direction ! 
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Whether  there  may  be  an  attraction  in  two 
such  moving  bodies  out  at  sea,  which  may  help 
accident  to  bring  them  into  collision?  Thoughts, 
too,  arise  (the  voice  never  silent  all  the  while, 
but  marvellously  suggestive)  of  the  gulf  below  ; 
of  the  strange  unfruitful  mountain  ranges  and 
deep  valleys  over  which  we  are  passing ;  of 
monstrous  fish  midway ;  of  the  ship's  sud- 
denly altering  her  course  on  her  own  account, 
and  with  a  wild  plunge  settling  down,  and 
making  that  voyage  with  a  crew  of  dead  dis- 


coverers. Now,  too,  one  recalls  an  almost  uni- 
versal tendency  on  the  part  of  passengers  to 
stumble,  at  some  time  or  other  in  the  day,  on 
the  topic  of  a  certain  large  steamer  making  this 
same  run,  which  was  lost  at  sea,  and  never  heard 
of  more.  Everybody  has  seemed  under  a  spell, 
compelling  approach  to  the  threshold  of  the 
grim  subject,  stopjoage,  discomfiture,  and  pre- 
tence of  never  having  been  near  it.  The  boat- 
swain's whistle  sounds  !  A  change  in  the  wind, 
hoarse  orders  issuing,  and  the  watch  very  busv.' 


"  OVER  THE   GROG,   MIXED   IN   A   BUCKET,    PRESIDES  THE   BOATSWAIN'S   MATE. 


Sails  come  crashing  home  overhead,  ropes  (that 
seem  all  knot)  ditto ;  every  man  engaged  appears 
to  "have  twenty  feet,  with  twenty  times  the  ave- 
rage amount  of  stamping  power  in  each.  Gradu- 
ally the  noise  slackens,  the  hoarse  cries  die 
away,_  the  boatswain's  whistle  softens  into  the 
soothing  and  contented  notes,  which  rather 
reluctantly  admit  that  the  job  is  done  for  the 
time,  and  the  voice  sets  in  again. 

Thus  come  unintelligible  dreams  of  up    hill 
and  down,  and  swinging  and  swaying,  until  con- 


sciousness revives  of  atmospherical  Windsor 
soap  and  bilge-water,  and  the  voice  announces 
that  the  giant  has  come  for  the  water  cure 
again. 

Such  were  my  fanciful  reminiscences  as  I  lay, 
part  of  that  day,  in  the  Bay  of  New  York,  O  ! 
Also  as  we  passed  clear  of  the  Narrows,  and  got 
out  to  sea ;  also  in  many  an  idle  hour  at  sea  in 
sunny  weather !  At  length  the  observations 
and  computations  showed  that  we  should  make 
the  coast  of  Ireland  to-ni^rht.    So  I  stood  watch 
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on  deck  all  night  to-night,  to  see  how  we  made 
tlie  coast  of  Ireland. 

Very  dark,  and  the  sea  most  brilliantly  phos- 
phorescent. Great  way  on  the  ship,  and  double 
look-out  kept.  Vigilant  captain  on  the  bridge, 
vigilant  first  officer  looking  over  the  port  side, 
vigilant  second  officer  standing  by  the  quarter- 
n^aster  at  the  compass,  vigilant  third  officer 
posted  at  the  stern-rail  with  a  lantern.  No 
passengers  on  the  quiet  decks,  but  expectation 
everywhere  nevertheless.  The  two  men  at  the 
wheel  very  steady,  very  serious,  and  very 
prompt  to  answer  orders.  An  order  issued 
sharply  now  and  then,  and  echoed  back ;  other- 
wise the  night  drags  slowly,  silently,  and  with 
no  change. 

All  of  a  sudden,  at  the  blank  hour  of  two  '\\\ 
the  morning,  a  vague  movement  of  relief  from  a 
long  strain  expresses  itself  in  all  hands ;  the 
third  officer's  lantern  twinkles,  and  he  fires  a 
rocket,  and  another  rocket.  A  sullen  solitary 
light  is  pointed  out  to  me  in  the  black  sky 
yonder.  A  change  is  expected  in  the  light,  but 
none  takes  place.  "  Give  them  two  more 
rockets,  Mr.  Vigilant."  Two  more,  and  a  blue- 
light  burnt.  All  eyes  watch  the  light  again.  At 
last  a  little  toy  sky-rocket  is  flashed  up  from  it ; 
and,  even  as  that  small  streak  in  the  darkness 
dies  away,  we  are  telegraphed  to  Queenstown, 
Liverpool,  and  London,  and  back  again  under 
the  ocean  to  America. 

Then  up  come  the  half-dozen  passengers  who 
are  going  ashore  at  Queenstown,  and  up  comes 
tiie  mail  agent  in  charge  of  the  bags,  and  up 
come  the  men  who  are  to  carry  the  bags  into 
the  mail  tender  that  will  come  oft"  for  them  out 
of  the  harbour.  Lamps  and  lanterns  gleam  here 
and  there  about  the  decks,  and  impeding  bulks 
are  knocked  away  with  handspikes ;  and  the 
port-side  bulwark,  barren  but  a  moment  ago, 
bursts  into  a  crop  of  heads  of  seamen,  stewards, 
and  engineers. 

The  light  begins  to  be  gained  upon,  begins  to 
be  alongside,  begins  to  be  left  astern.  More 
rockets,  and,  between  us  and  the  land,  steams 
beautifully  the  Liman  steamship  City  of  Paris, 
for  New  York,  outward  bound.  We  observe 
with  complacency  that  the  wind  is  dead  against 
her  (it  being  tuith  us),  and  that  she  rolls  and 
pitches.  (The  sickest  passenger  on  board  is  the 
most  delighted  by  this  circumstance.)  Time 
rushes  by  as  we  rush  on  ;  and  now  we  see  the 
light  in  Queenstown  Harbour,  and  now  the 
lights  of  the  mail  tender  coming  out  to  us. 
What  vagaries  the  mail  tender  performs  on  the 
way,  in  every  point  of  the  compass,  especially 
in  those  where  she  has  no  business,  and  why  she 


performs  them.  Heaven  only  knows  !  At  length 
she  is  seen  plunging  within  a  cable's  length  of 
our  port  broadside,  and  is  being  roared  at 
through  our  speaking  trumpets  to  do  this  thing, 
and  not  to  do  that,  and  to  stand  by  the  other, 
as  if  she  were  a  very  demented  tender  indeed. 
Then,  we  slackening  amidst  a  deafening  roar 
of  steam,  this  much-abused  tender  is  made 
fast  to  us  by  hawsers,  and  the  men  in  readiness 
carry  the  bags  aboard,  and  return  for  more, 
bending  under  their  burdens,  and  looking  just 
like  the  pasteboard  figures  of  the  miller  and  his 
men  in  the  theatre  of  our  boyhood,  and  com- 
porting themselves  almost  as  unsteadily.  All  the 
while  the  unfortunate  tender  plunges  high  and 
low,  and  is  roared  at.  Then  the  Queenstown 
l)assengers  are  put  on  board  of  her,  with  infinite 
plunging  and  roaring,  and  the  tender  gets  heaved 
up  on  the  sea  to  that  surprising  extent  that  she 
looks  within  an  ace  of  washing  aboard  of  us, 
high  and  dry.  Roared  at  with  contumely  to  the 
last,  this  wretched  tender  is  at  length  let  go, 
with  a  final  plunge  of  great  ignominy,  and  falls 
spinning  into  our  wake. 

The  voice  of  conscience  resumed  its  dominion 
as  the  day  climbed  up  the  sky,  and  kept  by  all 
of  us  passengers  into  port ;  kept  by  us  as  we 
passed  other  lighthouses,  and  dangerous  islands 
oft"  the  coast,  where  some  of  the  officers,  with 
whom  I  stood  my  watch,  had  gone  ashore  in 
sailing  ships  in  fogs  (and  of  which,  by  that  token, 
they  seem  to  have  ciuite  an  affectionate  remem- 
brance), and  past  the  Welsh  coast,  and  past  the 
Cheshire  coast,  and  past  everything  and  every- 
where lying  between  our  ship  and  her  own 
special  dock  in  the  Mersey.  Oft"  which,  at  last, 
at  nine  of  the  clock,  on  a  fair  evening  early  in 
May,  we  stopped,  and  the  voice  ceased.  A 
very  curious  sensation,  not  unlike  having  my 
own  ears  stopped,  ensued  upon  that  silence; 
and  it  was  with  a  no  less  curious  sensation  that 
I  went  over  the  side  of  the  good  Cunard  ship 
Russia  (whom  prosperity  attend  through  all  her 
voyages  !)  and  surveyed  the  outer  hull  of  the 
gracious  monster  that  the  voice  had  inhabited. 
So,  perhaps,  shall  we  all,  in  the  spirit,  one  day 
survey  the  frame  that  held  the  busier  voice  from 
which  my  vagrant  fancy  derived  this  similitude. 


XXXI 1. 

A   LITTLE   DINNER    IN   AN    HOUR. 

IT    fell    out,  on   a   day   in    this   last  autumn, 
that   I  had  to  go  down   from  London  to  a 
place  of  seaside  resort,  on  an  hour's  business, 
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accompanied  by  my  esteemed  friend  Bullfinch. 
Let  the  place  of  seaside  resort  be,  for  the 
nonce,  called  Namelesston. 

I  had  been  loitering  about  Paris  in  very 
hot  weather,  pleasantly  breakfasting  in  the 
open  air  in  the  garden  of  the  Palais  Royal  or 
the  Tuileries,  pleasantly  dining  in  the  open  air 
in  the  Elysian  Fields,  pleasantly  taking  my  cigar 
and  lemonade  in  the  open  air  on  the  Italian 
Boulevard  towards  the  small  hours  after  mid- 
night. Bullfinch — an  excellent  man  of  business 
— had  summoned  me  back  across  the  Channel, 
to  transact  this  said  hour's  business  at  Nameless- 
ton  ;  and  thus  it  fell  out  that  Bullfinch  and  I 
were  in  a  railway  carriage  together  on  our  way 
to  Namelesston,  each  with  his  return  ticket  in 
his  waistcoat  pocket. 

Says  Bullfinch,  "  I  have  a  proposal  to  make. 
Let  us  dine  at  the  Temeraire." 

I  asked  Bullfinch,  did  he  recommend  the 
Temeraire  ?  inasmuch  as  I  had  not  been  rated 
on  the  books  of  the  Temeraire  for  many  years. 

Bullfinch  declined  to  accept  the  responsibility 
of  recommending  the  Temeraire,  but,  on  the 
whole,  was  rather  sanguine  about  it.  He 
''  seemed  to  remember,"  Bullfinch  said,  that  he 
had  dined  well  there.  A  plain  dinner,  but  good. 
Certainly  not  hke  a  Parisian  dinner  (here  Bull- 
finch obviously  became  the  prey  of  want  of  con- 
fidence), but  of  its  kind  very  fair. 

I  appeal  to  Bullfinch's  intimate  knowledge  of 
my  wants  and  ways  to  decide  whether  I  was 
usually  ready  to  be  pleased  with  any  dinner,  or 
— for  the  matter  of  that — with  anything  that  was 
fair  of  its  kind,  and  really  what  it  claimed  to  be. 
Bullfinch  doing  me  the  honour  to_respond  in  the 
aliirmative,  I  agreed  to  ship  myself  as  an  able 
trencherman  on  board  the  Temeraire. 

"  Now,  our  plan  shall  be  this,"  says  Bullfinch 
with  his  forefinger  at  his  nose.  "  As  soon  as  we 
get  to  Namelesston,  we'll  drive  straight  to  the 
Temeraire,  and  order  a  little  dinner  in  an  hour. 
And,  as  we  shall  not  have  more  than  enough 
time  in  which  to  dispose  of  it  comfortably,  what 
do  you  say  to  giving  the  house  the  best  oppor- 
tunities of  serving  it  hot  and  quickly  by  dining 
in  the  coffee-room  ?  " 

What  I  had  to  say  was,  Certainly.  Bullfinch 
(who  is  by  nature  of  a  hopeful  constitution)  then 
began  to  babble  of  green  geese.  But  I  checked 
him  in  that  Falstaffian  vein,  urging  considera- 
tions of  time  and  cookery. 

In  due  sequence  of  events  we  drove  up  to  the 
Temeraire,  and  alighted.  A  youth  in  livery  re- 
ceived us  on  the  door-step.  "  Looks  well," 
said  Bullfinch  confidentially.  And  then  aloud, 
"  Coffee-room ! " 


The  youth  in  livery  (now  perceived  to  be 
mouldy)  conducted  us  to  the  desired  haven,  and 
was  enjoined  by  Bullfinch  to  send  the  waiter  at 
once,  as  we  wished  to  order  a  little  dinner  in  an 
hour.  Then  Bullfinch  and  I  waited  for  the 
waiter,  until,  the  waiter  continuing  to  wait  in 
some  unknown  and  invisible  sphere  of  action, 
we  rang  for  the  waiter ;  which  ring  produced  the 
waiter,  who  announced  himself  as  not  the  waiter 
■who  ought  to  wait  upon  us,  and  who  didn't  wait 
a  moment  longer. 

So  Bullfinch  approach,  ed  the  coffee-room  door, 
and  melodiously  pitching  his  voice  into  a  bar 
where  two  young  ladies  were  keeping  the  books 
of  the  Temeraire,  apologetically  exjjlaincd  that 
we  wished  to  order  a  little  dinner  in  an  hour, 
and  that  we  were  debarred  from  the  execution 
of  our  inoffensive  purpose  by  consignment  to 
solitude. 

Hereupon  one  of  the  young  ladies  rang  a  bell, 
which  reproduced — at  the  bar  this  time — the 
waiter  who  was  not  the  waiter  who  ought  to  wait 
upon  us ;  that  extraordinary  man,  whose  life 
seemed  consumed  in  waiting  upon  people  to 
say  that  he  wouldn't  wait  upon  them,  repeated 
his  former  protest  with  great  indignation,  and 
retired. 

Bullfinch,  with  a  fallen  countenance,  was  about 
to  say  to  me,  "  This  won't  do,"  when  the  waiter 
who  ought  to  wait  upon  us  left  off  keeping  us 
waiting  at  last.  "  Waiter,"  said  Bullfinch  pite- 
ously,  "  we  have  been  a  long  time  waiting." 
The  waiter  who  ought  to  wait  upon  us  laid  the 
blame  upon  the  waiter  who  ought  not  to  wait 
upon  us,  and  said  it  was  all  that  waiter's  fault. 

"  We  wish,"  said  Bullfinch,  much  depressed, 
"  to  order  a  little  dinner  in  an  hour.  What  can 
we  have  ?  " 

"  What  would  you  like  to  have,  gentlemen  ?  " 

Bullfinch,  with  extreme  mournfulness  of  speech 
and  action,  and  with  a  forlorn  old  fly-blown  bill 
of  flire  in  his  hand  which  the  waiter  had  given 
him,  and  which  was  a  sort  of  general  manuscript 
index  to  any  cookery-book  you  please,  moved 
the  previous  question. 

We  could  have  mock-turtle  soup,  a  sole,*curry, 
and  roast  duck.  Agreed.  At  this  table,  by  this 
window.     Punctually  in  an  hour. 

I  had  been  feigning  to  look  out  of  this  window; 
but  I  had  l)een  taking  note  of  the  crumbs  on  all 
the  tables,  the  dirty  table-cloths,  the  stuffy,  soupy, 
airless  atmosphere,  the  stale  leavings  everywhtre 
about,  the  deep  gloom  of  the  waiter  who  ought 
to  wait  upon  us,  and  the  stomachache  with  whicli 
a  lonely  traveller  at  a  distant  table  in  a  corner 
was  too  evidently  afflicted.  I  now  pointed  out 
to  Bullfinch  the  alarming  circumstance  that  this 
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traveller  had  diucd.  We  hurriedly  debated 
whether,  without  infringement  of  good-breeding, 
we  could  ask  him  to  disclose  if  he  had  partaken 
of  mock  turtle,  sole,  curry,  or  roast  duck  ?  We 
decided  that  the  thing  could  not  be  politely 
done,  and  we  had  set  our  own  stomachs  on 
a  cast,  and  they  must  stand  the  hazard  of  the 
die. 

I  hold  phrenology,  within  certain  limits,  to  be 
true  ;  I  am  much  of  the  same  mind  as  to  the 
subtler  expressions  of  the  hand  ;  I  hold  physi- 
ognomy to  be  infallible ;  though  all  these  sciences 
demand  rare  qualities  in  the  student.  But  I  also 
hold  that  there  is  no  more  certain  index  to  per- 
sonal character  than  the  condition  of  a  set  of 
casters  is  to  the  character  of  any  hotel.  Know- 
ing, and  having  often  tested  this  theory  of  mine. 
Bullfinch  resigned  himself  to  the  worst,  when, 
laying  aside  any  remaining  veil  of  disguise,  I 
held  up  before  him  in  succession  the  cloudy 
oil  and  furry  vinegar,  the  clogged  cayenne,  the 
dirty  salt,  the  obscene  dregs  of  soy,  and  the 
anchovy  sauce  in  a  flannel  waistcoat  of  decom- 
position. 

We  went  out  to  transact  our  business.  So  in- 
spiriting was  the  relief  of  passing  into  the  clean 
and  windy  streets  of  Namelesston  from  the 
heavy  and  vapid  closeness  of  the  coffee-room  of 
the  Temeraire,  that  hope  began  to  revive  within 
us.  We  began  to  consider  that  perhaps  the 
lonely  traveller  had  taken  physic,  or  done  some- 
thing injudicious  to  bring  his  complaint  on. 
Bullfinch  remarked  that  he  thought  the  waiter 
who  ought  to  wait  upon  us  had  brightened  a 
little  when  suggesting  curry ;  and,  although  I 
knew  him  to  have  been  at  that  moment  the 
express  image  of  despair,  I  allowed  myself  to 
become  elevated  in  spirits.  As  we  walked  by 
the  softly-lapping  sea,  all  the  notabilities  of 
Namelesston,  who  are  for  ever  going  up 
and  down  with  the  changelessness  of  the  tides, 
passed  to  and  fro  in  procession.  Pretty  girls 
on  horseback,  and  with  detested  riding-masters  ; 
pretty  girls  on  foot ;  mature  ladies  in  hats, — 
spectacled,  strong-minded,  and  glaring  at  the 
opposite  or  weaker  sex.  The  Stock  Exchange 
was  strongly  represented,  Jerusalem  was  strongly 
represented,  the  bores  of  the  prosier  London 
clubs  were  strongly  represented.  Fortune- 
hunters  of  all  denominations  were  there,  from 
hirsute  insolvency  in  a  curricle,  to  closely- 
buttoned  swindlery  in  doubtful  boots,  on  the 
sharp  look-out  for  any  likely  young  gentleman 
disposed  to  play  a  game  at  billiards  round  the 
corner.  INIasters  of  languages,  their  lessons 
finished  for  the  day,  were  going  to  their  homes 
out  of  sight  of  the  sea ;  mistresses  of  accom- 


plishments, carrying  small  portfolios,  likewise 
tripped  homeward ;  pairs  of  scholastic  pupils, 
two  and  two,  went  languidly  along  the  beach, 
surveying  the  face  of  the  waters  as  if  waiting  for 
some  Ark  to  come  and  take  them  off.  Spectres 
of  the  George  the  Fourth  days  flitted  unsteadily 
among  the  crowd,  bearing  the  outward  semblance 
of  ancient  dandies,  of  every  one  of  whom  it 
might  be  said,  not  that  he  had  one  leg  in  the 
grave,  or  both  legs,  but  that  he  was  steeped  in 
grave  to  the  summit  of  his  high  shirt  collar,  and 
had  nothing  real  about  him  but  his  bones. 
Alone  stationary  in  the  midst  of  all  the  move- 
ments, the  Namelesston  boatmen  leaned  against 
the  railings  and  yawned,  and  looked  out  to  sea, 
or  looked  at  the  moored  fishing-boats  and  at 
nothing.  Such  is  the  unchanging  manner  of 
life  with  this  nursery  of  our  hardy  seamen  ;  and 
very  dry  nurses  they  are,  and  always  wanting 
something  to  drink.  The  only  two  nautical  per- 
sonages detached  from  the  railing  were  the  two 
fortunate  possessors  of  the  celebrated  monstrous 
unknown  barkmg  fish,  just  caught  (frequently 
just  caught  off  Namelesston),  who  carried  him 
about  in  a  hamper,  and  pressed  the  scientific  to 
look  in  at  the  lid. 

The  sands  of  the  hour  had  all  run  out  when 
we  got  back  to  the  Temeraire.  Says  Bullfinch, 
then,  to  the  youth  in  livery,  with  boldness, 
"  Lavatory  !" 

When  we  arrived  at  the  family  vault  with  a 
sky-light,  which  the  youth  in  livery  presented  as 
the  institution  sought,  we  had  already  whisked 
off  our  cravats  and  coats  ;  but,  finding  ourselves 
in  the  presence  of  an  evil  smell,  and  no  linen 
but  two  crumpled  towels  newly  damp  from  the 
countenances  of  two  somebody  elses,  we  put  on 
our  cravats  and  coats  again,  and  fled  unwashed 
to  the  coffee-room. 

There  the  waiter  who  ought  to  wait  upon  us 
had  set  forth  our  knives  and  forks  and  glasses? 
on  the  cloth  whose  dirty  acquaintance  we  had 
already  had  the  pleasure  of  making,  and  which 
we  were  pleased  to  recognise  by  the  familiar 
expression  of  its  stains.  And  now  there  occurred 
the  truly  surprising  i)henomenon,  that  the  waiter 
who  ought  not  to  wait  upon  us  swooped  down 
u])on  us,  clutched  our  loaf  of  bread,  and  vanished 
with  the  same. 

Bullfmch,  with  distracted  eyes,  was  following 
this  unaccountable  figure  "  out  at  the  portal," 
like  the  ghost  in  Haiplet,  when  the  waiter  who 
ought  to  wait  upon  us  jostled  against  it,  carrying 
a  tureen. 

''  ^^'aiter !  "  said  a  severe  diner,  lately  finished, 
perusing  his  bill  fiercely  through  his  eye-glass. 

The  waiter  put  down  our  tureen  on  a  remote 
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side-table,  and  went  to  see  what  was  amiss  in 
this  new  direction. 

"  This  is  not  right,  you  know,  waiter.  Look 
here  !  Here's  yesterday's  sherry,  one-and-eight- 
pcnce,  and  here  we  are  again  two  shiUings.  And 
wliat  does  sixpence  mean  ?  " 

So  far  from  knowing  what  sixpence  meant,  the 
waiter  protested  that  he  didn't  know  what  any- 
thing meant.  He  wiped  the  perspiration  from 
his  clammy  brow,  and  said  it  was  impossible  to 
do  it, — not  particularising  what, — and  the  kitchen 
was  so  far  off. 

"  Take  the  bill  to  the  bar  and  get  it  altered," 
said  Mr.  Indignation  Cocker,  so  to  call  him. 

The  waiter  took  it,  looked  intensely  at  it, 
didn't  seem  to  like  the  idea  of  taking  it  to  the 
bar,  and  submitted,  as  a  new  light  upon  the 
case,  that  perhaps  sixpence  meant  sixpence. 

"  I  tell  you  again,"  said  Mr.  Indignation 
Cocker,  "here's  yesterday's  sherry — can't  you 
see  it? — one-and-eightpence,  and  here  we  are 
again  two  shillings.  What  do  you  make  of  one- 
and-eightpence  and  two  shillings?" 

Totally  unable  to  make  anything  of  one-and- 
eightpence  and  two  shillings,  the  waiter  went 
out  to  try  if  anybody  else  could ;  merely  casting 
a  helpless  backward  glance  at  Bullfinch,  in  ac- 
knmvledgment  of  his  pathetic  entreaties  for  our 
soup-tureen.  After  a  pause,  during  which  Mr. 
Indignation  Cocker  read  a  newspaper  and 
coughed  defiant  coughs,  Bullfinch  arose  to  get 
the  tureen,  when  the  waiter  reappeared  and 
brought  it, — dropping  Mr.  Indignation  Cocker's 
altered  bill  on  Mr.  Indignation  Cocker's  table 
as  he  came  along. 

"  It's  quite  impossible  to  do  it,  gentlemen," 
murmured  the  waiter ;  "  and  the  kitchen  is  so 
far  off." 

"  Well,  you  don't  keep  the  house  ;  it's  not 
your  fault,  we  suppose.     Bring  some  sherry." 

"  Waiter  I "  from  Mr.  Indignation  Cocker, 
with  a  new  and  burning  sense  of  injury  upon 
him. 

The  waiter,  arrested  on  his  way  to  our  sherry, 
stopped  short,  and  came  back  to  see  what  was 
wrong  now. 

"Will  you  look  here?  This  is  worse  than 
before.  Do  you  understand?  Here's  yester- 
day's sherry,  one-and-eightpence,  and  here  we 
are  again  two  shillings.  And  what  the  devil 
does  ninepence  mean  ?  " 

This  new  portent  utterly  confounded  the 
waiter.  He  wrung  his  napkin,  and  mutely  ap- 
pealed to  the  ceiling. 

"  Waiter,  fetch  that  sherry,"  says  Bullfinch  in 
open  wrath  and  revolt. 

"  I  want  to  know,"  persisted  Mr.  Indignation 


Cocker,  "  the  meaning  of  ninepence.  I  want  to 
know  the  meaning  of  sherry  one-and-eightpence 
yesterday,  and  of  here  we  are  again  two  shillings. 
Send  somebody." 

The  distracted  waiter  got  out  of  the  room  on 
pretext  of  sending  somebody,  and  by  that  means 
got  our  wine.  But,  the  instant  he  appeared  with 
our  decanter,  Mr.  Indignation  Cocker  descended 
on  him  again. 

"  Waiter  ! " 

"  You  will  now  have  the  goodness  to  attend 
to  our  dinner,  waiter,"  said  Bullfinch  sternly. 

"  I  am  very  sorry,  but  it's  quite  impossible  to 
do  it,  gentlemen,"  pleaded  the  waiter  ;  "  and  the 
kitchen " 

"  Waiter  ! "  said  Mr.  Indignation  Cocker. 

" — Is,"  resumed  the  waiter,  "so  far  off, 
that " 

"  Waiter  !  "  persisted  Mr.  Indignation  Cocker, 
"  send  somebody." 

We  were  not  without  our  fears  that  the  waiter 
rushed  out  to  hang  himself;  and  we  were  much 
relieved  by  his  fetching  somebody, — in  graceful, 
flowing  skirts,  and  with  a  waist, — who  very  soon 
settled  Mr.  Indignation  Cocker's  business. 

"Oh  ! "  said  Mr.  Cocker,  with  his  fi;-e  sur- 
prisingly quenched  by  this  apparition  ;  "  I  wished 
to  ask  about  this  bill  of  mine,  because  it  appears 
to  me  that  there's  a  little  mistake  here.  Let  me 
show  you.  Here's  yesterday's  sherry  one-and- 
eightpence,  and  here  we  are  again  two  shillings. 
And  how  do  you  explain  ninepence?" 

However,  it  was  explained,  in  tones  too  soft 
to  be  overheard.  Mr.  Cocker  was  heard  to  say 
nothing  more  than  "  Ah-h-h  !  Indeed  ;  thank 
you  !  Yes,"  and  shortly  afterwards  went  out,  a 
milder  man. 

The  lonely  traveller  with  the  stomachache 
had  all  this  time  suffered  severely,  drawing  up  a 
leg  now  and  then,  and  sipping  hot  brandy-and- 
water  with  grated  ginger  in  it.  When  \ye  tasted 
our  (very)  mock-turtle  soup,  and  were  instantly 
seized  with  symptoms  of  some  disorder  simulat- 
ing apoplexy,  and  occasioned  by  the  surcharge 
of  nose  and  brain  with  lukewarm  dish-water 
holding  in  solution  sour  flour,  poisonous  condi- 
ments, and  (say)  seventy-five  per  cent,  of  mis- 
cellaneous kitchen-stuff  rolled  into  balls,  we 
were  inclined  to  trace  his  disorder  to  that  source. 
On  the  other  hand,  there  was  a  silent  anguish 
upon  him  too  strongly  resembling  the  results 
established  within  ourselves  by  the  sherry,  to  be 
discarded  from  alarmed  consideration.  Agam, 
we  observed  him,  with  terror,  to  be  much  over- 
come by  our  sole's  being  aired  in  a  temporary 
retreat  close  to  him,  while  the  waiter  went  out 
(as  we  conceived)  to  see  his  friends.     And,  when 
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the   curry   made   its   appearance,   he    suddenly 
retired  in  great  disorder. 

In  fine,  for  the  uneatable  part  of  this  little 
dinner  (as  contradistinguished  from  the  un- 
drinkable)  we  paid  only  seven  shillings  and  six- 
pence each.  And  Bullfinch  and  I  agreed  unani- 
mously that  no  such  ill-served,  ill-appointed, 
ill- cooked,  nasty  Uttle  dinner  could  be  got  for 
the  money  anywhere  else  under  the  sun.  With 
that  comfort  to  our  backs,  we  turned  them  on 
the  dear  old  Temeraire,  the  charging  Temeraire, 
and  resolved  (in  the  Scotch  dialect)  to  gang  nae 
mair  to  the  flabby  Temeraire. 


XXXIII. 


MR.   BARLOW. 


GREAT  reader  of  good  fiction  at  an 
unusually  early  age,  it  seems  to  me 
as  though  I  had  been  born  under 
the  superintendence  of  the  estimable 
but  terrific  gentleman  whose  name 
stands  at  the  head  of  my  present 
reflections.  The  instructive  mono- 
3^  maniac,  Mr.  Barlow,  will  be  remembered 
as  the  tutor  of  Master  Harry  Sandford  and 
Master  Tommy  Merton.  He  knev/  everything, 
and  didactically  improved  all  sorts  of  occasions, 
from  the  consumption  of  a  plate  of  cherries  to 
the  contemplation  of  a  starlight  night.  What 
youth  came  to  without  Mr.  Barlow  was  displayed 
in  the  history  of  Sandford  and  Merton,  by  the 
example  of  a  certain  awful  Master  Mash.  This 
young  wretch  wore  buckles  and  powder,  con- 
ducted himself  with  insupportable  levity  at  the 
theatre,  had  no  idea  of  facing  a  mad  bull  single- 
handed  (in  which  I  think  him  less  reprehensible, 
as  remotely  reflecting  my  own  character),  and 
v/as  a  frightful  instance  of  the  enervating  effects 
of  luxury  upon  the  human  race. 

Strange  destiny  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Barlow, 
to  go  down  to  posterity  as  childhood's  experience 
of  a  bore  !  Immortal  Mr.  Barlow,  boring  his 
way  through  the  verdant  freshness  of  ages ! 

My  personal  indictment  against  Mr.  Barlow 
is  one  of  many  counts.  I  will  proceed  to  set 
forth  a  few  of  the  injuries  he  has  done  me. 

In  the  first  place,  he  never  made  or  took  a 
joke.  This  insensibility  on  Mr.  Barlow's  part 
not  only  cast  its  own  gloom  over  my  boyhood, 
but  blighted  even  the  sixpenny  jest  books  of  the 
time ;  for  groaning  under  a  moral  spell  con- 
straining me  to  refer  all  things  to  Mr.  13arlow,  I 
could  not  choose  but  ask  myself  in  a  whisper, 


Avhen  tickled  by  a  printed  jest,  "  What  would  /le 
think  of  it?  What  would  he  see  in  it?"  The 
point  of  the  jest  immediately  became  a  sting, 
and  stung  my  conscience.  For  my  mind's  eye 
saw  him  stolid,  frigid,  perchance  taking  from  its 
shelf  some  dreary  Greek  book,  and  translating 
at  full  length  what  some  dismal  sage  said  (and 
touched  up  afterwards,  perhaps,  for  publication), 
when  he  banished  some  unlucky  joker  from 
Athens. 

The  incompatibility  of  Mr.  Barlow  with  all 
other  portions  of  my  young  life  but  himself,  the 
adamantine  inadaptability  of  the  man  to  my 
favourite  fancies  and  amusements,  is  the  thing 
for  which  I  hate  him  most.  What  right  had  he 
to  bore  his  way  into  my  Arabian  Nights?  Yet 
he  did.  He  was  always  hinting  doubts  of  the 
veracity  of  Sinbad  the  Sailor.  If  he  could  have 
got  hold  of  the  Wonderful  Lamp,  I  knew  he 
would  have  trimmed  it  and  lighted  it,  and  de- 
livered a  lecture  over  it  on  the  qualities  of  sperm 
oil,  with  a  glance  at  the  whale  fisheries.  He 
would  so  soon  have  found  out — on  mechanical 
principles — the  peg  in  the  neck  of  the  En- 
chanted Horse,  and  would  have  turned  it  the 
right  way  in  so  workmanlike  a  manner,  that  the 
horse  could  never  have  got  any  height  into  the 
air,  and  the  story  couldn't  have  been.  He 
would  have  proved,  by  map  and  compass,  that 
there  was  no  such  kingdom  as  the  delightful 
kingdom  of  Casgar,  on  the  frontiers  of  Tartary. 
He  would  have  caused  that  hypocritical  young 
prig  Harry  to  make  an  experiment, — with  the 
aid  of  a  temporary  building  in  the  garden  and  a 
dummy, — demonstrating  that  you  couldn't  let  a 
choked  hunchback  down  an  Eastern  chimney 
with  a  cord,  and  leave  him  upright  on  the 
hearth  to  terrify  the  sultan's  purveyor. 

The  golden  sounds  of  the  overture  to  the  first 
metropolitan  pantomime,  I  remember,  were 
alloyed  by  Mr.  Barlow.  Click  click,  ting  ting, 
bang  bang,  weedle  weedle  weedle,  bang  I  I 
recall  the  chilling  air  that  ran  across  my  irame 
and  cooled  my  hot  delight  as  the  thought 
occurred  to  me,  "  This  would  never  do  for  i>\x. 
Barlow!"  After  the  cnrtain  drew  up,  dreadful 
doubts  of  Mr.  Barlow's  considering  the  cos- 
tumes of  the  Nymphs  of  the  Nebula  as  being 
sufiiciently  opaque  obtruded  themselves  on  my 
enjoyment.  In  the  clown  I  j^erceived  two  per- 
sons ;  one  a  fascinating  unaccountable  creature 
of  a  hectic  complexion,  joyous  in  spirits,  though 
feeble  in  intellect,  with  flashes  of  brilliancy  ;  the 
other  a  pupil  for  Mr.  Barlow.  I  thought  how 
Mr.  Barlow  would  secretly  rise  early  in  the 
morning,  and  butter  the  pavement  for  //////,  and, 
when  he  had  brought  him  down,  would  look 
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severely  out  of  his  study  window,  and  ask  him 
how  he  enjoyed  the  fun. 

I  thought  how  Mr.  Barlow  would  heat  all  the 
pokers  in  the  house,  and  singe  him  with  the 
whole  collection,  to  bring  him  better  acquainted 
with  the  properties  of  incandescent  iron,  on 
Avhich  he  (Barlow)  would  fully  expatiate.  I 
pictured  Mr.  Barlow's  instituting  a  comparison 
between  the  clown's  conduct  at  his  studies, — 
drinking  up  the  ink,  licking  his  copy-book,  and 
using  his  head  for  blotting-paper, — and  that  of 
the  already-mentioned  young  prig  of  prigs, 
Harry,  sitting  at  the  Barlovian  feet,  sneakingly 
pretending  to  be  in  a  rapture  of  youthful  know- 
ledge. I  thought  how  soon  Mr.  Barlow  would 
smooth  the  clown's  hair  down,  instead  of  letting 
it  stand  erect  in  three  tall  tufts  ;  and  how,  after 
a  couple  of  years  or  so  with  Mr.  Barlow,  he 
would  keep  his  legs  close  together  when  he 
walked,  and  would  take  his  hands  out  of  his  big 
loose  pockets,  and  wouldn't  have  a  jump  left  in 
him. 

That  I  am  particularly  ignorant  what  most 
things  in  the  universe  are  made  of,  and  how 
they  are  made,  is  another  of  my  charges  against 
Mr.  Barlow.  With  the  dread  upon  me  of  de- 
veloping into  a  Harry,  and  with  a  further  dread 
upon  me  of  being  Barlowed  if  I  made  inquiries, 
by  bringing  down  upon  myself  a  cold  shower- 
bath  of  explanations  and  experiments,  I  forbore 
enlightenment  in  my  youth,  and  became,  as 
they  say  in  melodramas,  "  the  wreck  you  now 
behold."  That  I  consorted  with  idlers  and 
dunces  is  another  of  the  melancholy  facts  for 
which  I  hold  Mr.  Barlow  responsible.  That 
pragmatical  prig,  Harry,  became  so  detestable 
in  my  sight,  that,  he  being  reported  studious  in 
the  South,  I  would  have  fled  idle  to  the  ex- 
tremest  North.  Better  to  learn  misconduct 
from  a  Master  Mash  than  science  and  statistics 
from  a  Sandford  !  So  I  took  the  path  which, 
but  for  jMr.  Barlow,  I  might  never  have  trodden. 
Thought  I,  with  a  shudder,  "  Mr,  Barlow  is  a 
bore,  with  an  immense  constructive  power  of 
making  bores.  His  prize  specimen  is  a  bore. 
He  seeks  to  make  a  bore  of  me.  That  know- 
ledge is  power  I  am  not  prepared  to  gainsay  ', 
but,  with  Mr.  Barlow,  knowledge  is  power  to 
bore."  Therefore  I  took  refuge  in  the  caves  of 
ignorance,  wherein  I  have  resided  ever  since, 
and  which  are  still  my  private  address. 

But  the  weightiest  charge  of  all  my  charges 
against  Mr.  Barlow  is,  that  he  still  walks  the 
earth  in  various  disguises,  seeking  to  make  a 
Tommy  of  me,  even  in  my  maturity.  Irrepres- 
sible, instructive  monomaniac,  Mr.  Barlow  fills 
my   life   with   pitfalls,  and   lies   hiding  at   the 


bottom  to  burst  out  upon  me  when  I  least, 
expect  Iiim. 

A  few  of  these  dismal  experiences  of  mine 
shall  suffice. 

Knowing  Mr.  Barlow  to  have  invested  largely 
in  the  moving-panorama  trade,  and  having  on 
various  occasions  identified  him  in  the  dark 
with  a  long  wand  in  his  hand,  holding  forth  in 
his  old  way  (made  more  appalling  in  this  con- 
nection by  his  sometimes  cracking  a  piece  of 
Mr.  Carlyle's  own  Dead-Sea  fruit  in  mistake  for 
a  joke),  I  systematically  shun  pictorial  enter- 
tainment on  rollers.  Similarly,  I  should  demand 
responsible  bail  and  guaranty  against  the  ap- 
pearance of  Mr.  Barlow,  before  committing 
myself  to  attendance  at  any  assemblage  of  my 
fellow-creatures  where  a  bottle  of  water  and  a 
note-book  were  conspicuous  objects ;  for,  in 
either  of  those  associations,  I  should  expressly 
expect  him.  But  such  is  the  designing  nature 
of  the  man,  that  he  steals  in  where  no  reasoning 
precaution  or  prevision  could  expect  him.  As 
m  the  following  case  : — 

Adjoining  the  Caves  of  Ignorance  is  a  country- 
town.  In  this  country  town  the  Mississippi 
Momuses,  nine  in  number,  were  announced  to 
appear  in  the  Town-hall,  for  the  general  delecta- 
tion, this  last  Christmas  week.  Knowing  Mr. 
Barlow  to  be  unconnected  with  the  Mississippi, 
though  holding  republican  opinions,  and  deem- 
ing myself  secure,  I  took  a  stall.  My  object 
was  to  hear  and  see  the  Mississippi  IMomuses  in 
what  the  bills  described  as  their  "National 
ballads,  plantation  break-downs,  nigger  part 
songs,  choice  conundrums,  sparkhng  repartees, 
&c."  I  found  the  nine  dressed  alike,  in  the 
black  coat  and  trousers,  white  waistcoat,  very 
large  shirt-front,  very  large  shirt  collar,  and  very 
large  white  tie  and  wristbands,  which  constitute 
the  dress  of  the  mass  of  the  African  race,  and 
which  has  been  observed  by  travellers  to  prevail 
over  a  vast  number  of  degrees  of  latitude. .  All 
the  nine  rolled  their  eyes  exceedingly,  and  had 
very  red  lips.  At  the  extremities  of  the  curve 
they  formed,  seated  in  their  chairs,  were  the 
performers  on  the  tambourine  and  bones.  The 
centre  Momus,  a  black  of  melancholy  aspect 
(who  inspired  me  with  a  vague  uneasiness  for 
which  I  could  not  then  account),  performed  on 
a  Mississippi  instrument  closely  resembling  what 
was  once  called  in  this  island  a  hurdy-gurdy. 
The  Momuses  on  either  side  of  him  had  each 
another  instrument  peculiar  to  the  Father  of 
Waters,  which  may  be  likened  to^  a  stringed 
weather-glass  held  upside  down.  There  were 
likewise  a  little  flute  and  a  violin.  -VU  went 
well  for  awhile,  and  we  had  had  several  spark- 
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ling  repartees  exchanged  between  the  performers 
on  the  tambourine  and  bones,  when  the  black 
of  melancholy  aspect,  turning  to  the  latter,  and 
addressing  him  in  a  deep  and  improving  voice 
as  "  Bones,  sir,"  delivered  certain  grave  remarks 
to  him  concerning  the  juveniles  present,  and 
the  season  of  the  year;  whereon  I  perceived 
that  I  was  in  the  presence  of  Mr.  Barlow, 
corked  ! 

Another  night — and  this  was  in  London — I 
attended  the  representation  of  a  little  comedy. 
As  the  characters  Avere  lifelike  (and  consequently 
not  improving),  and  as  they  went  upon  their 
several  ways  and  designs  without  personally 
addressing  themselves  to  me,  I  felt  rather  con- 
fident of  coming  through  it  without  being  re- 
garded as  Tommy,  the  more  so  as  we  were 
clearly  getting  close  to  the  end.  But  I  deceived 
myself.  All  of  a  sudden,  and  apropos  of  nothing, 
everybody  concerned  came  to  a  check  and  halt, 
advanced  to  the  foot-lights  in  a  general  rally  to 
take  dead  aim  at  me,  and  brought  me  down 
with  a  moral  homily,  in  which  I  detected  the 
dread  hand  of  Barlow. 

Nay,  so  intricate  and  subtle  are  the  toils  of 
this  hunter,  that,  on  the  very  next  night  after 
that,  I  was  again  entrapped,  where  no  vestige  of 
a  spring  could  have  been  apprehended  by  the 
timidest.  It  was  a  burlesque  that  I  saw  per- 
formed ;  an  uncompromising  burlesque,  where 
everybody  concerned,  but  especially  the  ladies, 
carried  on  at  a  very  considerable  rate  indeed. 
Most  prominent  and  active  among  the  corps  of 
performers  was  what  I  took  to  be  (and  slie 
really  gave  me  very  fair  opportunities  of  coming 
to  a  right  conclusion)  a  young  lady  of  a  pretty 
figure.  She  was  dressed  as  a  picturesque 
young  gentleman,  whose  pantaloons  had  been 
cut  off  in  their  infancy ;  and  she  had  very  neat 
knees  and  very  neat  satin  boots.  Immediately 
after  singing  a  slang  song  and  dancing  a  slang 
dance,  this  engaging  figure  approached  the  fatal 
lamps,  and,  bending  over  them,  delivered  in  a 
thrilling  voice  a  random  eulogium  on,  and 
exhortation  to  pursue,  the  virtues.  '•'  Great 
Heaven  !  "  was  my  exclamation  3  "  Barlow  ! " 

There  is  still  another  aspect  in  which  Mr. 
Barlow  perpetually  insists  on  my  sustaining  the 
character  of  Tommy,  which  is  more  unendurable 
yet,  on  account  of  its  extreme  aggressiveness. 
For  the  purposes  of  a  review  or  newspaper,  he 
will  get  up  an  abstruse  subject  with  infinite 
pains,  will  Barlow,  utterly  regardless  of  the 
price  of  midnight  oil,  and,  indeed,  of  every- 
thing else,  save  cramming  himself  to  the 
eyes. 

But   mark.      When    Mr.    Barlow   blows    his    , 


information  off,  he  is  not  contented  with  having 
rammed  it  home,  and  discharged  it  upon  me, 
Tommy,  his  target,  but  he  pretends  that  he  was 
always  in  possession  of  it,  and  made  nothing  of 
it, — that  he  imbibed  it  with  mother's  milk, — 
and  that  I,  the  wretched  Tommy,  am  most 
abjectly  behindhand  in  not  having  done  the 
same.  I  ask.  Why  is  Tommy  to  be  always  the 
foil  of  Mr.  Barlow  to  this  extent  ?  What  Mr. 
Barlow  had  not  the  slightest  notion  of  himself  a 
week  ago,  it  surely  cannot  be  any  very  heavy 
backsliding  in  me  not  to  have  at  my  fingers' 
ends  to-day  !  And  yet  Mr.  Barlow  systemati- 
cally carries  it  over  me  with  a  high  hand,  and 
will  tauntingly  ask  me,  in  his  articles,  whether 
it  is  possible  that  I  am  not  aware  that  every 
school-boy  knows  that  the  fourteenth  turning  on 
the  left  in  the  steppes  of  Russia  will  conduct  to 
such  and  such  a  wandering  tribe?  with  other 
disparaging  questions  of  like  nature.  So,  when 
Mr.  Barlow  addresses  a  letter  to  any  journal  as 
a  volunteer  correspondent  (which  I  frequently 
find  him  doing),  he  will  previously  have  gotten 
somebody  to  tell  him  some  tremendous  techni- 
cality, and  will  write  in  the  coolest  manner, 
'•  Now,  sir,  I  may  assume  that  every  reader  of 
your  columns,  possessing  average  information 
and  intelligence,  knows  as  well  as  I  do  that " — 
say  that  the  draught  from  the  touch-hole  of  a 
cannon  of  such  a  calibre  bears  such  a  proportion 
in  the  nicest  fractions  to  the  drauglit  from  the 
muzzle ;  or  some  equally  familiar  little  fact. 
But,  whatever  it  is,  be  certain  that  it  always 
tends  to  the  exaltation  of  Mr.  Barlow,  and  the 
depression  of  his  enforced  and  enslaved  pupil. 

Mr.  Barlow's  knowledge  of  my  own  pursuits 
I  find  to  be  so  profound,  that  my  own  know- 
ledge of  them  becomes  as  nothing.  Mr.  Barlow 
(disguised  and  bearing  a  feigned  name,  but 
detected  by  me)  has  occasionally  taught  me,  in 
a  sonorous  voice,  from  end  to  end  of  a  long 
dinner-table,  trifles  that  I  took  the  liberty  of 
teaching  him  five-and-twenty  years  ago.  My 
closing  article  of  impeachment  against  Mr. 
Barlow  is,  that  he  goes  out  to  breakfast,  goes 
out  to  dinner,  goes  out  everywhere,  high  and 
low,  and  that  he  will  preach  to  me,  and  that  I 
can't  get  rid  of  him.  He  makes  of  me  a 
Promethean  Tommy,  bound ;  and  he  is  the 
vulture  that  gorges  itself  upon  the  liver  of  my 
un instructed  mind. 
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ON  AN  AMATEUR  BEAT. 


I'^-J-^T  is  one  of  my  fancies,  that  even 
1;;^^^  my  idlest  walk,  must  always  have  its 
appointed  destination.  I  set  my- 
self a  task  before  I  leave  my  lodging 
in  Covent  Garden  on  a  street  expe- 
dition, and  should  no  more  think  of 
altering  my  route  by  the  way,  or  turning 
back  and  leaving  a  part  of  it  unachieved, 
than  I  should  think  of  fraudulently  vio- 
lating an  agreement  entered  into  with  somebody 
else.  The  other  day,  finding  myself  under  this 
kind  of  obligation  to  proceed  to  Limehouse,  I 
started  punctually  at  noon,  in  compliance  with 
the  terms  of  the  contract  with  myself  to  which 
my  good  faith  was  pledged. 

On  such  an  occasion  it  is  my  habit  to  regard 
my  walk  as  my  beat,  and  myself  as  a  higher 
sort  of  police-constable  doing  duty  on  the  same. 
There  is  many  a  ruffian  in  the  streets  whom  I 
mentally  collar  and  clear  out  of  them,  who  would 
see  mighty  little  of  London,  I  can  tell  him,  if  I 
could  deal  with  him  physically. 

Issuing  forth  upon  this  very  beat,  and  follow- 
ing with  my  eyes  three  hulking  garrotters  on 
their  way  home, — which  home  I  could  confi- 
dently swear  to  be  within  so  many  yards  of 
Drury  Lane,  in  such  a  narrow  and  restricted 
direction  (though  they  live  in  their  lodging  quite 
as  undisturbed  as  I  in  mine), — I  went  on  duty 
with  a  consideration  which  I  respectfully  offer 
to  the  new  Chief  Commissioner, — in  whom  I 
thoroughly  confide  as  a  tried  and  efficient  public 
servant.  How  often  (thought  I)  have  I  been 
forced  to  swallow,  in  police  reports,  the  intole- 
rable stereotyped  pill  of  nonsense,  how  that  the 
police-constable  informed  the  worthy  magistrate 
how  that  the  associates  of  the  prisoner  did,  at 
that  present  speaking,  dwell  in  a  street  or  court 
which  no  man  dared  go  down,  and  how  that  the 
worthy  magistrate  had  heard  of  the  dark  repu- 
tation of  such  street  or  court,  and  how  that  our 
readers  would  doubtless  remember  that  it  was 
always  the  same  street  or  court  which  was  thus 
edifyingly  discoursed  about,  say,  once  a  fort- 
night. 

Now,  suppose  that  a  Chief  Commissioner  sent 
round  a  circular  to  every  division  of  police  em- 
ployed in  London,  requiring  instantly  the  names 
in  all  districts  of  all  such  much-pufted  streets  or 
courts  which  no  man  durst  go  down  ;  and  sup- 
pose that  in  such  circular  he  gave  plain  warning, 
"If  those  places  really  exist,  they  q.re  a  proof 
cf  police  inefficiency  which  I  mean  to  punish ; 


and  if  they  do  not  exist,  but  are  a  conventional 
fiction,  then  they  are  a  proof  of  lazy  tacit  police 
connivance  with  professional  crime,  which  I  also 
mean  to  ])unish  " — what  then  ?  Fictions  or  reali- 
ties, could  they  survive  the  touchstone  of  this 
atom  of  common  sense  ?  To  tell  us  in  open 
court,  until  it  has  become  as  trite  a  feature  of 
news  as  the  great  gooseberry,  that  a  costly  police 
system,  such  as  was  never  before  heard  of,  has 
left  in  London,  in  the  days  of  steam  and  gat- 
and  photographs  of  thieves  and  electric  tele- 
graphs, the  sanctuaries  and  stews  of  the  Stuarts ! 
Why,  a  parity  of  practice,  in  all  departments, 
would  bring  back  the  Plague  in  two  summers, 
and  the  Druids  in  a  century  ! 

Walking  faster  under  my  share  of  this  public 
injury,  I  overturned  a  wretched  little  creature, 
who,  clutching  at  the  rags  of  a  pair  of  trousers 
with  one  of  its  claws,  and  at  its  ragged  hair  with 
the  other,  pattered  with  bare  feet  over  the  muddy 
stones.  I  stopped  to  raise  and  succour  this  poor 
weeping  wretch,  and  fifty  like  it,  but  of  both 
sexes,  were  about  me  in  a  moment,  begging, 
tumbling,  fighting,  clamouring,  yelling,  shiver- 
ing in  their  nakedness  and  hunger.  The  piece 
of  money  I  had  put  into  the  claw  of  the  child  1 
had  overturned  was  clawed  out  of  it,  and  was 
again  clawed  out  of  that  wolfish  gripe,  and  again 
out  of  that,  and  soon  I  had  no  notion  in  what 
part  of  the  obscene  scuffle  in  the  mud,  of  rags 
and  legs,  and  arms  and  dirt,  the  money  might 
be.  In  raising  the  child,  I  had  drawn  it  aside 
out  of  the  main  thoroughfare,  and  this  took 
place  among  some  wooden  hoardings  and  bar- 
riers and  ruins  of  demolished  buildings  hard  by 
Temple  Bar. 

Unexpectedly,  from  among  them  emerged  a 
genuine  police-constable,  before  whom  the  dread- 
ful brood  dispersed  in  various  directions,  he 
making  feints  and  darts  in  this  direction  and  in 
that,  and  catching  nothing.  When  all  were 
frightened  away  he  took  off  his  hat,  pulled  out 
a  handkerchief  from  it,  wiped  his  heated  brow, 
and  restored  the  handkerchief  and  hat  to  their 
places,  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  had  discharged 
a  great  moral  duty, — as  indeed  he  had,  in  doing 
what  was  set  down  for  him.  I  looked  at  him, 
and  I  looked  about  at  the  disorderly  traces  in 
the  mud,  and  I  thought  of  the  drops  of  rain 
and  the  footprints  of  an  extinct  creature,  hoary- 
ages  upon  ages  old,  that  geologists  have  identi- 
fied on  the  face  of  a  clift ;  and  this  speculation 
came  over  me :  If  this  mud  could  petrify  at  this 
moment,  and  could  lie  concealed  here  for  ten 
thousand  years,  I  wonder  whether  the  race  of 
men  then  to  be  our  successors  on  the  earth 
could,  from  these  or  any  marks,  by  the  utmost 
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force  of  the  human  intellect,  unassisted  by  tra- 
dition, deduce  such  an  astounding  inference  as 
the  existence  of  a  pohshed  state  of  society  that 
bore  with  the  public  savagery  of  neglected  chil- 
dren in  the  streets  of  its  capital  city,  and  was 
proud  of  its  power  by  sea  and  land,  and  never 
used  its  power  to  seize  and  save  them  ! 

After  this,  when  I  came  to  the  Old  Bailey, 
and  glanced  up  it  towards  Newgate,  I  found 
that  the  prison  had  an  inconsistent  look.  There 
seemed  to  be  some  unlucky  inconsistency  in  the 


atmosphere  that  day;  for,  though  the  propor- 
tions of  St.  Paul's  Cathedral  are  very  beautiful, 
it  had  an  air  of  being  somewhat  out  of  drawing 
in  my  eyes.  I  felt  as  though  the  cross  were 
too  high  up,  and  perched  upon  the  intervening 
golden  ball  too  far  away. 

Facing  eastward,  I  left  behind  me  Smithfield 
and  Old  Bailey, — fire  and  faggot,  condemned 
hold,  public  hanging,  whipping  through  the  city 
at  the  cart-tail,  pillory,  branding-iron,  and  other 
beautiful  ancestral  landmarks,  which  rude  hands 
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have  rooted  up,  without  bringing  the  stars  quite 
down  upon  us  as  yet, — and  went  my  way  upon 
my  beat,  noting  how  oddly  characteristic  neigh- 
bourhoods are  divided  from  one  another  here- 
about, as  though  by  an  invisible  line  across  the 
way.  Here  shall  cease  the  bankers  and  the 
money-changers ;  here  shall  begin  the  shipping 
interest,  and  the  nautical-instrument  shops ;  here 
shall  follow  a  scarcely  pcrcei)tible  flavouring  of 
groceries  and  drugs;  here  shall  come  a  strong 
infusion  of  butchers ;  now,  small  hosiers  shall 
Thf.  Uncommercial  Traveller,  12. 


be  in  the  ascendant ;  henceforth,  everything 
exposed,  for  sale  shall  have  its  ticketed  price 
attached.  All  this  as  if  specially  ordered  and 
appointed. 

A  single  stride  at  Houndsditch  Church,  no 
wider  than  sufiiced  to  cross  the  kennel  at  the 
bottom  of  the  Canongate,  which  the  debtors  in 
Holyrood  sanctuary  were  wont  to  relieve  their 
minds  by  skipping  over,  as  Scott  relates,  and 
standing  in  delightful  daring  of  catchpoles  on 
the  free  side, — a  single  stride,  and  everything  is 
%  .^o 
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entirely  changed  in  grain  and  character.  AVest 
of  tlie  stride,  a  table,  or  a  chest  of  drawers  on 
sale,  shall  be  of  mahogany  and  French -polished  ; 
east  of  the  stride,  it  shall  be  of  deal,  smeared 
with  a  cheap  counterfeit  resembling  lip-salve. 
West  of  the  stride,  a  penny  loaf  or  bun  shall  be 
compact  and  self-contained ;  east  of  the  stride, 
it  shall  be  of  a  sprawling  and  splay-footed  cha- 
racter, as  seeking  to  make  more  of  itself  for  the 
money.  ]\Iy  beat  lying  round  by  Whitechapel 
Church,  and  the  adjacent  sugar  refineries, — great 
buildings,  tier  upon  tier,  that  have  the  appear- 
ance of  being  nearly  related  to  the  dock  ware- 
houses at  Liverpool, — I  turned  off  to  my  right, 
and,  passing  round  the  awkward  corner  on  my 
left,  came  suddenly  on  an  apparition  familiar  to 
London  streets  afar  oft". 

What  London  peripatetic  of  these  times  has 
not  seen  the  woman  who  has  fallen  forward, 
double,  through  some  affection  of  the  spine,  and 
Avhose  head  has  of  late  taken  a  turn  to  one  side, 
so  that  it  now  droops  over  the  back  of  one  of 
her  arms  at  about  the  wrist  ?  Who  does  not 
know  her  staff,  and  her  shawl,  and  her  basket, 
as  she  gropes  her  way  along,  capable  of  seeing 
nothing  but  the  pavement,  never  begging,  never 
stopping,  for  ever  going  somewhere  on  no  busi- 
ness ?  How  does  she  live,  whence  does  she 
come,  whither  does  she  go,  and  why?  I  mind 
the  time  when  her  yellow  arms  were  nought  but 
bone  and  parchment.  Slight  changes  steal  over 
her;  for  there  is  a  shadowy  suggestion  of  human 
skin  on  them  now.  The  Strand  may  be  taken 
as  the  central  point  about  w-hich  she  revolves  in 
a  half-mile  orbit.  How  comes  she  so  far  east  as 
this  ?  And  coming  back,  too  !  Having  been 
how  much  farther  ?  She  is  a  rare  spectacle  in 
this  neighbourhood.  I  receive  intelligent  infor- 
mation to  this  effect  from  a  dog,— a  lop-sided 
mongrel  with  a  foolish  tail,  plodding  along  with 
his  tail  up,  and  his  ears  pricked,  and  displaying 
an  amiable  interest  in  the  ways  of  his  fellow- 
men, — if  I  may  be  allowed  the  expression. 
After  pausing  at  a  pork  shop,  he  is  jogging  east- 
Avard  like  myself,  with  a  benevolent  countenance 
and  a  watery  mouth,  as  though  musing  on  the 
many  excellences  of  pork,  when  he  beholds  this 
doubled-up  bundle  approaching.  He  is  not  so 
much  astonished  at  the  bundle  (though  amazed 
by  that),  as  the  circumstance  that  it  has  within 
itself  the  means  of  locomotion.  He  stops,  pricks 
his  cars  higher,  makes  a  slight  point,  stares,  utters 
a  short  low  growl,  and  glistens  at  the  nose, — as 
I  conceive  with  terror.  The  bundle  continuing 
to  approach,  he  barks,  turns  tail,  and  is  about  to 
fly,  when,  arguing  with  himself  that  flight  is  not 
becoming  in  a  dog,  he  turns,  and  once  more 


faces  the  advancing  heap  of  clothes.  After  much 
hesitation,  it  occurs  to  him  that  there  may  be  a 
face  in  it  somewhere.  Desperately  resolving  to 
undertake  the  adventure,  and  pursue  the  inquiry, 
he  goes  slowly  up  to  the  bundle,  goes  slowly 
round  it,  and,  coming  at  length  upon  the  human 
countenance  down  there  where  never  human 
countenance  should  be,  he  gives  a  yelp  of 
horror,  and  flies  for  the  East  India  Docks. 

Being  now  in  the  Commercial-Road  district 
of  my  beat,  and  bethinking  myself  that  Stepney 
station  is  near,  I  quicken  my  ])ace  that  I  may 
turn  out  of  the  road  at  that  point,  and  see  how 
my  small  eastern  star  is  shining. 

The  Children's  Hospital,  to  which  I  gave  that 
name,  is  in  full  force.  All  its  beds  are  occupied. 
There  is  a  new  face  on  the  bed  where  my  pretty 
baby  lay,  and  that  sweet  little  child  is  now  at 
rest  for  ever.  Much  kind  sympathy  has  been 
here  since  my  former  visit,  and  it  is  good  to 
see  the  walls  profusely  garnished  with  dolls.  I 
wonder  what  Poodles  may  think  of  them,  as 
they  stretch  out  their  arms  above  the  beds,  and 
stare,  and  display  their  splendid  dresses.  Poodles 
has  a  greater  interest  in  the  patients.  I  find  him 
making  the  round  of  the  beds,  like  a  house 
surgeon,  attended  by  another  dog, — a  friend, — 
\\\\Q  aj>pears  to  trot  about  with  him  in  the  cha- 
racter of  his  pupil  dresser.  Poodles  is  anxious 
to  make  me  known  to  a  pretty  little  girl  looking 
wonderfully  healthy,  who  had  had  a  leg  taken 
off  for  cancer  of  the  knee.  A  difficult  operation, 
Poodles  intimates,  wagging  his  tail  on  the  coun- 
terpane, but  perfectly  successful,  as  you  see,  dear 
sir  !  The  patient,  patting  Poodles,  adds  with  a 
smile,  ''The  leg  Avas  so  much  trouble  to  me, 
that  I  am  glad  it's  gone."  I  never  saw  any- 
thing in  doggery. finer  than  the  deportrpent  of 
Poodles,  when  another  little  girl  opens  her 
niouth  to  show  a  peculiar  enlargement  of  the 
tongue.  Poodles  (at  that  time  on  a  table,  to  be 
on  a  level  with  the  occasion)  looks  at  the  tongue 
(with  his  own  sympathetically  out)  so  very  gravely 
and  knowingly,  that  I  feel  inclined  to  put  my 
hand  in  my  waistcoat  pocket,  and  give  him  a 
guinea,  wrapped  in  paper. 

On  my  beat  again,  and  close  to  Limehouse 
Church,  its  termination,  I  found  myself  near  to 
certain  "Lead  Mills."  Struck  by  the  name, 
which  was  fresh  in  my  memory,  and  finding,  on 
inquiry,  that  these  same  lead-mills  were  identi- 
fied with  those  same  lead-mills  of  which  I  made 
mention  when  I  first  visited  the  East  London 
Children's  Hospital  and  its  neighbourhood  as 
Uncommercial  Traveller,  I  resolved  to  have  a 
look  at  them. 

Received  by  two  very  intelligent  gentlemen, 
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brothers,  and  partners  with  their  father  in  the 
concern,  and  who  testified  every  desire  to  show 
their  works  to  me  freely,  I  went  over  the  lead- 
mills.  Tlie  jjurport  of  such  works  is  the  con- 
version of  pig-lead  into  white-lead.  This  con- 
version is  brouglit  about  by  the  slow  and  gradual 
effecdng  of  certain  successive  chemical  changes 
in  the  lead  itself  The  processes  are  picturesque 
and  interesting, — the  most  so  being  the  burying 
of  the  lead,  at  a  certain  stage  of  preparation,  in 
pots,  each  pot  containing  a  certain  quantity  of 
acid  besides,  and  all  the  pots  being  buried  in 
vast  numbers,  in  layers,  under  tan,  for  some  ten 
weeks. 

Hopping  up  ladders,  and  across  planks,  and 
on  elevated  perches,  until  I  was  uncertain 
whether  to  liken  myself  to  a  bird  or  a  brick- 
layer, I  became  conscious  of  standing  on  nothing 
particular,  looking  down  into  one  of  a  series  of 
large  cock-lofts,  with  the  outer  day  peeping  in 
through  the  chinks  in  the  tiled  roof  above.  A 
number  of  women  were  ascending  to,  and  de- 
scending from,  this  cock-loft,  each  carrying  on 
the  upward  journey  a  pot  of  prepared  lead  and 
acid,  for  deposition  under  the  smoking  tan. 
When  one  layer  of  pots  was  completely  filled,  it 
was  carefully  covered  in  with  planks,  and  those 
were  carefully  covered  with  tan  again,  and  then 
another  layer  of  pots  was  begun  above  ;  suffi- 
cient means  of  ventilation  being  preserved 
through  wooden  tubes.  Going  down  into  the 
cock-loft  then  filling,  I  found  the  heat  of  the  tan 
to  be  surprisingly  great,  and  also  the  odour  of 
the  lead  and  acid  to  be  not  absolutely  exquisite, 
though  I  believe  not  noxious  at  that  stage.  In 
other  cock-lofts,  where  the  pots  were  being  ex- 
humed, the  heat  of  the  steaming  tan  was  much 
greater,  and  the  smell  was  penetrating  and  pecu- 
liar. There  were  cock-lofts  in  all  stages  ;  full 
and  empty,  half  filled  and  half  emptied  ;  strong, 
active  women  were  clambering  about  them 
busily ;  and  the  whole  thing  had  rather  the  air 
of  the  upper  part  of  the  house  of  some  im- 
mensely rich  old  Turk,  whose  faithful  seraglio 
were  hiding  his  money  because  the  sultan  or  the 
pasha  was  coming. 

As  is  the  case  with  most  pulps  or  pigments, 
so  in  the  instance  of  this  white-lead,  processes 
of  stirring,  separating,  washing,  grinding,  rolling, 
and  pressing  succeed.  Some  of  these  are  un- 
questionably inimical  to  health,  the  danger 
arising  from  inhalation  of  ])articles  of  lead,  or 
from  contact  between  the  lead  and  the  touch,  or 
both.  Against  these  dangers  I  found  good 
respirators  provided  (simply  made  of  fiannel 
and  muslin,  so  as  to  be  inexpensively  renewed, 
and    in    some    instances    washed    widi   scenteil 


soap),  and  gauntlet  gloves,  and  loose  gowns. 
Everywhere  there  was  as  much  fresh  air  as  win- 
dows, well  placed  and  opened,  could  possibly 
admit.  And  it  was  explained  that  the  precau- 
tion of  frequently  changing  the  women  employed 
in  the  worst  jjarts  of  the  work  (a  precaution 
originating  in  their  own  experience  or  apprehen- 
sion of  its  ill  effects)  was  found  salutary.  They 
had  a  mysterious  and  singular  appearance,  with 
the  mouth  and  nose  covered,  and  the  loose 
gown  on,  and  yet  bore  out  the  simile  of  the  old 
Turk  and  the  seraglio  all  the  better  for  the  dis- 
guise. 

At  last  this  vexed  white-lead,  having  been 
buried  and  resuscitated,  and  heated  and  cooled 
and  stirred,  and  separated  and  washed  and 
ground,  and  rolled  and  pressed,  is  subjected  to 
the  action  of  intense  fiery  heat.  A  row  of 
women,  dressed  as  above  described,  stood,  let 
us  say,  in  a  large  stone  bakehouse,  passing  on 
the  baking-dishes  as  they  were  given  out  by  the 
cooks,  from  hand  to  hand,  into  the  ovens.  The 
oven,  or  stove,  cold  as  yet,  looked  as  high  as  an 
ordinary  house,  and  was  full  of  men  and  women 
on  temporary  footholds,  briskly  passing  up  and 
stowing  away  the  dishes.  The  door  of  another 
oven,  or  stove,  about  to  be  cooled  and  emptied, 
was  opened  from  above,  for  the  uncommercial 
countenance  to  peer  down  into.  The  uncom- 
mercial countenance  withdrew  itself  with  expe- 
dition and  a  sense  of  suffocation  from  the  dull- 
glowing  heat  and  the  overpowering  smell.  On 
the  whole,  perhaps  the  going  into  these  stoves 
to  work,  when  they  are  freshly  opened,  may  be 
the  v.-orst  part  of  the  occupation. 

But  I  made  it  out  to  be  indubitable  that  the 
owners  ofthese  lead-mills  honestl3and  sedulously 
try  to  reduce  the  dangers  of  the  occupation  to 
the  lowest  point. 

A  washing-place  is  provided  for  the  women  (I 
thought  there  might  have  been  more  towels),  and 
a  room  in  which  the}-  hang  their  clothes,  and 
take  their  meals,  and  where  they  have  a  good 
fire-range  and  fire,  and  a  female  attendant  to 
help  them,  and  to  watcli  that  they  do  not  ne- 
glect the  cleansing  of  their  hands  before  touciiing 
their  food.  An  experienced  medical  attendant 
is  provided  for  them,  and  any  premonitory 
symptoms  of  lead-poisoning  are  carefully 
treated.  Their  teapots  and  such  things  were 
set  out  on  tables,  ready  for  their  afternoon 
meal,  when  I  saw  their  room ;  and  it  had  a 
homely  look.  It  is  found  that  they  bear  the 
work  much  better  than  men  :  some  few  of  them 
have  been  at  it  for  years,  and  the  great  majority 
of  those  I  observed  were  strong  and  active.  On 
the  other  hand,  it  should  be  remembered  that 
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most  of  tliem  are  very  capricious  and  irregular 
in  their  attendance. 

American  inventiveness  would  seem  to  indi- 
cate that  before  \ery  long  whitedead  may  be 
made  entirely  by  machinery.  The  sooner  the 
better.  In  the  meantime,  I  ])arted  from  my  two 
frank  conductors  over  the  mills,  by  telling  them 
that  they  had  nothing  there  to  be  concealed,  and 
nothing  to  be  blamed  for.  As  to  the  rest,  the 
philosophy  of  the  matter  of  lead-poisoning  and 
workpeople  seems  to  me  to  have  been  pretty 
fairly  summed  up  by  the  Irishwoman  whom  I 
quoted  in  my  former  paper :  "  Some  of  them 
gets  lead-pisoned  soon,  and  some  of  them  gets 
lead-pisoned  later,  and  some,  but  not  many, 
niver ;  and  'tis  all  according  to  the  constitoo- 
shun,  sur ;  and  some  constitooshuns  is  strong, 
and  some  is  weak." 

Retracing  my  footsteps  over  my  beat,  I  went 
off  duty. 
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A   PLEA  FOR  TOTAL  ABSTINENCE. 

NE  day  this  last  Whitsuntide,  at  pre- 
cisely eleven  o'clock  in  the  forenoon, 
there  suddenly  rode  into  the  field  of 
view  co.mmanded  by  the  windows  of 
my  lodging  an  equestrian  phenome- 
non. It  was  a  fellow-creature  on 
horseback,  dressed  in  the  absurdest 
manner.  The  fellow-creature  wore  high 
boots ;  some  other  (and  much  larger)  fellow- 
creature's  breeches,  of  a  slack-baked  doughy 
colour  and  a  baggy  form ;  a  blue  shirt,  whereof 
the  skirt,  or  tail,  was  puffily  tucked  into  the 
waistband  of  the  said  breeches  ;  no  coat ;  a  red 
shoulder-belt ;  and  a  demi-semi-military  scarlet 
hat,  with  a  feathered  ornament  in  front,  which, 
to  the  uninstructed  human  vision,  had  the  ap- 
pearance of  a  moulting  shuttlecock.  I  laid 
down  the  newspaper  with  which  I  had  been 
occupied,  and  surveyed  the  fellow-man  in  ques- 
tion with  astonishment.  Whether  he  had  been 
sitting  to  any  painter  as  a  frontispiece  for  a  new 
edition  of  "  Sartor  Resartus  ;  "  whether  "  the 
husk  or  shell  of  him,"  as  the  esteemed  Herr 
Teufelsdroch  might  put  it,  were  founded  on  a 
jockey,  on  a  circus,  on  General  Garibaldi,  on 
cheap  porcelain,  on  a  toy-shop,  on  Guy  Fawkes, 
on  wax-work,  on  gold-digging,  on  Bedlam,  or 
on  all, — were  doubts  that  greatly  exercised  my 
mind.  Meanwhile,  my  fellow-man  stumbled 
and  slided,  excessively  against  his  will,  on  the 


slippery  stones  of  my  Covent-Garden  street, 
and  elicited  shrieks  from  several  sympathetic 
females,  by  convulsively  restraining  himself  from 
l)itching  over  his  horse's  head.  In  the  very 
crisis  of  these  evolutions,  and,  indeed,  at  the 
trying  moment  when  his  charger's  tail  was  in  a 
tobacconist's  shop,  and  his  head  anywhere 
about  town,  this  cavalier  was  joined  by  two 
similar  portents,  v/ho  likewise  stumbling  and 
sliding,  caused  him  to  stumble  and  slide  the 
more  distressingly.  At  length  this  Gilpinian 
triumvirate  effected  a  halt,  and,  looking  north- 
ward, waved  their  three  right  hands  as  coni- 
manding  unseen  troops  to  "  Up,  guards  !  and  at 
'em."  Hereupon  a  brazen  band  burst  forth, 
which  caused  them  to  be  instantly  bolted  with 
to  some  remote  spot  of  earth  in  the  direction  of 
the  Surrey  Hills. 

Judging  from  these  appearances  that  a  pro- 
cession was  under  way,  I  threw  up  my  window, 
and,  craning  out,  had  the  satisfaction  of  behold- 
ing it  advancing  along  the  streets.  It  was  a  Tee- 
total procession,  as  I  learnt  from  its  banners, 
and  was  long  enough  to  consume  twenty  minutes 
in  passing.  There  were  a  great  number  of  chil- 
dren in  it,  some  of  them  so  very  young  in  their 
mother's  arms  as  to  be  in  the  act  of  practically 
exemplifying  their  abstinence  from  fermented 
liquors,  and  attachment  to  an  unintoxicating 
drink,  while  the  procession  defiled.  The  dis- 
play was,  on  the  whole,  pleasant  to  see,  as  any 
good-humoured  holiday  assemblage  of  clean, 
cheerful,  and  well-conducted  people  should  be. 
It  was  bright  with  ribbons,  tinsel,  and  shoulder- 
belts,  and  abounded  in  flowers,  as  if  those  latter 
trophies  had  come  up  in  profusion  under  much 
watering.  The  day  being  breezy,  the  insubor- 
dination of  the  large  banners  was  very  repre- 
hensible. Each  of  these  being  borne  aloft  on 
two  poles,  and  stayed  with  some  half-dozen 
lines,  was  carried,  as  polite  books  in  the  last 
century  used  to  be  written,  by  "  various  hands," 
and  the  anxiety  expressed  in  the  upturned  faces 
of  those  officers, — something  between  the  anxiety 
attendant  on  the  balancing  art,  and  that  insepa- 
rable from  the  pastime  of  kite-flying,  with  a 
touch  of  the  angler's  quality  in  landing  his  scaly 
prey, — much  impressed  me.  Suddenly,  too,  a 
banner  would  shiver  in  the  wind,  and  go  about 
in  the  most  inconvenient  manner.  This  always 
happened  oftenest  with  such  gorgeous  standards 
as  those  representing  a  gentleman  in  black,  cor- 
pulent with  tea  and  water,  in  the  laudable  act  of 
summarily  reforming  a  family,  feeble  and  pinched 
with  beer. .  The  gentleman  in  black  distended 
by  wind  would  then  conduct  himself  with  the 
most  unbecoming  levity,  while  the  beery  family, 
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growing  beerier,  would  frantically  try  to  tear 
themselves  away  fiom  his  ministration.  Some 
of  the  inscriptions  accomi)anying  the  banners 
were  of  a  highly  determined  character,  as,  "  We 
never,  never  will  give  up  the  temperance  cause,'" 
with  similar  sound  resolutions  rather  suggestive 
to  the  profane  mind  of  Mrs.  Micawber's  "  I 
never  will  desert  Mr.  Micawber,"  and  of  Mr. 
Micawber's  retort,  "  Really,  my  dear,  I  am  not 
aware  that  you  were  ever  required  by  any 
human  being  to  do  anything  of  the  sort."  *" 

At  intervals  a  gloom  would  fall  on  the  passing 
members  of  the  procession,  for  which  I  was  at 
first  unable  to  account.  But  this  I  discovered, 
after  a  little  observation,  to  be  occasioned  by 
the  coming  on  of  the  executioners, — the  terrible 
official  beings  who  were  to  make  the  speeches 
by-and-by, — who  were  distributed  in  open  car- 
riages at  various  points  of  the  cavalcade.  A 
dark  cloud  and  a  sensation  of  dampness,  as  from 
many  wet  blankets,  invariably  preceded  the  roll- 
ing on  of  the  dreadful  cars  containing  these 
headsmen ;  and  I  noticed  that  the  wretched 
people  who  closely  followed  them,  and  who 
were  in  a  manner  forced  to  contemplate  their 
folded  arms,  complacent  countenances,  and 
threatening  lips,  were  more  overshadowed  by 
the  cloud  and  damp  than  those  in  front.  In- 
deed, I  perceived  in  some  of  these  so  moody  an 
implacability  towards  the  magnates  of  the  scaf- 
fold, and  so  plain  a  desire  to  tear  them  limb 
from  limb,  that  I  would  respectfully  suggest  to 
the  managers  the  expediency  of  conveying  the 
executioners  to  the  scene  of  their  dismal  labours 
by  unfrequented  ways,  and  in  closely-tilted  carts, 
next  Whitsuntide. 

The  procession  was  composed  of  a  series  of 
smaller  processions,  which  had  come  together, 
each  from  its  own  metropolitan  district.  An 
infusion  of  allegory  became  perceptible  when 
patriotic  Peckham  advanced.  So  I  judged  from 
the  circumstance  of  Peckham's  unfurling  a  silken 
banner  that  fanned  heaven  and  earth  with  thfe 
words,  "The  Peckham  Life-boat."  No  boat 
being  in  attendance,  though  life,  in  the  likeness 
of  "  a  gallant,  gallant  crew,"  in  nautical  uniform, 
followed  the  flag,  I  was  led  to  meditate  on  the 
fact  that  Peckham  is  described  by  geographers 
as  an  inland  settlement,  with  no  larger  or  nearer 
shore-line  than  the  towing-path  of  the  Surrey 
Canal,  on  which  stormy  station  I  had  been 
given  to  understand  no  life-boat  exists.  Thus  I 
deduced  an  allegorical  meaning,  and  came  to 
the  conclusion,  that  if  patriotic  Peckham 
picked  a  peck  of  pickled  jwetry,  this  7c>as  the 
peck  of  pickled  poetry  which  patriotic  Peckham 
picked. 


I  have  observed  that  the  aggregate  procession 
was,  on  the  whole,  pleasant  to  see.  I  made  use 
of  that  fjualified  expression  with  a  direct  mean- 
ing, which  I  will  now  explain.  It  involves  the 
title  of  this  paper,  and  a  little  fair  trying  of  tee- 
totalism  by  its  own  tests.  There  were  many 
people  on  foot,  and  many  people  in  vehicles  of 
various  kinds.  The  former  were  pleasant  to  see, 
and  the  latter  were  not  pleasant  to  see ;  for  the 
reason  that  I  never,  on  any  occasion  or  under 
any  circumstances,  have  beheld  heavier  over- 
loading of  horses  than  in  this  public  show.  Un- 
less the  imposition  of  a  great  van  laden  with 
from  ten  to  twenty  people  on  a  single  horse  be 
a  moderate  tasking  of  the  poor  creature,  then 
the  temperate  use  of  horses  was  immoderate 
and  cruel.  From  the  smallest  and  lightest  horse 
to  the  largest  and  heaviest,  there  were  many 
instances  in  which  the  beast  of  burden  was  so 
shamefully  overladen,  that  the  Society  for  the 
Prevention  of  Cruelty  to  Animals  have  frequently 
interposed  in  less  gross  cases. 

Now,  I  have  always  held  that  there  may  be, 
and  that  there  unquestionably  is,  such  a  thing 
as  use  without  abuse,  and  that  therefore  the  total 
abolitionists  are  irrational  and  wrong-headed. 
But  the  procession  completely  converted  me. 
For  so  large  a  number  of  the  people  using 
draught-horses  in  it  were  so  clearly  unable  to 
use  them  without  abusing  them,  that  I  perceived 
total  abstinence  from  horse-flesh  to  be  the  only 
remedy  of  which  the  case  admitted.  As  it  is  all 
one  to  teetotalers  whether  you  take  half  a  pint 
of  beer  or  half  a  gallon,  so  it  was  all  one  here 
whether  the  beast  of  burden  were  a  pony  or  a 
cart-horse.  Indeed,  my  case  had  the  special 
strength  that  the  half-pint  quadruped  underwent 
as  much  suftering  as  the  half-gallon  quadruped. 
Moral :  total  abstinence  from  horse-flesh  through 
the  whole  length  and  breailth  of  the  scale.  This 
pledge  will  be  in  course  of  administration  to  all 
teetotal  processionists,  not  pedestrians,  at  the 
publishing  office  of  "  All  the  Year  Round,"  on 
the  ist  day  of  April,  1870. 

Observe  a  point  for  consideration.  This  pro- 
cession comprised  many  persons  in  their  gigs, 
broughams,  tax-carts,  barouches,  chaises,  and 
what  not,  who  were  merciful  to  the  dumb  beasts 
that  drew  them,  and  did  not  overcharge  their 
strength.  What  is  to  be  done  with  those  un- 
offending persons  ?  I  will  not  run  amuck,  and 
vilify  and  defame  them,  as  teetotal  tracts  and 
platforms  would  most  assuredly  do,  if  the  ques- 
tion were  one  of  drinking  instead  of  driving  :  I 
merely  ask,  what  is  to  be  done  with  them  ?  The 
reply  admits  of  no  dispute  whatever.  Manifestly, 
in  strict  accordance  with  teetotal  doctrines,  they 
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must  come  in  too,  and  take  the  total  abstinence 
from  horse-flesh  pledge.  It  is  not  pretended 
that  those  members  of  the  procession  misused 
certain  auxiHaries  which  in  most  countries  and 
all  ages  have  been  bestowed  upon  man  for  his 
use,  but  it  is  undeniable  that  other  members  of 
the  procession  did.  Teetotal  mathematics  de- 
monstrate that  the  less  includes  the  greater ; 
that  the  guilty  include  the  innocent,  the  blind 
the  seeing,  the  deaf  the  hearing,  the  dumb  the 
speaking,  the  drunken  the  sober.  If  any  of  the 
moderate  users  of  draught-cattle  in  question 
should  deem  that  there  is  any  gentle  violence 
done  to  their  reason  by  these  elements  of  logic, 
they  are  invited  to  come  out  of  the  procession 
next  Whitsuntide,  and  look  at  it  from  my  win- 
dow. 


XXXVI. 


THE   RUFFIAN. 


ENTERTAIN  so  strong  an  objec- 
tion to  the  euphonious  softening  of 
Ruffian  into  Rough,  which  has  lately 
become  popular,  that  I  restore  the 
right  word  to  the  heading  of  this 
paper;  the  rather  as  my  object  is  to 
dwell  upon  the  fact  that  the  Ruffian  is 
tolerated  among  us  to  an  extent  that 
goes  beyond  all  unruffianly  endurance.  I  take 
the  Hberty  to  believe  that  if  the  Ruffian  besets 
my  life,  a  professional  Ruffian  at  large  in  the 
open  streets  of  a  great  city,  notoriously  having 
no  other  calling  than  that  of  Ruffian,  and  of 
disquieting  and  despoiling  me  as  I  go  peacefully 
about  my  lawful  business,  interfering  with  no 
one,  then  the  Government  under  which  I  have 
the  great  constitutional  privilege,  supreme  honour 
and  happiness,  and  all  the  rest  of  it,  to  exist, 
breaks  down  in  the  discharge  of  any  Govern- 
ment's most  simple  elementary  duty. 

What  did  I  read  in  the  London  daily  papers 
in  the  early  days  of  this  last  September?  That 
the  Police  had  "  at  length  succeeded  in  cap- 
turing Two  OF  THE  NOTORIOUS  GANG  THAT 
HAVE  SO  LONG  INFESTED  THE  WATERLOO  ROAD," 

Is  it  possible  ?  What  a  wonderful  Police  !  Here 
is  a  straight,  broad,  public  thoroughfare  of  im- 
mense resort ;  half  a  mile  long ;  gas-lighted  by 
night;  with  a  great  gas-lighted  railway  station 
in  it,  extra  the  street  lamps ;  full  of  shops  ;  tra- 
versed by  two  popular  cross-thoroughfares  of 
considerable  traftic ;  itself  the  main  road  to  the 
South   of  London  ]    and  the  admirable  Police 


have,  after  long  infestment  of  this  dark  and 
lonely  spot  by  a  gang  of  Ruffians,  actually  got 
hold  of  two  of  them.  Why,  can  it  be  doubted 
that  any  man  of  fair  London  knowledge  and 
common  resolution,  armed  with  the  powers  of 
the  Law,  could  have  captured  the  whole  con- 
federacy in  a  week  ? 

It  is  to  the  saving  up  of  the  Ruffian  class  by 
the  INLagistracy  and  Police — to  the  conventional 
l)reserving  of  them,  as  if  they  were  Partridges — 
that  their  number  and  audacity  must  be  in  great 
part  referred.  Why  is  a  notorious  Thief  and 
Ruffian  ever  left  at  large  ?  He  never  turns  his 
liberty  to  any  account  but  violence  and  plunder, 
he  never  did  a  day's  work  out  of  gaol,  he  never 
will  do  a  day's  work  out  of  gaol.  As  a  proved 
notorious  Thief,  he  is  always  consignable  to 
prison  for  three  months.  When  he  comes  out, 
he  is  surely  as  notorious  a  Thief  as  he  was  when 
he  went  in.  Then  send  him  back  again.  "Just 
Heaven  !  "  cries  the  Society  for  the  protection  of 
remonstrant  Ruffians.  "  This  is  equivalent  to  a 
sentence  of  perpetual  imprisonment !  "  Precisely 
for  that  reason  it  has  my  advocacy.  I  demand 
to  have  the  Ruffian  kept  out  of  my  way,  and  out 
of  the  way  of  all  decent  people.  I  demand  to 
have  the  Ruffian  employed,  perforce,  in  hewing 
wood  and  drawing  water  somewhere  for  the 
general  service,  instead  of  hewing  at  her  Ma- 
jesty's subjects,  and  drawing  their  Avatches  out 
of  their  pockets.  If  this  be  termed  an  unreason- 
able demand,  then  the  tax-gatherer's  demand  on 
me  must  be  far  more  unreasonable,  and  cannot 
be  otherwise  than  extortionate  and  unjust. 

It  will  be  seen  that  I  treat  of  the  Thief  and 
Ruffian  as  one.  I  do  so,  because  I  know  the 
two  characters  to  be  one,  in  the  vast  majority  of 
cases,  just  as  well  as  the  Police  know  it.  (As 
to  the  Magistracy,  with  a  few  exceptions,  they 
know  nothing  about  it  but  what  the  Police 
choose  to  tell  them.)  There  are  disorderly 
classes  of  men  who  are  not  thieves  :  as  railway 
navigators,  brickmakers,  wood-sawyers,  coster- 
mongers.  These  classes  are  often  disorderly 
and  troublesome ;  but  it  is  mostly  among  them- 
selves, and  at  any  rate  they  have  their  indus- 
trious avocations,  they  work  early  and  late,  and 
work  hard.  The  generic  Ruffian— honourable 
member  for  what  is  tenderly  called  the  Rough 
Element — is  either  a  Thief,  or  the  companion 
of  Thieves.  When  he  infamously  molests  wo- 
men coming  out  of  chapel  on  Sunday  evenings 
(for  which  I  would  have  his  back  scarified  often 
and  deep),  it  is  not  only  for  the  gratification  of 
his  pleasant  instincts,  but  that  there  may  be  a 
confusion  raised  by  which  either  he  or  his  friends 
may  profit,  in  the  commission  of  highway  rob- 
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beries  or  in  picking  pockets.  'W'licn  he  gets  a 
police-constable  down  and  kicks  him  helpless 
for  life,  it  is  because  that  constable  once  did  his 
duty  in  bringing  hini  to  justice.  When  he 
rushes  into  the  bar  of  a  public-house,  and  scoops 
an  eye  out  of  one  of  the  company  there,  or  bites 
his  ear  off,  it  is  because  the  man  he  maims  gave 
evidence  against  him.  When  he  and  a  line  of 
comrades  extending  across  the  footway — say  of 
that  solitary  mountain-spur  of  the  Abruzzi,  the 
Waterloo  Road — advance  towards  me  "  sky- 
larking "  among  themselves,  my  purse  or  shirt- 
pin  is  in  predestined  peril  from  his  playfulness. 
Always  a  Ruffian,  always  a  Thief.  Always  a 
Thief,  always  a  Ruffian. 

Now,  when  I,  who  am  not  paid  to  knov/  these 
things,  know  them  daily  on  the  evidence  of  my 
senses  and  experience  ;  when  I  know  that  the 
Ruffian  never  jostles  a  lady  in  the  street,  or 
knocks  a  hat  off,  but  in  order  that  the  Thief  may 
profit,  is  it  surprising  that  I  should  require,  from 
those  who  are  paid  to  know  these  things,  pre- 
vention of  them  ? 

Look  at  this  group  at  a  street  corner.  Number 
One  is  a  shirking  fellow  of  five-and-twenty,  in  an 
ill-favoured  and  ill-savoured  suit,  his  trousers  of ' 
corduroy,  his  coat  of  some  indiscernible  ground- 
work for  the  deposition  of  grease,  his  necker- 
chief like  an  eel,  his  complexion  like  dirty  dough, 
his  mangy  fur  cap  pulled  low  upon  his  beetle 
brows  to  hide  the  prison  cut  of  his  hair.  His 
hands  are  in  his  pockets.  He  puts  them  there 
when  they  lare  idle,  as  naturally  as  in  other 
people's  pockets  when  they  are  busy,  for  he 
knows  that  they  are  not  roughened  by  work, 
and  that  they. tell  a  tale.  Hence,  whenever  he 
takes  one  out  to  draw  a  sleeve  across  his  nose — 
which  is  often,  for  he  has  weak  eyes  and  a  con- 
stitutional cold  in  his  head — he  restores  it  to  its 
pocket  immediately  afterwards.  Number  Two 
is  a  burly  brute  of  five-and- thirty,  in  a  tall  stiff 
iiat ;  is  a  composite,  as  to  his  clothes,  of  betting- 
man  and  fighting-man ;  is  whiskered ;  has  a 
staring  pin  in  his  breast,  along  with  his  right 
hand  ;  has  insolent  and  cruel  eyes ;  large 
shoulders ;  strong  legs,  booted  and  tipped  for 
kicking.  Number  Three  is  forty  years  of  age  ; 
is  short,  thick-set,  strong,  and  bow-legged  ;  wears 
knee  cords  and  white  stockings,  a  very  long- 
sleeved  waistcoat,  a  very  large  neckerchief 
doubled  or  trebled  round  his  throat,  and  a 
crumpled  white  hat  crowns  his  ghastly  })arch- 
ment  face.  This  fellow  looks  like  an  executed 
postboy  of  other  da}'s,  cut  down  from  the  gallows 
too  soon,  and  restored  and  preserved  by  express 
diabolical  agency.  Numbers  Five,  Six,  and 
Seven  arc  hulking,  idle,  slouching  young  men, 


patched  and  shabby,  too  short  in  the  sleeves  and 
too  tight  in  the  legs,  slimly  clothed,  foul-spoken, 
repulsive  wretches  inside  and  out.  In  all  the 
party  there  obtains  a  certain  twitching  character 
of  mouth  and  furtiveness  of  eye,  that  hint  how 
the  coward  is  lurking  under  the  bully.  The 
hint  is  quite  correct,  for  they  are  a  slinking, 
sneaking  set,  far  more  prone  to  lie  down  on  their 
backs  and  kick  out,  when  in  difficulty,  than  to 
make  a  stand  for  it.  (This  may  account  for  the 
street  mud  on  the  backs  of  Numbers  Five,  Six, 
and  Seven  being  much  fresher  than  the  stale 
splashes  on  their  legs.) 

These  engaging  gentry  a  Police-constable 
stands  contemplating.  His  station,  with  a  Re- 
serve of  assistance,  is  very  near  at  hand.  They 
cannot  pretend  to  any  trade,  not  even  to  be 
porters  or  messengers.  It  wouUl  be  idle  if  they 
did,  for  he  knows  them,  and  they  know  that  he 
knows  them,  to  be  nothing  but  jjrofessed  Thieves 
and  Ruffians.  He  knows  where  they  resort, 
knows  by  what  slang  names  they  call  one  an- 
other, knows  how  often  they  have  been  in  prison, 
and  how  long,  and  for  what.  All  this  is  kiiown 
at  his  Station,  too,  and  is  (or  ought  to  be)  known 
at  Scotland  Yard,  too.  Bul  does  he  know,  or 
does  his  Station  know,  or  do'es  Scotland  Yard 
know,  or  does  anybody  know,  whj''  these  fellows 
should  be  here  at  liberty,  when,  as  reputed 
Thieves  to  whom  a  whole  Division  of  Police 
could  swear,  they  might  all  be  under  locjc  and 
key  at  hard  labour  ?  Not  he ;  truly  he  w^uld 
be  a  wise  man  if  he  did !  He  only  knows  that 
these  are  members  of  the  "  notorious  gang," 
which,  according  to  the  newspaper  Police-Office 
reports  of  this  last  past  September,  '"  have  so 
long  infested"  tlie  awful  solitudes  of  the  Waterloo 
Road,  and  out  of  which  almost  impregnable 
fastnesses  the  Police  have  at  length  dragged 
Two.  to  the  unspeakable  admiration  of  all  good 
civilians. 

The  consequences  of  this  contemplative  habit 
on  the  part  of  the  Executive — a  habit  to  be 
looked  for  in  a  hermit,  but  not  in  a  Police 
System — are  familiar  to  us  all.  The  Ruffian 
becomes  one  of  the  established  orders  of  the 
body  politic.  Under  the  playful  name  of  Rough 
(as  if  he  were  merely  a  practical  joker),  his 
movements  and  successes  are  recorded  on  public 
occasions,  ^\'hether  he  mustered  in  large  num- 
bers or  small ;  whether  he  was  in  good  spirits  or 
depressed ;  whether  he  turned  his  generous 
exertions  to  very  prosperous  account,  or  For- 
tune was  against  him ;  whether  he  was  in  a 
sanguinary  mood,  or  robbed  with  amiable  horse- 
play and  a  gracious  consideration  for  life  and 
limb  :   all  this  is  chronicled  as  if  he  were  an 
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Institution.  Is  there  any  city  in  Europe,  out  of 
England,  in  which  these  terms  are  held  with  the 
pests  of  Society  ?  Or  in  which,  at  this  day,  such 
violent  robberies  from  the  person  are  constantly 
committed  as  in  London? 

The  Preparatory  Schools  of  Ruffianism  are 
similarly  borne  with.  The  young  Ruffians  of 
London — not  Thieves  yet,  but  training  for  scho- 
larships and  fellowships  in  the  Criminal-Court 
Universities — molest    quiet    people    and   their 


property,  to  an  extent  that  is  hardly  credible. 
The  throwing  of  stones  in  the  streets  has  become 
a  dangerous  and  destructive  offence,  which  surely 
could  have  got  to  no  greater  height,  though  we 
had  had  no  Police  but  our  own  riding  whips  and 
walking-sticks — the  Police  to  which  I  myself 
appeal  on  these  occasions.  The  throwing  of 
stones  at  the  windows  of  railway  carriages  in 
motion — an  act  of  wanton  wickedness  with  the 
very  Arch-Fiend's  hand  in  it — had  become  a 


"  LOOK  AT  THIS  GROUP  AT  A  STREET  CORNER. 


crying  evil,  when  the  railway  companies  forced 
it  on  Police  notice.  Constabular  contemplation 
had  until  then  been  the  order  of  the  day. 

Within  these -twelve  months,  there  arose 
among  the  young  gentlemen  of  London  aspiring 
to  Ruffianism,  and  cultivating  that  much-en- 
couraged social  art,  a  facetious  cry  of  "  I'll  have 
this ! "  accompanied  with  a  clutch  at  some 
article  of  a  passing  lady's  dress.  I  have  known 
a  lady's  veil  to  be  thus  humorously  torn  from 
her  face  and  carried  off  in  the  open  streets  at 


noon ;  and  I  have  had  the  honour  of  myself 
giving  chase,  on  Westminster  Bridge,  to  another 
young  Ruffian,  who,  in  full  daylight  early  on  a 
summer  evening,  had  nearly  thrown  a  modest 
young  woman  into  a  swoon  of  indignation  and 
confusion  by  his  shameful  manner  of  attacking 
her  with  this  cry  as  she  harmlessly  passed  along 
before  me.  Mr.  Carlyle,  some  time  since, 
awakened  a  little  pleasantry  by  writing  of  his 
own  experience  of  the  Ruffian  of  the  streets.  I 
have  seen  the  Ruffian  act  in  exact  accordance 
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with  Mr-  Carlyle's  description,  innumerable 
times,  and  I  never  saw  him  checked. 

The  blaring  use  of  the  very  worst  language 
possible,  in  our  public  thoroughfares — especially 
in  those  set  apart  for  recreation — is  another  dis- 
grace to  us,  and  another  result  of  constabular 
contemplation,  the  like  of  which  I  have  never 
heard  in  any  other  country  to  which  my  uncom- 
mercial travels  have  extended.  Years  ago,  when 
I  had  a  near  interest  in  certain  children  who 
were  sent  with  their  nurses,  for  air  and  exercise, 
into  the  Regent's  Park,  I  found  this  evil  to  be 
so  abhorrent  and  horrible  there,  that  I  called 
public  attention  to  it,  and  also  to  its  contem- 
plative reception  by  the  Police.  Looking  after- 
wards into  the  newest  Police  Act,  and  finding 
that  the  offence  was  punishable  under  it,  I  re- 
solved, when  striking  occasion  should  arise,  to 
try  my  hand  as  prosecutor.  The  occasion  arose 
soon  enough,  and  I  ran  the  following  gauntlet. 

The  utterer  of  the  base  coin  in  question  was  a 
girl  of  seventeen  or  eighteen,  who,  with  a  suit- 
able attendance  of  blackguards,  youths,  and 
boys,  was  flaunting  along  the  streets,  returning 
from  an  Irish  funeral,  in  a  Progress  interspersed 
with  singing  and  dancing.  She  had  turned 
round  to  me  and  expressed  herself  in  the  most 
audible  manner,  to  the  great  delight  of  that 
select  circle.  I  attended  the  party,  on  the  op- 
posite side  of  the  way,  for  a  mile  further,  and 
then  encountered  a  Police-constable.  The  party 
had  made  themselves  merry  at  my  expense  until 
now,  but  seeing  me  speak  to  the  constable,  its 
male  members  instantly  took  to  their  heels, 
leaving  the  girl  alone.  I  asked  the  constable 
did  he  know  my  name  ?  Yes,  he  did.  "  Take 
that  girl  into  custody,  on  my  charge,  for  using 
bad  language  in  the  streets."  He  had  never 
heard  of  such  a  charge.  I  had.  Would  he 
take  my  word  that  he  should  get  into  no  trouble? 
Yes,  sir,  he  would  do  that.  So  he  took  the 
girl,  and  I  went  home  for  my  Police  Act. 

With  this  potent  instrument  in  my  pocket,  I 
literally  as  well  as  figuratively  "  returned  to  the 
charge,"  and  presented  myself  at  the  police- 
station  of  the  district.  There  I  found  on  duty 
a  very  intelligent  Inspector  (they  are  all  intelli- 
gent men),  who,  likewise,  had  never  heard  of 
such  a  charge.  I  showed  him  my  clause,  and 
we  went  over  it  together  twice  or  thrice.  It 
was  plain,  and  I  engaged  to  wait  upon  the 
suburban  Magistrate  to-morrow  morning  at  ten 
o'clock. 

In  the  morning,  I  put  my  Police  Act  in  my 
pocket  again,  and  waited  on  the  suburban 
Magistrate.  I  was  not  quite  so  courteously 
received  by  him  as  I  should  have  been  by  the 


Lord  Chancellor  or  the  Lord  Chief  Justice,  but 
that  was  a  question  of  good-breeding  on  the 
suburban  Magistrate's  part,  and  I  had  my  clause 
ready,  with  its  leaf  turned  down.  Which  was 
enough  for  me. 

Conference  took  place  between  the  Magistrate 
and  clerk  respecting  the  charge.  During  con- 
ference I  was  evidently  regarded  as  a  much  more 
objectionable  person  than  the  prisoner; — one 
giving  trouble  by  coming  there  voluntarily,  which 
the  prisoner  could  not  be  accused  of  doing. 
The  prisoner  had  been  got  up,  since  I  last  had 
the  pleasure  of  seeing  her,  with  a  great  effect  of 
white  apron  and  straw  bonnet.  She  reminded 
me  of  an  elder  sister  of  Red  Riding  Hood,  and 
I  seemed  to  remind  the  sympathising  Chimney 
Sweep,  by  whom  she  was  attended,  of  the  Wolf. 

The  Magistrate  was  doubtful,  Mr.  Uncom- 
mercial Traveller,  whether  this  charge  could  be 
entertained.  It  was  not  known.  Mr.  Uncom- 
mercial Traveller  replied  that  he  wished  it  were 
better  known,  and  that,  if  he  could  aftbrd  the 
leisure,  he  would  use  his  endeavours  to  make  it 
so.  There  was  no  question  about  it,  however, 
he  contended.     Here  was  the  clause. 

The  clause  was  handed  in,  and  more  con- 
ference resulted.  After  which  I  was  asked  the 
extraordinary  question :  "  Mr.  Uncommercial, 
do  you  really  wish  this  girl  to  be  sent  to  prison  ?" 
To  v.'hich  I  grimly  answered,  stating  :  "  If  I 
didn't,  why  should  I  take  the  trouble  to  come 
here?"  Finally,  I  was  swoni,  and  gave  my 
agreeable  evidence  in  detail,  and  White  Riding 
Hood  was  fined  ten  shillings,  under  the  clause, 
or  sent  to  prison  for  so  many  days.  '*  Why, 
Lord  bless  you,  sir,"  said  the  Police-ofiicer  who 
showed  me  out,  with  a  great  enjoyment  of  the 
jest  of  her  having  been  got  up  so  effectively,  and 
caused  so  much  hesitation  :  "  if  she  goes  to 
prison,  that  will  be  nothing  new  to  her.  She 
comes  from  Charles  Street,  Drury  Lane  !  " 

The  Police,  all  things  considered,  are  an  ex- 
cellent force,  and  I  have  borne  my  small  testi- 
mony to  their  merits.  Constabular  contemplation 
is  the  result  of  a  bad  system ;  a  system  which  is 
administered,  not  invented,  by  the  man  in  con- 
stable's uniform,  employed  at  twenty  shillings  a 
week.  He  has  his  orders,  and  would  be  marked 
for  discouragement  if  he  overstepped  them.  That 
the  system  is  bad,  there 'needs  no  lengthened 
argument  to  prove,  because  the  fact  is  self-evi- 
dent. If  it  were  anything  else,  the  results  that 
have  attended  it  could  not  possibly  have  come 
to  pass.  Who  will  say  that,  under  a  good 
system,  our  streets  could  have  got  into  their 
present  state  ? 

The  objection  to  the  whole  Police  System,  as 
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concerning  the  Ruffian,  may  be  stated,  and  its 
failure  exemplified,  as  follows.  It  is  well  known 
that  on  all  great  occasions,  when  they  come 
too-ether  in  numbers,  the  mass  of  the  English 
people  are  their  own  trustworthy  Police.  It  is 
well  known  that  wheresoever  there  is  collected 
to<^ether  any  fair  general  representation  of  the 
people,  a  respect  for  law  and  order,  and  a  deter- 
mination to  discountenance  lawlessness  and 
'  disorder,  may  be  relied  upon.  As  to  one  an- 
other, the  people  are  a  very  good  Police,  and 
yet  are  quite  willing,  in  their  good-nature,  that 
the  stipendiary  Police  should  have  the  credit  of 
the  people's  moderation.  But  we  are  all  of  us 
powerless  against  the  Ruffian,  because  we  submit 
to  the  law,  and  it  is  his  only  trade,  by  superior 
force  and  by  violence,  to  defy  it.     Moreover, 


we  are  constantly  admonished  from  high  places 
(like  so  many  Sunday-school  children  out  for  a 
holiday  of  buns  and  milk-and-water)  that  we  are 
not  to  take  the  law  into  our  own  hands,  but  are 
to  hand  our  defence  over  to  it.  It  is  clear  that 
the  common  enemy  to  be  punished  and  exter- 
minated first  of  all  is  the  Ruffian.  It  is  clear 
that  he  is,  of  all  others,  the  offender  for  whose 
repressal  we  maintain  a  costly  system  of  Police. 
Him,  therefore,  we  expressly  present  to  the 
Police  to  deal  with,  conscious  that,  on  the  whole, 
we  can,  and  do,  deal  reasonably  well  with  one 
another.  Him  the  Police  deal  with  so  ineffi- 
ciently and  absurdly  that  he  flourishes  and  mul- 
tiplies, and,  with  all  his  evil  deeds  upon  his  head 
as  notoriously  as  his  hat  is,  pervades  the  streets 
with  no  more  let  or  hindrance  than  ourselves. 


'AND   WHITE   RIDING  HOOD  WAS   FINED  TEN   SHILLINGS." 
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